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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Efcahis,  Prince  of  Verona. 

Farts,  Kinfman  to  the  Prince. 

Montague,  | Heads  of  two  Houfes  at  variance  with 

-Capulet,     \  each  other. 

RcmiOy  Son  to  Montague. 

r,       T     f    Kriends  of  Romeo. 

djen^vcliOy  ) 

Tybalt y  Kinfman  to  Capulet. 
An  old  Man,  his  Coufm. 
Friar  La-wrence^  a  Francifcan. 
Ynz.T  John,  of  the  fame  order. 
Balthafa^y  Servant  to  Romeo. 

Sampfiny    1     Servants  to  Capulet, 
\jr8goryy     ^  * 
Jbraviy  Servant  to  Montague. 
Three  MuHcians. 


lady  Montague.  Wife  to  Montague. 
Lady  Capulet y  Wife  to  Capulet. 
Juliet y  Daughter  to  Capulet,  in  love  with  Romeo. 
Nurfe  to  Juliet. 

iChorusy — Boy,  Page  to  Pai'is,  an  oiTicex,  an  Apothecary. 

Citizens  cf  Verona,  fevcral  Men  and  Women,  relati- 
ons to  both  Houfes;  Maflcers,  Guards,  V/atch,  and 
ether  Attendants. 

The  Scene,  in  the  beginning  cf  the  fifth  ad,  is  in  Man« 
tua ;  during  all  the  red  of  the  play,  at  Verona. 
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A  C  T    I.       S  G  E  N  E  1. 

A  Street.    Enter  Sambfon  and  Gregory,  i-rvo  /er-va,^ifs  cf 

Cupidet. 

REGOR  Y,  o'  my  word,  \ve'll  not  carry 
coals.- 

Grs^,  No,  for  then  we  ihoulcl  be  colliers. 

Sam.  I  mean,  an  we  be  in  choler,  we'll  draw. 

Gre^,  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out  of 
the  collar. 

Sam.  I  flrike  quickly,  being  mov'd. 

Greg.  Bur  thou  art  not  quickly  mov'd  to  fcrike. 

Sa?n.  A  dog  of  the  houfe  of  Montague  moves  me. 

Greg.  To  move,  is — to  ilir  ;  and  to  be  valiant,  is— 
to  fland  to  it:  therefore,  if  thou  art  mov'd;,  thou 
runn'il  away. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  that. houfe  fliall  move  me  to  iland  : 
I  will  take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of  Montague's. 

Greg.  That  ihev.'s  thee  a  weak  flave  ;  for  the  weakefl 
goes  to  the  wall. 

Sa7n.  True;  and  therefore  women,  being  tiie  wea. ' 
ker  velTels,  are  ever  thrufl  to  the  wall: — —therefore 
I  \\  ill  pufn  Montague's  men  from  the  wall,  and  thrull 
his  maids  to  the  wall. 

Greg,  The  quarrel  is  between  our  mailers,  and  us 
their  men. 

Sam,  'Tis  all  one,  I  w  ill  fhew  myfclf  a  tyrant : 
when  I  have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  cruel 
with  the  maids ;  I  will  cut  off  their  heads. 

Greg.  The  heads  of  the  maids? 

Sam.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their  maiden- 
Vieads ;  take  it  in  what  fenfe  thou  wilt. 

Greg.  They  muil  take  it  in  fenfe,  that  feel  it. 
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Sam,  Me  they  Hiall  feel,  %vhile  I  am  able  to  lland: 
and,  'tis  known,  T  am  a  pretty  piece  of  Hefh. 

Greg.  'Tis  well,  thou  art  not  full';  if  thou  hadd, 
thou  hadfl  been  poor  John. — Drav/  thy  tool ;  here 
comes  of  the  houfe  of  the  Montagues. 

Enter  Ahrrjn  and  Balthafar, 

Sa?n,  My  naked  weapon  is  out ;  quarrel,  I  will  back 
thee. 

Greg,  How?  turn  thy  back,  and  run? 

Sam,  Fear  me  not. 

Greg,  No,  marry;  I  fear  thee  ! 

Sam,  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  fides ;  let  them  begin. 

Greg,  I  will  frown,  as  I  prfs  by ;  and  let  them  take 
h  as  they  liiL 

Sa:n.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  thumb  at 
them  ;  ^vluch  is  a  difgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 

Abr,  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  fir? 

2.am,  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  fir. 

Abr,  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  fir  > 

Sam,  Is  the  law  on  our  fide,  if  I  fiy,— ay  } 

Greg.  No. 

Sa7n.  No,  fir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you,  fir  ; 
but!  bite  m  y  t hum b ,  fi  r .. 
Greg,  Do  you  qirarrel,  fir? 
Abr.  Quarrel,  fir?  no,  fir. 

Sam.  If  you  do,  fir,  1  am  for  you;  I  ferve  as  good 
a  man  as  you. 
ylLr..  No  better. 
Siim,  Well,  fir. 

Ejiter  Be'dvclio, 
Greg,  S.iy— -better;  here  comes  one  of  my  mailer's 
kinfmen.  . 

Sa.2.  Yes,  better,  fir,^ 
ylbr.  You  lie. 

Sam,  Draw,  if  you  be  men. — Gregory,  remember 
thy  fA'afning  blow.  [They fight. 

Be?2.  Part,  fools;  put  up  your  fwords ; 
You  know  not  what  you  do. 

E'ater  Tybalt, 

7yi^.  What,artthou  drawn  among  thefeheartlefs  hinds? 


RGMEO  AND  JULIET, 


Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben,  I  do  but  keep  the  peace  ;  put  up  thy  fword^, 
Or  manage  it  to  part  thefe  men  with  me. 

Tyb,  What,  draw,  and  talk  of  peace  ?  1  hate  the  word. 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee : 
Have  at  thee,  coward. 

Enter  three  or  four  Cifize?ts,  ^with  Clubs. 
Cit,  Ciuhs,  hills,  and  partizans  I  Urike !  beat  them 
dow  n  ! 

Do^vn  with  the  Capulets!  down  with  the  Montagues ! 
Enter  old  Capulet,  in  his  go-jjn  ;  and  Lady  Capulet, 
Cap.  Whatnoifeis  this  ?— Give  me  m.y  long  (word, ho! 
La.  Cap,  A  crutch,  a  crutch!— Whv  call  you  for  a 

fword? 

Cup.  My  fword,  I  fay  !— old  A-Iontague  is  come^ 
And  flourifhes  his  blade  in  fpight  of  me. 

Enter  old  .Montague,  and  Lady  Mont  ague, 

Mon,  Thou  villain,  Capulet,— Hold  me  ni>t,let  me  go, 

La^  Mon.  Thcu  fhalt  not  ftir  one  foot  to  feek  a  foe. 
Enter  Prince,   <vjith  Attendants, 

Prin.  Rebellious  fubjecls,  enemies  to  peace, 
Pi  ofaners  of  this  neigkjour-flained  fieel, — 
Will  they  not  hear: — what  ho  !  you  men,  you  beails,— - 
That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernicious  rage 

With  purple  fountains  ifiaing  from  your  veins,  

On  pain  of  torture,  from  thofe  bloody  hands 
Throw  your  mif- tempered  v/eapons  to  the  ground. 

And-  hear  the  fentence  of  your  moved  prince.  

Three  civil  brawls,  bred  of  an  airy  word. 

By  thee,  old  L.apulet,  and  Montague, 

Have  thrice  dillarb'd  the  quiet  of  our  (Ireets ; , 

And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens, 

Cau  ^y  their  grave  befeemiag  ornaments,  > 

To  wield  old  pirtizans,  in  hands  as  old; 

Cin  .red  wita  peace,  to  part  your  cankred  hate 

]f  ever  y  u  dilturb  our  ixreets  again, 

Your  lives  lhall  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 

For  tiiis  time,  all  the  reft  depart  away  : 

You,  Capulet,  fhall  go  along  with  me  ; 

And,  Montague^  come  you  this  afternoon;, . 
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To  know  cur  farther  plcafure  in  this  cafe. 

To  old  Free-tovvn,  our  common  juclgment-pIaGc. 

Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart. 

\  Exeunt  Prince,  Capulety  fcfr. 

Mon,  Who  fet  this  ancient  qaarre]  new  abroach?  

Speak,  nephew^^  were  you  by,  when  it  began? 

Ben.  Flere  were  the  ferv^anta  of  your  adverfary. 
And  yours,  clofe  fighting  ere  i  did  approacn : 
I  drew  to  part  them  ;  in  the  inilant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,     ith  his  fword  prepared  ; 
Which,  as  he  breath'd  defiance  to  my  ears, 
Wq  fwung  about  his  head,  and  cut  t  .e  >vinds. 
Who  nothing  hurt  withal,  hifs'd  him  in  fcorn  : 
While  ^\  e  were  interchanging  thruils  and  blows. 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part> 
^Tiil  the  prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

La,  Mon.  O,  where  is  Romeo  i—faw  you  him  to-day^ 
E-ight  glad  I  am,  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worQiipp'd  fun 
Peer'd  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  eaft, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad; 
"Where— -underneath  the  grove  of  fycamour. 
That  weliward  rooteth  from  the  city's  fide— 
So  early  walking  did  1  lee  your  fon: 
'I  owards  him  I  made  ;  but  he  was  'ware  of  me^, 
And  Hole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood  : 
1,  meafuring  his  all'edionsb  myosin, — 
That  moft  arebutied  when  they  are  moH  alone, — 
Purfu'd  my  humour,  not  purfuing  his, — 
\nd  gladly  faunn'd  who  giadly  Hed  from  me. 

Mon,  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  feen 
W^ith  tears  augmenting  the  frelh  m  orning's  dew. 
Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  fighs  : 
r]ut  all  f )  foon  as  the  all-xhearing  f  m 
^^hould  in  the  furthell  eail  begin  to  draw 
The  fliady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed, 
Awav  from  light  flea  Is  .iome  my  heavy  fon., 
V^nd  private  in  his  c^iamber  pens  himfelf ; 
Shuts  up  his  ^^'indows,  locks  fair  day-lighc  out^ 
And  makes  himfelf  an  artiiicial  night : 


Jil  1. 


ROMEO   AN®  JULIET. 


Black  and  portentous  mufl:  his  humour  prove, 
Uniefs  goodcounl'el  may  the  caufe  remove. 

Ben,  iMy  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  caufe? 

Mon,  I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  it  of  him* 

Ben.  Have  you  importun'd  nim  bv  any  means  ? 

Mo72.  Both  by  inyfeif,  and  many  other  friends  : 
But  he,  his  own  aiFedtions'  couufeilor. 
Is  to  himfelf — I  will  not  fay,  how  true 
But  to  himfelf  fo  fecret  and  fo  clcfe. 
So  far  from  founding  and  diicovery. 
As  is  the  I  ud  bit    itn  an  envious  worm. 
Ere  he  can  ipread  his  fweet  leaves  to  the  air. 
Or  dedicate  nis  beautv  to  the  fame. 
Could  we  bat  learn  from  whence  nis  forrows  grow. 
We  would  as  willingh  give  cuie,  as  know. 

Enter  Kcmea,  at  a  dijiance, 

Ben,  See,  where  he  comes  :  So pieaie  you,  flep  afide; 
I'll  know  his  griev^ince,  or  be  much  <len\''d. 

Mon.  1  would,  thou  wert  fo  nappy  by  thy  flay. 
To  hear  true  fnrift.  —Come  madam,  let's  av.ay. 

Ben.  Good  morrow,  coufin. 
Rem.  is  the  dav  fo  young  } 
Ben,  But  new  iiruck  nine. 
Rom,  Ay,  me  !  fui  hours  feem  long. 
Was  that  my  father  that  v  ent  hence  fo  fall  ? 

^V.'.'.  it  was: — Whatf  idncis.lengthcns  Romeo's  hours  ? 
Rom.  Not  having  that,  which,  having,  makes  theme 

fhort. 
Ben,  In  love  ? 
Rlui,  Our — 
Ben,  Of  love  ? 

Rom,  Out  of  her  favour  where  lam  in  love. 

Ben,  Alas,  that  love,  fo  gectle  in  his  view. 
Should  be  fo  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof ! 

Ro7n.  Alas,  that  love,  whofe  view  is  muiTied  ftill 
Should,  V  ithouteyes,  fee  path-ways  to  his  will  ! 
"Where  fhall  we  dine  P  — -O  me  !  — What  fray  was  here? 
,  Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  ail. 
Here's  much  to  do  with  nate,  but  more  with  love 
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Whv  then,  O  brawling  love  1  O  loving  hate  ! 

Oany  thing,  of  nothing  firft  created  ! 

O  heavy  ligntnefs  !  ferious  vanity  ! 

Mil-fhapen  chaos  of  well-feeming  forms  ! 

Feather  of  lead,  bright  fmoak,  cold  fire,  fick  health  ? 

Stiil-wakmg  fleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is  ! — 

This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 

Doil  thou  not  laugh  ? 

Be}2.  No,  Goz,  1  rather  weep^ 

P.om,  Good  heart,  at  what? 

Ben,  At  thy  good  heart's  opprefiion'. 

Rom.  Why,  liich  is  love's  tranfgreflion — ■ 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  breaft; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate,  to  have  it  prell 
With  more  of  tiiine  :  this  love  that  thou  haft  fhown, . 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  m.uch  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  fmoak  rais'd  witli  the  fume  of  fighs  ; 
Being  purg  d  'a  fire  fparkiin^  in  lover  s  e^es; 
Being  vex'd,  a  feanourifh'd  witn  lovers  tears  : 
V/hat  is  it  elfe  ?  a  madneis  moft  diicreet, 
A  choaking  gall,  and  a  prefer ving  Iweet. 
Farev  ell,  my  coz.  [Going. 

Ben.  Soft,  1  will  go  along ; 
An  if  you  leave  me  fo,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rc?n.  Tut,  I  have  loft  myfelf;;  I  am  not  here;' 
This  is  not  llomeo,  he's  fome  other  w  here. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  fadnefs,  who  fhe  is  you  love  ? 

Rom.  What,  Hiail  1  groan,  and  teii  thee  ? 

Ben.  Groan  J  why,  no ; 
But  fadly  teii  me,  w  ho. 

Rom.  Bid  a  fick  man  in  fadnefs  make  his  v/ill : — - 
O  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  ioiil ! — 
In  fadnefs,  coufm,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Be?z,  1  aim'd  ib  near,  when  1  fuppos'd  you  lov'd. 

Rom.    A  right  good  marks-man  1 — And  file's  fciir  I . 
love. 

Ben.  A  rigiit  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  fooneft  hit. 

Rom.  Well,  in  tiiat  hit,  you  mifs:  Ihe'ii  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrowy  (he  luth  Dian's  wit; 
And,  in  itrong  proof  of  chaitity  well  arm'd. 
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From  love's  weak  childi{h  bo'vv  fhe  lives  unharm'd. 
She  will  not  flay  the  fiege  of  loving  terms. 
Nor  bid  the  encounter  of  alliiling  eyes, 
Mor  ope  her  lap  to  faint-feducing  gold  : 
O,  fhe  is  rich  in  beauty  ;  only  poor. 
That,  V.  henfne  dies,  with  beauty  dies  her  Oore. 
jBe^2,  Then  fhe  hath  fworn,  that  fhe    ill  itill  live 
chafle  ? 

R;m.  Shehath,  and  in  that  fparing makes  huge  wafle; 
For  beauty,  flarv'd  with  her  feverity. 
Cuts  beauty  oft'fi-omall  poflerity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wife  ;  wifely  too  fair. 
To  merit  blifs  by  making  me  defpair : 
She  hath  forf '  orn  to  love  ;  and  in  that  vow. 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Be?7.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her.  ^ 
Rom.  O,  teach  m.e  hov.'  1  fhouid  forget  to  thinks 
Be^.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes; 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Rom,  'Tis  the  way 
To  call  hers,  exquifite,  in  queflion  more  : 
Thefe  happy  mafks,  that  kifs  fair  ladies'  brows. 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair; 
He,  that  is  flrucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treafure  of  his  eye-light  lofl. 
Shew  me  a  miflrefs  that  is  paffmg  fair. 
What  dees  her  beauty  ferve,  but  as  a  note 
Where  I  may  read,  who  pafs'd  that  pafhng  fair? 
Farewell;  thou  canil  not  teach  me  to  forget. 
£e/2,  I'll  pay  that  dodrine,  or  elfe  die  in  debt. 

SCENE  II. 

S  'reet,    Enter  Capulety  Parzsy  and  Ser^uant, 
Cap.  And  Montague  is  bound  as  well  as  i. 

In  penalty  alike  ;  and  'tis  not  hard,  I  think. 

For  men  fo  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckoning  are  you  both; 

And  pity  'tis,  ycu  iiv'd  at  odds  fo  long. 

But,  ROW,  my  lord,  what  fay  you  to  my  fuit? 
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Cap.  But  faying  o'er  what  I  have  fliid  before: 
Mv  child  is  yet  a  ftranger  in  the  workl. 
She  hath  not  feen  the  change  of  fourteen  years  ; 
Let  two  more  fummers  wither  in  their  pride. 
Ere  v/e  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 

Par.  Younger  than  (he  are  happy  mothers  made. 
Cap.  And  toofoon  marr'd  are  thofe  fo  early  made.. 
The  earth  hath  fwaliow'dali  my  hopes  but  ihe. 
She  is  the  hopefai  lady  of  my  earth: 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart. 
My  will  to  her  confent  is  but  a  part ; 
An  (he  agree,  within  her  fcope  of  clioice 
Lies  my  confent  and  fair  according  voice. 
This  night  I  hold  an  old  accuftom'd  feaf^. 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  gaeil:. 
Such  as  Hove  ;  and  3'ou  among  the  llore. 
One  more,  moll  welcome,  makes  my  number  more. 
At  my  poor  houfe,  look  to  behold  this  nigiit 
Earth  treading  ftars,  that  make  dark  heaven  light 
Sue  h  comfort  as  do  lufly  young  men  feel 
When  well-apparel'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  winter  treads,  evenfuch  delight 
Among  frelh  female  buds  fhali  you  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  houfe ;  hear  all,  all  fee. 
And  like  her  moft,  whofe  merit  moil  lhall  be  : 
Such,  amongll  view  of  many,  mine  being  one, 
May  ftand  in  number,  though  in  reckoning  none. 
Come,  go  with  me: — Go,  lirrah,  trudge  about 
Through  fair  Verona,  find  thofe  perfons  out, 
Whofe  names  are  written  there  ;  and  to  them  fay. 
My  hoiafeand  welcome  on  their  pleafure  ftay. 

[Exeur.t  Capulet  and  Paris, 
Ser'v,  Find  them  out,  whofe  names  are  written  here : 
It  is  written — that  the  fhoemaker  fn.ould  meddle  with 
his  yard,  and  the  tailor  with  hislaH,  the  fiilier  with. his 
pencil,  and  the  painter  with  his  nets ;  but  I  am  fer^t 
to  find  thofe  perfons,  whofe  names  arc  here  writ,  and 
can  never  find  what  names  the  writing  pcrfon  hxl'ii 
here  writ.    1  mull  to  the  learned  : — In  good  tiine. 
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Eater  Ben'volioy  aird  Romeo. 

Ben,  Tut,  man  !  one  fire  burns  out  another's  burningo 

One  pain  is  leiTen'd  by  another's  anguifli ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning ; 

One  defperate  grief  cures  with  another's  languilh: 
Take  thou  fomenew  infedion  to  thy  eye, 
i^nd  the  rank  poifon  of  the  old  will  die. 

RQ?ii.  Your  plantain  leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Ben.  For  what,  1  prav  thee  ? 

Rom,  Foi  your  broken  Ihin. 

Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 

f!  R-om.  Not  aiad,  but  bound  more  than  a  madman  is  ?  . 
hut  up  in  prifon,  kept  without  my  food, 
Wliipt,  and  tormented,  and— Gocd-e'en,  good  fellow, 
Seru.  God  gi'  good  e'en. — I  pray,  fir,  can  you  read  ^ 
Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  mifery. 
Ser^v.  Perhaps  you  have  learn'd  it  without  book  : 
But  I  pray,  can  you  read  anv  thing  you  fee? 

R^}?n.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  letters  and  the  language. 
Ser^-v.  Ye  fay  honcfdy  ;  Red  you  merry  ! 
Rom.  Stay,  fellow  ;  I  can  read  ! 

\He  reads  the  lift.  ] 
*^  Signior  Martino,  and  his  wife,  and  daughters ; 
County  Anfelm,  and  his  beauteous  fillers ;  The 
*^  lady  widow  of  Vitruvio  ;  Signior  Placentio,  and  his 
lovely  nieces  ;  Mercutio,  and  his  brother  Valentine  ; 
Mine  uncle  Capulet,  his  vvife  and  daughters  ;  My 
fair  niece  Rofaline  ;  Livia;  Signior  Valentio,  and 
**  his  coufm  Tybalt ;  Lueio,  and  the  lively  Helena.'* 
A  fair  affembly  ;  Wnither  fliould  they  come  \ 
Ser-u.  Up. 

Rom.  Whither  to  fupper  ? 
^er'v,  Toourhoufe. 
Rom,  Whofe  houfe  ? 
Ser'v,  My  mailer's. 

Rom.  Indeed,  1  fhould  have  afk'd  you  that  l)efore» 
Ser'v.  Now  Til  tell  you  without  afking  :  My  mailer 
is  ih^  great  rich  Capulet;  and  if  you  be  not  of  the 
houfe  of  Montagues,  1  pray,  come  and  crufli  a  cup  of 
i^'ijae.    Reft  you  merry. 
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Ben,  At  this  fame  ancient  feaft  of  Capulet's 
Sups  thefdir  Rofaline,  whom  thou  fo  lov'lt; 
With  a?l  the  admired  beauties  of  Verona  : 
Go  thither;  and,  with  untainted  eye. 
Compare  her  face  with  fome  that  I  fhall  {hoM% 
And  [  will  make  thee  think  thy  fwan  a  crow. 

R rm.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

M^xintains  fuch  falfhood,  then  turn  tears  to  fires ! 
And  thefe, — who,  often  drow  I'd,  could  never  die.-— 

Tranfparent  heretics,  be  burnt  for  liars  ! 
One  fairer  than  my  love  !  the  ail-feeing  fun 
Ne'er  faw  her  match,  fince  firft  the  world  begun. 

Ben,  Tut  !  tut  I  you  faw  her  fd,ir,  none  elfe  being  by^ 
Kerfelf  pois'd  with  herfelf  in  either  eye: 
But  in  thofe  cryftal  fcales,  let  there  be  weighed 
Your  ladv's  love  againftfoine  other  mai»d 
That  I  will  lliow  you,  ftiining  at  this  feafl. 
And  fhe  Hiall  fcant  fhew  well,  tliat  now  (hews  bell. 

Rom,  ril  go  along,  no  fuch  fight  to  be  fliewn, 
But  to  rejoice  in  fplendour  of  mine  own.  \^ExeunU 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  Capiilefs  Houfe, 
Enter  Lady  Capulety  and  Nurfe^ 

La.  Cap.  Nurfe,  where's  my  daughter?  call  her 
forth  to  me. 

"Nurfe,  Now,  by  my  maidenhead, — at  twelve  years 
old,— 

I  bade  her  come- — What,  lamb  !  what,  lady-bird  ! 
God  forbid  1— where's  this  girl?— what,  Juliet! 
E titer  Juliet, 

Jul.  How  now,  who  Ccdls  ? 

Nurfe.  Your  mother. 

Jul,  Madam,  \  am  here  ;  what  is  your  will? 

La,  Cap,  This  is  the  matter:  Nurfe,  give  leave  a  while, 
"We  mull  talk  in  ftcret  —Nurfe,  come  back  again  ; 
I  have  remember'd  me,  thou  (halt  hear  our  couuiol, 
Thouknow'il,  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  a.;e. 

Nurfe,  'Faitn,  i  can  t  li  Jier  age  unco  an  sxowr^ 

La.  Cap,  6he's  not  fourteen. 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


17 


Nurfe.  ril  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth,— 
And  yet,  to  my  teen  be  it  fpoken,  I  have  but  four. 
She's  not  fourteen  :  How  long  is't  now  to  Lammas-tide? 

I.a.  Cap,  A  fortnight,  and  odd  days. 

Ki^yfe.  Even  or  oa.',  of  all  days  in  th-e  year. 
Come  Lamrnas-eve  at  night,  fhall  fhe  be  fourteen. 
Sufan  and  fhe,—- God  reft  all  Chriftian  fouls  !  — 
Were  of  an  age.— Well,  Sufan  is  with  God  ; 
She  was  too  good  for  me:  But,  as  I  faid, 
On  Lair  mas-eve  at  night  lhall  flie  be  fourteen  ; 
That  fliall  fne,  marry  ;  I  remember  it  well, 
*Tis  fince  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years ; 
And  flie  was  wean'd — 1  never  ihall  foj'get  it,— » 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day  : 
Por  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug. 
Sitting  i'  the  fun  under  the  dove-houfe  wall, 
JVJy  lord  and  you  v/ere  then  at  Mantua:— - 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain  :— -but,  as  I  faid, 
Wh'^n  it  did  tafle  the  worm-v.  ood  on  the  nipple 
Of  my  dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool  I 
To  fee  itteachy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug. 
Shake,  quoth  the  dove-houfe  :  'twas  no  need,  I  trow% 
To  bid  me  trudge. 

And  fmce  that  time  it  is  eleven  years  . 

,For  then  Ihe  could  fland  alone  ;  nay,  by  the  rood. 

She  could  havQ  run  and  waddled  all  about. 

For  even  the  day  before,  fhe  broke  her  brow  : 

And  then  my  hufband-— God  be  with  his  foul ! 

^  A  was  a  merry  man  ;— -took  up  the  child  ; 

'Yea,'  quoth  he,  '  dofb  thou  fall  upon  thy  face  ? 

'  Thou  wilt  fall  backv.  ard,  when  thou  kail  m.ore  wit  J 

^  Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?'  and,  by  my  holy^dam. 

The  pretty  wretch  left. crying,  and  faid—'  Ay:' 

To  fee  now,  how  a  jeft  fnall  come  about ! 

I  warrant,  an  I  Hiould  live  a  thoufand  years, 

J  never  (hould  forget  ii:;  'Wilt  thou  not,  jule  r'quothhe: 

A^nd  pretty  fool,  it  ftinted,  and  faid—-*  Ay.' 

La,  Cap.  Enough  of  this ;  I  pray  theC;,  hold  tliy  peace. 

Nurfe.  Yes,  madam;  Yet  1  cannot  chufebut  laugh. 
To  tnmk  it  fliould  leave  crying,  and  fay—*  A  v 

Vol.  VI 11.  G 


HOMEO   AND  JULIET. 


And  yet  I  warrrtnt,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  bump,  as  big  as  a  young  cockrePs  ftonc  ; 
A  par'lous  knock  ;  and  it  cried  bitterly. 

*  Yea/  quoth  my  hufoand,  '  fall'it  upon  thy  face? 

'  Tl\o\x  ^viIt  fall  backward  when  thou  com'll  to  age; 

*  Wilt  thou  nor,  Jule?'  it  llinted,  and  faid--' Ay/ 

J^uL  And  Hint  thou  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurfe,  fay  1. 
Nitr/e,  Peace,  I  have  done.    God  mark  thee  to  his 
grace  ! 

Thou  Y'aft  the  prettied  babe  that  e'er  I  nurs'd : 
An  I  might  live  to  fee  thee  married  once, 
J  have  my  wifli. 

La. -Cap.  Marry,  that  marry  is  the  very  theme 
I  came  to  talk  cf-— Tell  me,  daughter  Juliet, 
How  Hands  your  difpofition  to  be  married  ? 

JuL  It  is  an  honour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurfe,.  An  honour  !  were  not  I  thine  only  nurfe, 
I'd  f^.y ,  thou  hadH  fuck'd  wifdcm  from  my  teat. 

La.  Cap.  Well,  think  cf  marriage  now younger 
than  you. 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  ofefceem. 
Are  made  already  mothers :  \>y  my  count 
I  was  your  mother  much  upon  thefe  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.    Thus  then.,  in  brief  — 
The  .valiant  Paris  feeks  you  for  his  love, 
f  Nurfe.  A  man,  young  lady!  lady,  fuch  a  man. 
As  all  the  world.  Why,  he's  a  man  of  wax. 

La,  Cap.  Verona's  fumm.er  hath  not  fuch  a  flower. 

Nurfe.  Nay,  he's  a  flower;  in  faith,  a  very  flower. 

La,  Cap.  What  fay  you?  cm  you  love  the  gentleman? 
This  night  you  fliail  behold  him  at  our  feaft : 
Jlead  o'er  the  volume  of  young  Paris'  face. 
And  fmd  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen; 
f^xamine  every  feveral  lineament. 
And  fee  how  one  another  lends  content ; 
And  what  obfcur'd  in  this  fair  volume  lies. 
Find  written  in  the  margin  of  his  eyes. 
This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unbound  lover. 
To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover: 
The  fiih  lives  in  the  fea ;  and  'cis  mm:h  pride, 
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For  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide  : 
That  book  in  many's  eyes  doth  (hare  the  glory. 
That  in  gold  clafps  locks  in  the  golden  llory. 
So  fhall  you  lhare  all  that  he  doth  polTefs, 
By  having  him,  making  yourfelf  no  lefs. 

Nurfe,  No  lefs  ?  nay,  bigger ;  women  grew  by  men. 

La  Cap,  Speak  briefly,  can  yoalike  ot  Paris'  love  ? 

Jul,  I'll  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move  : 
Eat  no  more  deep  will  I  endartmine  eye, 
Than  your  confent  gives  llrength  to  make  it  fly. 
Enter  a  Scr-vant, 

Ser^,  Madam,  the  guefls  are  come,  fupper  ferv-d 
up,  you  caird,  my  young  lady  a/k'd  for,  the  nurfe 
curs'd  in  the  ]-antry,  and  every  thing  in  extremity. 
I  muft  hence  to  wait;  1  befeech  you,  follow  fcraight. 

Im  Cap,  We  follaw  thee.— Juliet,  the  county  ilaysi 

Nurje.  Go,  girl,  feek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

[  Exduni^, 

SCENE  lY. 

A  Street,    Enter  Romeo  ^  Mercuth,  Beniwlio,  nvlth  fi^^e 
or  fix  Mafners,  Torch-bearers ,  and  others, 

Rom.  Whatjihall  this  fpeech  be  fpoken  for  our  excufs? 
G!r  lhail  vve  on  without  apology  ? 

Ben,  The  date  is  out  of  fuch  prolixity  : 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hood-whik'd  Vvith  afcarf. 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath. 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow -keeper; 
Nor  no  without- book  prologue,  faintly  fpoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  entrance  : 
But,  let  them  mcafure  us  by  what  they  will. 
We'll  meafure  them  a  meafure,  and  be  gone. 

B.om,  Give  me  a  torch, — I  am  not  for  this  ambling; 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  liaht. 

Mer,  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  mu ft  have  you  dance. 

Rom,  Not  I,  believe  me:  you  have  dancing-ilioes. 
With  nimble  foles ;  1  have  a  foul  of  lead, 
bo  flakes  me  to  the  ground,  I  cannot  move. 

Mer,  You  are  a  lover;  borrow  Cupid's  wings. 
And  foar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 
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Rom.  I  am  too  fore  enpearced  with  his  fhaft. 
To  foar  with  his  light  feathers :  and  io  bound, 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe  : 
Under  love's  heavy  burd3n  do  I  fmk. 

ilf^r.  And,  to  fink  in  it,  iliould  you  burden  love  ? 
Too  great  opprefTion  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rojvi.  Is  love  a  tender  thing  ;  it  is  too  rough. 
Too  ri:de,  tco  boiU'roas :  and  it  pricks  like  thorn. 

Mer.  Ifio7e  be  rjugh  with  you,  be  rough  with  love; 
Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  love  down. 
Give  me  a  cafe  to  put  my  vifage  in;  [^Puttirig  o:i  a  majk^ 
A  vifor  for  a  viibr  !— \vhat  care  I, 
What  carious  eye  doth"quote  deformities  ? 
Here  are  the  beetle-bro^v  s  ihall  blufh  for  me. 

Ben.  Come,  knock,  and  enter;  and  no  fooner  in 
But  every  man  betake  him  to  his  legs. 

Rom,  A  torch  for  me  ;  let  Vv^antons,  light  of  hearty 
Tickle  the  fenfelefs  rufiies  with  their  heels ; 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  grandfire  phrafe, — 
ril  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on. 
The  game  was  ne'er  fo  fair,  and  I  am  done, 

Mcr,  Tut  I  dun's  the moiife, the  conftable's own  word: 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire. 
Or  (fave  your  reverence)  lov^e,  wherein  thou  (lick'li: 
Ud  to  the  ears. — Come,  we  burn  day-Light,  ho. 
^B.cm,  Nay,  that's  not  fo. 

Mcr,  I  mean,  fir,  in  delay 
We  wade  oar  lights  in  vain,  like  lamps  by  day. 
Take  cur  good  meaning  ;  for  our  judgment  fits 
Five  times  in  that,  ere  once  in  our  fine  wits. 

Ro?n,  And  we  mean  well,  in  goinj  to  this  mafk  i 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Mcr,  Why,  may  one  a^lc? 

Rom.  I  dreamt  a  dream  to-night, 

Mer.  And  fo  did  I. 

Rq}?i,  Well,  what  was  yours? 

Mer,  That  dreamers  often  lie. 

P^om,  Inbedaileep;  while  they  do  dream  things  tru  e 
Mer,  O,  then,  I  fee,  queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you. 
She  is  the  fairies'  midwife  ;  and  {he  comes 


An  L 


ROMEO   AND  JULIET. 


In  (hape  no  bigger  than  an  agat  (lone 
On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman. 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies 
Athwart  men's  nofes  as  they  He  alleep  : 
Her  waggon-fpokes  made  of  long  fpinners'  legs; 
The  cover  of  the  wings  of  gi-alhoppers ; 
The  traces,  of  the  fmaileft  fpider's  web  ; 
The  collars  of  the  nioonrnine's  watry  beams  ; 
Her  ^^  hip,  of  cricket's  bcJne  ;  the  lafh,  of  him  j 
Her  waggoner,  a  fmall  grey-coated  gnat. 
Not  half  fo  big  as  a  round  little  worm 
Prick'd  from  the  lazy  f  nger  of  a  maid  : 
Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut, 
Made  by  the  joiner  fqairrel,  or  old  grub. 
Timeout  of  mind  the  fairies'  coach-mriker. 
And  in  this  Hate  Ihe  gallops  night  by  night 
Through  lovers'  brains-,  and  then  they  dream  of  1 
On  courtiers'  knees,  that  dream  oncourt'lles  ftraig 
O'er  lawyers'  fingers,  who  ftraight  dream  on  fees 
O'er  ladies'  lips,  who  ftr?.ight  on  kiiTes  dream; 
Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  v,  ith  bliiiers  plagues, 
Eecaufe  their  breaths  with  fweet-meats  tainted  are. 
Sometimes  fh^  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  nofe. 
And  then  dreams  he  of  fmeliino:  cut  a  fuit : 
And  fonietime  comes  iTie  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail. 
Tickling  a  parfon's  nofe  as  a'  lies  afieep. 
Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice  : 
Sometimes  ilie  driveth  o'er  a  foldier's  necky 
And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throatcy 
Of  breaches,  aniburcadces,  Spanidi  blades. 
Of  healths  five  fathoms  deep;  and  then  anon* 
Drums  in  his  ear  ;  at  which  he  ilarts,  and  wakes  ; 
And,  being  thus  frighted,  fwears  a  prayer  or  two^ 
And  Qeeps  agun.    'i\his  is  that  very  Mab, 
Tliat  plats  the  manes  of  horfes  in  tlie  night; 
And  cakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul  fluttilh  hairs. 
Which,  once  untangled,  much  misfortune  bodies^ 
This  is  the  hag,  v  hen  maids  lie  on  their  backs. 
That  prefTes  them,  and  learns  them,  firli  to  bear, 
M<*kiiig  them  wonien  of  good  carriage. 
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This  is  Piic^ — 

Ro;n,  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace  ; 
Thou  talk'H  of  nothing. 

Mer,  True,  I  talk  of  dreams ; 
Which  are  the  chiidien  of  an  idle  brain. 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  phantafy ; 
Wnich  is  as  th.in  of  fubiLancc  as  the  air; 
And  more  inconllant  than  the  wind,  who  wooes 
Even  ROW  the  frozen  bofoni  of  the  north, 
And,  being  anger'd,  pufFs  away  from  thence. 
Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  fonth. 

Be^.  This  wind,  you  talk  of,  blows  as  from  ourfelves; 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  fhall  come  too  late. 

Ro;^.  I  fear,  too  early:  for  my  mind  mifgives. 
Some  confequence,  yet  hanging  in  the  ilars. 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
V/ith  this  night's  revels ;  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  defpifed  life,  closed  in  my  breaft, 
Byfome  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death: 
But  He,  that  hath  the  lleerage  of  my  courfe. 
Direct  rny  fail ! — On,  laily  gentlemen. 

Beri,  Strike,  drum.  [Exei/;!h 

S    C    E    N    E  v."' 

A  Ilall  171  Cap'ukt's  Houfe. 
Enter  Ser^vants, 

1  Sem,  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to  take 
a"\vay  ?  he  fhift  a  trencher  !  ]ie  fcrape  a  trencher! 

2  Ser^.  When  good  manners  fhall  lie  all  in  one,  or 
fs^  o  men's  hands,  and  they  unwaPn'd  too,  'tis  a  foul 
tiling. 

1  Ser'v.  Away  Avitji  the  joint-llools,   remove  the 

court-cnpboard,  look  to  the  plate:  good  thou,  fave 

me  a  pit:ce  of  march-pane  ;  and,  as  thou  lov'il  me, 
let  the  porter  let  in  .  Sufan  G  rind-Rone,  and  Nell — 
Antony  !  and  Potpan! 

2  Serv,  Ay,  boy;  ready. 

I  Ser^j.  You  are  look'd  for,  and  call'd  for,  afk'd 
for,  and  fouglit  foir,  in  the  great  chamber. 

z  Serv,  We  camiot  be  here  and  there  too.^ — — 
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Cheerly,  boys;  be  brifk  a  while,  and  the  longer  liver 
take  all.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Capulet,  fcfr.  'with  the  Guejis  and  the  Majkers, 
I  Cap.   Welcome,  gentlemen!   ladies,  that  have 
their  feet 

Unplagu'd  with  corns,  will  have  a  bout  with  you : — 

Ah  ha,  my  raiftrelTes  1  which  of  you  all 

W'ill  now  deny  to  dance  ?  fhe  that  makes  dainty,  fhe^ 

I'll  fwear,  hath  corns  ;  Am  1  come  near  you  now  r 

You  are  welcome,  gentlemen  I  I  have  feen  the  day. 

That  i  have  worn  a  vilbr ;  and  could  teil 

A  whifpering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear. 

Such  as  would  pleafe ; — 'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone: 

You  are  welcome,  gentlemen.— Come,  muficians,  play, 

A  hall !  a  hall !  give  room,  and  foot  it,  girls. 

plays,  and  they  dance. 
More  light,  ye  knaves  ;  and  turn  the  tables  up. 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hot. — 
Ah,  firrah,  this  unlook'd^or  fport  comes  w  ell. 
Nay,  fit,  nay,  Ht,  goodcoufm  <^>apulet; 
For  you  and  I  are  pail  oar  dancing  days: 
How  long  is 't  now^  fmce  laft  yourfelf  and  I 
W ere  in  a  mail:  ? 

2  Cap.  By'r  lady,  thirty  years.  * 

1  Cap,  What,  m.an !  'tis  not  fo  much,  'tis  not  fo  mucht 
'Tis  fince  the  nuptial  of  Lucentio, 

Come  pentecoil  as  quickly  as  it  will. 

Some  live  and  twenty  years;  and  then  we  maik'd. 

2  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more:  his  fon  is  elder,  fir; 
His  fon  is  thirty. 

I  Cap.  Will  you  tell  m.ethat? 
His  fon  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Ram.  What  lady's  that,  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
Of  yonder  knight  ? 

Ssr^u.  I  know  not,  fu*. 

Rom.  O,  fhe  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn  bright! 
Her  beauty  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  ^thiop's  ear : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  ufe,  for  earth  too  dear ! 
:^So  ilieivs  a  fnowy-dcve  trooping  with  crow?^ 
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As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  Ihows. 
The  meafure  done.  Til  watch  her  place  of  ftand. 
And,  touching  hers,  make  happy  my  rude  hand. 
Did  my  heart  love  'till  now  ?  forfwear  it,  fight ! 
For  I  n'er  faw  true  beauty  'till  this  night. 

7yb.  This,  by  his  voice,  fliould  be  a  Montague 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy :  —What,  dares  the  Have 
Come  hither,  cover'd  with  an  antick  face. 
To  fleer  and  fcorn  at  our  folemnity  ? 
Now,  by  the  ftock  and  honour  of  my  kin. 
To  ftrike  him  dead  1  hold  it  not  a  iln. 

I  Cap,  Why,  how  now,  kinflnan  ?  v/herefore  fLoriu 
you  fo  ? 

7yh,  Uncle,  this  is  a  Montague,  our  foe  ; 
A  villain,  that  is  hither  come  in  fpight. 
To  fcorn  at  our  folemnity  this  night. 

I  Cap.  Young  Romeo  is't  ? 

Tyb,  'Tis  he,  that  villain  Romeo. 

I  Cap,  Content  thee,  gentle  eoz,  let  him  alone,-  ^ 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman  ; 
And,  to  fay  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him. 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-govern'd  youth  : 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  ail  this  town. 
Here  in  my  houfe,  do  him  difparagement : 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him, 
Tt  is  my  will ;  the  w  hich  if  thou  refpedt, 
Shew  a  fair  preience,  and  put  oif  thefe  frowns. 
An  ill-befeeming  femblance  for  a  feull. 

Tyh,  It  fits,  when  fuch  a  villain  is  a  gueil ;  , 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

I  Cap.  He  (hall  be  endur'd; 
What,  goodman  boy ! — 1  fay,  he  fliall :-— Go  to 
Arn  I  the  mailer  here,  or  you?  go  to. 
You'll  not  endure  him  !— God  fnall  mend  my  foul-- 
You'il  make  a  mutiny  among  my  gueds  ! 
You  will  fet  cock-a-hoop ;  you'll  be  the  man? 

lyb.  Why,  uncle,  'tisafliame. 

I  Cap.  Go  to,  go  to. 
You  are  a  faucy  boy  :— Is't  fo,  indeed? 
This  trick  may  chance  to  fcathe  you      I  know  \v];iat, 
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You  muR  contrary  me  !  mirry,  hh  tlme™^ — 
Well  faid,  my  hearts: — You  are  a  princcx  ;  go  : — 
Be  quiet,  or — More  light,  more  light,  for  lhame! — ' 
ril  make  you  quiet;  What !-— Cheerly,  my  hcr.rtf.. 

Tyb,  Patience  perforce,  with    ilful  choler  nicccing, 
Pvlakes  rny  fiefh  tremble  in  their  clitlerent  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw  :  but  this  intrufion  fliall. 
Now  feeming  fvveet,  convert  to  bitter  gall.  [^Exit, 

Rem.  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthy  hand 

[  To  Juliet* 

This  holy  Ihrine,  the  gentle  fine  is  this— 
My  lips,  tw^o  biufning  pilgrims,  ready  fland. 

To  fmooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kifs. 

Jul,  Good  pilgrim  you  do^v  rongycur  hand  toomuch. 

Which  mannerly  devotion  fnews  in  this ; 
For  faints  have  hands  that  pilgrim's  hands  do  touch, 

And  palm  to  palm  is  holy  palmer's  kifs. 

Rem,  Have  not  faints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too? 

Jul,  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  muft  ufe  in  prayer. 

Rom.  O  then,  dear  faint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do; 

They  pray,  grant  thou,  left  faith  turn  to  defpair. 

Jul,  Saints  do  not  move,  though  grant  for  prayers* 
fake. 

Ro?n,  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayer's  efFed  I  take. 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  yours,  my  fm  is  purg'd. 

{^Kijjing  her. 

Jul,  Then  have  my  lips  the  lin  that  they  have  took. 
Rom,  Sin  from  my  lips  ?  O  trefpafs  fweetly  urg'd  I 
Give  me  my  fm  again. 

Jul,  You  kifs  by  the  book. 

Nurfe,  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 

Rom,  What  is  her  mother  ? 

Nurfe,  Marry,  bachelor. 
Her  mother  is  the  lady  of  the  houfe. 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wife,  and  virtuous : 
I  nurs'd  her  daughter,  that  you  talk'd  withal ; 
I  tell  you — he,  that  can  lay  hold  of  her. 
Shall  have  the  chink. 

Rom,  Is  fhe  a  Capulet  ? 
O  dear  account !  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt. 


25 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


Act  r. 


Ben.  Away,  begone  ;  the  fport  is  at  the  beft. 

Ro?n^  Ay  fo  I  fear  ;  the  more  is  my  unrefl. 

I  Cap.  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone  5 
We  have  a  trifling  fooliHi  banquet  towards.— 
Is  it  e*en  To  ?    Why,  then  I  thank  you  all ; 
I  thank  you,  honeft  gentlemen;  good  night: — 
More  torches  here  ! — Come  on,  then  let's  £0  bed. 
Ah,  firrah,  by  my  fliy,  it  waxes  late ; 
I'll  to  my  rerf.  \Exeunf, 

Jul,  Come,  hither  nurfe  :  What  is  yon  g.nitleman? 

Nurfe,  The  fon  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 

JuL  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door? 

Nurfe.  That,  as  I  think,  is  young  Petruchio. 

Jul,  What's  he  that  follows  there,  that  would  not 
dance  ? 

■Nurfe,  1  know  not. 

JuL  Go,  afk  his  name:  if  he  be  married. 

My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nurfe.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Montague ; 
The  only  fon  of  your  great  enemy. 

Jul.  My  only  love  fprung  from  my  only  hate  ! 
Too  early  feen  unknown,  and  known  too  late  I 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me. 
Til  It  I  muft  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nurfe.  What's  this  ?  what's  this  ? 

Jul.  A  rhyme  I  learn'd  even  now 
Of  one  i  danc'd  withal.   {One  calls  ^uoithin,  Juliet. 

Nurfe.  Anon,  anon  : — 
Come,  let's  away  ;  the  Grangers  all  are  gone.  \Exeu7tt\ 

Enter  Chorus. 
Now  old  defire  doth  on  his  death-bed  lie. 

And  young  afFedion  gapes  to  be  his  heir ; 
That  fair,  for  which  love  groan'd  fore,  and  would  die. 

With  tender  Juliet  match'd,  is  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  is  belovM,  and  loves  again, 

Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks  ; 
But  to  his  foe  fuppos'd  he  muft  complain, 

And  (lie  Ileal  love's  fweet  bail  from  fearful  hooks : 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  accefs 

To  breath  fuch  vows  as  lovers  ufe  to  fwear ; 
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And  ftie  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  lefs 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  any  where : 
But  paffion  lends  them  power,  time  means  to  meet. 
Tempering  extremities  with  extreme  fweet. 

\_Exit  Chorus, 


mill  iiM  iHiiiBaaii^4i'ift 

A  C  T    IL       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Street.    Enter  Romeo  alcm, 
Rom  /^AN  1  go  forward,  when  my  heart  is  here  ? 
\^  Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  centre 
out.  [ii.v/V. 
Enter  Ben^'olio,  nvith  Mercutio, 

Ben,  Romeo  !  my  coufm  Romeo  1 

Mer,  Ke  is  v  ife  ; 
And,  on  my  life,  hath  ftol'n  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard  wall: 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mer,  Nay,  I'll  conjure  too. — 
V/hy,  Romeo!  humours!  madman!  pafHonl  lover! 
Appear  thou  in  the  li  enefs  of  a  figh, 
5peak  but  one  rhyme,  and  I  am  fatisfied  ; 
Cry  but — Ay  me  !  couple  but — love  and  dove; 
Speak  to  my  goiTip  Venus  one  fair  word. 
One  nick-name  to  her  purblind  Ton  and  heir. 
Young  Adam  Cupid,  he  that  fhot  fo  trim, 
V/henking  Cophetua  lovM  the  beggar  maid  — 
He  heareth  not,  he  ftirreth  not,  he  moveth  not; 

The  ape  is  dead,  and  I  muft  conjure  him.  

I  conjare  thee  by  Rofalinf?*s  bright  eyes. 

By  her  high  forehead,  and  herfcarlet  lip. 

By  her  fine  foot,  llraight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh. 

And  the  demefnes  that  there  adjacent  lie. 

That  in  thy  likenefs  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.  An  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him  :  'tvvouici  anger  him 
Xo  xaife  a  fpirit  in  his  uiiilrefs'  gircje 
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Of  fome  ftrange  nature,  letting  it  there  Itand 
^Tili  ilie  had  laid  it,  and  conjured  it  down; 
That  were  fome  fpigiit:  my  in\^ocation 
Is  fair  and  honert,  and,  in  his  midrefs'  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raife  up  him. 

Ben,  Come,  he  hath  hid  himfelf  among  thofe  trees^ 
To  be  conlbrted  with  the  humourous  night: 
Blind  is  his  love,  and  beft  bents  the  dark. 

Mer,  If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mark. 
Now  will  he  fit  under  a  medlar  tree. 
And  wiih  his  miilrefs  were  that  kind  of  fruit. 
As  maids  call  medlars,  when  they  laugh  alone. — 
Roiiieo,  good  night ; — I'll  to  my  truckle-bed  ; 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  ild^p: 
Come,  lhallwe  go?  * 

Be/2.  Go,  then  3  for  'tis  in  vain 
To  feek  him  here,  that  means  not  to  be  found.  [_Exeu?2t, 

SCENE  II. 
Capulefs  Garden.    Ejiter  Romeo, 

Rom.  He  jells  at  fears,  that  never  felt  a  wound. — 
But,  foft !  what  light  through  yonder  windo^v  breaks  ? 
It  is  the  eail,  and  Juliet  is  the  fun  !  — 

{jfuJiet  appears  ahoue  at  a  ^indo^w^ 
Arife,  fair  fun,  and  full  the  envious  moon, 
Who  is  already  fick  and  pale  with  grief, 
That'thou  her  maid  art  far  more  fiir  than  fhe; 
Be  not  her  maid,  fmce  Ihe  is  envious ; 
Her  veftai  livery  is  but  fick  and  green. 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it ;  call  it  oiT. — 
It  is  my  lady :  O,  it  is  my  love  : 

O,  that  Ihe  knew  fhe  were  !  

She  fpeaks,  yet  Ihe  fays  nothing  ;  What  of  that  ? 
Her  eye  difcourfes,  I  will  anfwer  it. — 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  it  fpeaks : 
Two  of  the  faireil  flars  in  all  the  heavens 
Having  fome  buunefs,  do  intreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  fpheres  'till  they  return. 
What  if  licr  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head  ? 
'I'^^^o  brightnefs  of  her  check  would  fliame  thofe  ilars. 
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As  day-light  doth  a  lamp  :  her  eye  in  heaven 
Would  through  the  airy  region  ftream  To  bright, 
That  birds  would  fmg,  and  tliink  it  were  notnight* 
See,  how  (lie  leans  her  check  upon  her  hand  ! 
O,  that  i  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  1 

JuL  Ay  me ! 

Rom.  She  fpeaks : 

0,  fpesk  again,  bright  angel!  for  thcu  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  bei  ^g  o'er  my  head^ 
As  is  a  win  ded  melTenger  of  heaven 

^Unto  the  white  up-turned  wondering  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him. 
When  he  beilrides  the  lazy  pacing  clouds. 
And  fails  upon  the  bofom  of  the  air» 

JuL  O  Romeo,  Romeo  !  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo! 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refufe  thy  name  : 

01,  if  thou  \ult  not,  be  but  fworn  my  love. 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  Shall  1  hear  m^ore,  or  ihall  I  fpeak  at  this  ? 

JuL  'Tis  but  thy  name,  that  is  my  enemy  ; 
Thou  art  tl^yfelf,  though  ^lot  a  Montague. 
What's  Montague?  it  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot. 
Nor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part : 
What's  in  a  name  ?  That  which  we  call  a  rofe'^ 
•By  any  other  name  would  fin  ell  as  fweet ; 
So  Romeo  would,  w  ere  he  not  Romeo  call'd. 
Retain  that  dear  perfedion  w  hich  he  owes. 
Without  that  title: — Romeo,  doff  thy  name; 
And  for  that  npane,  which  is  no  part  of  thee^ 
-Take  ail  myfeif. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  v.'ord  : 
CaH  me  but  love,  and  Pil  be  new  baptiz'd  ^ 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

JuL  What  man  art  thou,  that,  thus  befcreen'd  iji 
night, 

So  ftumbleft  on  my  counfcl! 

Rom,  By  a  name 
vJ  know  not  how^  to  tell  thee  who  I  a'»n- 
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My  name,  dear  faint,  is  hateful  to  myfelf, 

Becaufe  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee  ; 

Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

JuL  My  ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  that  tongue's  uttering,  yet  [  know  the  found  ; 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague  ? 

Rom,  Neither,  fair  faint,  if  either  thee  diflike. 

JuL  Howcam'il  thou  hither,  tell  me  ;  and  wherefore? 
The  orchard  \n  alls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb  ; 
And  the  place  death,  confidering  who  thou  art. 
If  any  of  my  kinfmen  find  thee  here. 

JRom,  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er-perch  thefe 
walls ; 

For  llony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out : 

And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt; 

Therefore  thy  kinfmen  are  no  ftop  to  me. 

Jul.  If  they  do  fee  thee,  they  will  murder  thee. 

liom.  Alack!  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye. 
Than  twenty  of  their  fwords ;  look  thou  but  fweet. 
And  I  am  proof  againil  their  enmity. 

^ul,  1  would  not  for  the  world,  they  faw  thee  here. 

Rom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  fight; 
And,  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here ; 
f»ly  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate. 
Than  death  prorogu'd,  wanting  of  thy  love. 

Jul.  By  whofe  dire£lion  found' 11:  thou  out  this  place? 

Rom.  By  love,  who  firit  did  prompt  me  to  enquire; 
He  lent  me  counfel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot;  yet,  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  v.ift  Ihore  wafh'd  with  the  farthell  fea, 
1  would  adventure  for  fuch  merchandize. 

Jul.  Thou  know 'ft,  the  mafic  of  night  is  on  my  face; 
Elf^^  would  a  maiden  blulh  bepaint  my  cheek. 
For  that  wliich  thou  haft  heard  me  fpeak  to-night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain  fain  deny 
What  I  have  fpoke ;  But  farewell  compliment! 
poft  thou  love  me?  I  know,  thou  wilt  fay — Ay  ; 
And  I  will  take  thy  word:  yet,  if  thou  fwear'il. 
Thou  may'ft  prove  falfe;  at  lovers'  perjuries. 
They  fay,  Jove  laughs.    O,  gentle  Romeo, 
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If  thou  doll  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully; 
Or  if  thou  think I  am  too  quickly  won, 
I'll  froM  n,  and  be  perverfe,  and  fay  thee  nay. 
So  thou  vvik  woo ;  but,  elfe,  not  for  the  world. 
In  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  arn  too  fond  ; 
And  therefore  thou  mayTc  think  my  haviour  light : 
But  truft  me,  gentleman,  I'll  prove  more  true. 
Than  thofe  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  ilrange. 
I  fhould  have  been  more  ftrange,  1  mufl  confefs. 
But  that  thou  over-heardft,  ere  I  was  ware. 
My  true  love's  paiTion  :  therefore  pardon  me  ; 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love. 
Which  the  dark  night  hath  lo  difcovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  blefled  moon  I  vow. 
That  tips  v^  ith  lih^er  all  thefe  fruit-tree  tops,— 

JuL  O,  fwear  net  by  the  moon,  the  inconilant  moon^ 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb, 
Leil  that  thy  love  prove  likewife  variable. 

Rom.  What  fhail  J  fwear  by? 

Jul.  Do  not  fwear  at  all ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf» 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry,. 
And  ril  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  heart's  dear  love— 

Jul.  Well,  do  not  fwear ;  although  I  joy  in  theCj, 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  contradl  to-night : 
It  is  too  rafli,  too  unadvib'd,  too  fudden  ; 
Too  like  the  lightning,  m  hieh  doth  ceafe  to  be. 
E'er  one  can  fay — It  lightens.  Sweet,  good  night  ! 
This  bud  of  love,  by  fummer's  ripening  breath. 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet. 
Good  night,  good  night !  as  fweet  repofe  and  reil 
Come  to  thy  heart,  as  that  within  my  breaii  I 

Rom.  d,  wilt  thou  leave  me  fo  unfatished  ? 

Jul.  What  fatisfadion  canft  thou  have  to-night  ? 
The  exchange  ofthy  love's  faithful  vow  for  mine. 

Jul.  1  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didll  requell  it  : 
And  yet  i  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Rom,  Would'fl  thou  withdraw  it?  for  what  purpofe^ 
love  I  ' 
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Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
And  vet  I  wifh  but  for  the  thing  I  have : 
My  bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  t..e  fea. 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee. 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 
I  hear  feme  noife  within  ;  Dear  love,  adieu  ! 

\_NurJe  calls  njotthin* 
Anon,  good  nurfe  ! — Sv/eet  Montague,  be  true. 
Stay  but  a  little,  I  vrill  come  again. 

P.o?n,  O  biciTed  blelTed  night !  I  am  afeard. 
Being  in  night,  all  tiiis  is  but  a  dream. 
Too  (lattering  fweet  to  be  fubHantial. 

Re-enter  Juliet y  aboi>e* 

Jul,  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night, 
indeed. 

If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  honourable. 

Thy  purpofe  marriage,  fend  me  word  to-morrow. 

By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee. 

Where,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite  ; 

And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I'll  lay. 

And  follow  thee  my  lord  throughout  the  world. 

[Within:  Madam. 
I  come.  anon. — But  if  thou  mean'll  not  well, 
]  do  befeech  thee, —  \  Within'.  Madam]  By  and  by  I 
come :  — ~ 

To  ceaf^  thy  fuit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief: 
To-morrov/  will  i  fend. 

Ticin.  So  thrive  my  foul,  - 

Jul,  A  choufand  time?  good  night!  [Exit. 

Kom,  n  thoufand  times  the  worfe,  to  want  thy  light, 
i-^ovc  eqes  toward  love,a5  fchoo!-boys  from  their  books? 
But  ]o"vc  from  love,  towards  fchool  with  heavy  looks. 
Re-enter  Julit't  again,  aho've. 

JuL  Kill  1  Romeo,  hifl  !~0,  for  a  faulconer's  voice^ 
To  lure  this  tafiel-gentle  back  again  ! 
Borjage  is  hoarfe,  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud 
Elfe  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  echo  lies. 
And  make  her  airy  tongue  more  hoarfe  than  mine 
With  repetition  of  my  Romeo's  name. 

Rem.  it  is  my  foul,  that  calls  upon  my  name  : 
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How  filver-fweet  found  lovers'  tongues  by  night. 
Like  fofteft  mufic  to  attending  ears ! 

Jul,  Romeo ! 

Rom.  Myfweet? 

Jul,  At  \vhat  o'clock  to-morrow 
Shall  I  fend  to  thee  ? 

Rom,  By  the  hour  of  nine. 

JuL  I  will  not  fail ;  'tis  twenty  years  'till  then. 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom,  Let  me  Hand  here  'till  thou  remember  it. 

yuL  I  fhall  forget,  to  have  thee  ftill  Hand  there, 
Rememb'ring  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.  And  I'll  ftill  Ray,  to  have  thee  ftill  forget. 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this. 

'Tis  almoft  morning,  1  would  have  thee  gone  5 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poorprifoner  in  his  tvvifted  gyves. 
And  with  a  filk  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would,  I  were  thy  bird. 

yul,  S  vveet,  fo  would  I ; 
Yet  I  ftiould  kill  thee  with  much  cheridiing. 
Good  night,  good  night!  parting;  is  fuch  fweet  for^OM^ 
That  I  ftiall  fay — good  night,  'till  it  be  morrow.  [Ex/t, 

Rom.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes ,  peace  in  thy  breaft! 
Would  I  were  fieep  and  peace,  fo  fweet  to  reft! 
Hence  will  1  to  my  ghoftly  father's  cell ; 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  ^Exif, 

SCENE  111. 
Monkery,     Enter  Friar  Laujrence,  'tKith  a  bnjkef, 
Fri.  The  grey-ey'd  morn  fmiles  on  the  frowning 

Checkering  the  eaftern  clouds  with  ftreaks  of  light ; 

And  flecked  darknefs  like  a  drunkard  reels 

From  forth  day's  path- way,  made  by  Titan's  wheels  5 

Now  ere  the  fun  advance  his  burning  eye, 

The  day  to  cheer,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 

1  miift  up-fili  thib  ofier  caee  of  ours 
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With  baleful  weeds,  and  precious-juiced  flowers, 

The  earth,  that's  nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb.; 

What  is  her  burying  grave,  that  is  her  womb: 

And  from  her  won^b  children  of  divers  kind 

We  fucking  on  her  natural  bofoirtfind 

Many  for  many  virtues  excellent. 

None  but  for  fome,  and  yet  all  different^ 

O,  mickle  Ls  the  powerful  grace,  that  lies 

In  plants,  herbs,  ftones,  and  their  true  qualities: 

f'or  nought  fo  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live. 

But  to  the  earth  fonie  fpecial  good  doth  give ; 

Nor  aught  fo  good,  but  flraia'd  from  that  fair  ufe,. 

Revolts  from  true  birth^  Humbling  on  abufe : 

Virtue  itfelf  turns  vice,  being  mifipplied; 

And  vice  fometimes  by  adlion  dignify 'd. 

Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  fmall  flower 

Poifon  hath  rcfidence,  and  med'cine  power: 

For  this,  being  fnielt,  with  that  part  cheers  each  part^; 

Being  tailed,  flays  all  fenfes  with  the  heart. 

Two  fuch  oppofed  foes  encamp  them  flill 

In  man  as  well  as  herbs,  grace,  and  rude  will; 

And,  where  the  worfer  is  predominant. 

Full  foon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant. 

Enter  Romeo,  1^ 
Rom.  Good  morrow,  fatlier  !  ^ 
Fri..  BencL<icit€  ! 
What  early  longue  fo  fweet  faluteth  me? 
Young  fon,  it  argues  a  diilemper'd  head,. 
So  foon  to  bid  good,  morrow  to  thy  bed  : 
<^A\\Q.  keeps  liis  v/atch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodges,  deep  wi']]  never  lie  ; 
BiU'  wliere  unbruifod  youth  \\  ith  unftuft  brain  % 
]).oth  coucli  his  limbs,  there  golden  flcep  doth  reign  ^ 
Therefore  thy  earlinefs  doth  me  aflure. 
Thou  art  up  rov!//'d  by  fome  diftemp'rature ; 

Or  if  not  fo,  then  here  1  hit  it  right  

•  Our  isovriCO  hath  not  been  in  bed  to-night. 

1^  om.  That  lad  is  true,  the  fv/eeter  rcfl:  was  mine. 
F?7.  God  pardon  fln  1  wall  thou  with  Rofaline? 
Kdiiu  With  Rofuline.  my  ghoflly  father ?  no;- 
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1  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name's  woe. 

Fri,  That's  my  good  Ton:  But  where  haft  thou  been 
then  ? 

Rom,  I'll  tell  thee,  ere  thou  afk  it  me  again, 
I  have  been  feafting  with  mine  enemy  ; 
Where,  on  a  ludden,  one  hath  wounded  me. 
That's  by  me  wounded;  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  phyfic  lies: 
I  bear  no  hatred,  blefled  man  ;  for,  lo. 
My  interceflion  likewife  fteads  my  foe. 

FrL  Be  plain,  good  fon,  and  homely  in  thy  drift; 
Riddling  confeffion  finds  but  riddling  Ihrift. 

Rom,  Then  plainl  y  know,  my  heart's  dear  love  is  fet 
On  the  fair  daughter  of  rich  Capulet : 
As  mine  on  hers,  fo  hers  is  fet  on  mine  ; 
And  all  combin'd,  five  what  thou  mufl  combine 
By  holy  marriage  :    When,  and  wliere,  and  how. 
We  met,  we  woo'd  and  made  excliange  of  vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pafs ;  but  this  I  pray. 
That  thou  confent  to  marry  us  this  day. 

Fri.  Holy  Saint  Francis  1  what  a  change  is  here  ! 
Ts  Rofaline,  whom  thou  didft  love  fo  dear. 
So  foon  forfaken?    Young  men'slove  then  lies 
N«)ft»truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 
Holy  Saint  Francis  1  what  a  deal  of  brine 
Hath  wafh'd  thy  fallow  cheeks  for  Rofaline! 
How  much  fait  water  thrown  away  in  wafte, 
To  feafon  love ,  that  of  it  doth  not  tafte  ! 
The  fun  not  yet  thy  fighs  from  heaven  clears, 
Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears ; 
Lo  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  ftain  doth  fit 
Of  an  old  tear,  that  is  not  wafh'd  off  yet : 
if  e'er  thou  waft  thyfelf,  and  thefe  woes  thine. 
Thou  and  thefe  woes  were  all  for  Rofaline ; 
And  art  thou  chang'd  ?  Pronounce  thisfentence  then — 
Women  may  fall,. when  there's  no  ftrength  in  men. 

Rom,  Thou  chid'ft  me  oft  for  loving  Rofaline. 

Fri.  For  doating,  not  for  loving,  pupil  mine. 

Rom.  And  bad'ft  me  bury  love. 

IrL  Not  in  a  grave. 
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To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Rom,  I  pray  thee,  chide  not :  fhe  ^v  horn  I  love  now. 
Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  love  for  loye  allow  ; 
The  other  did  not  fo. 

Fri,  O,  Ihe  knew  well. 
Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  fpell. 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come  go  with  me. 
In  one  refped  Pllthy  affiftantbe; 
For  this  alliance  may  fo  happy  prove. 
To  turn  your  houfliolds'  rancour  to  pure  love. 

Rom,  O,  let  us  hence  ;  I  ftand  on  fudden  hafte. 
[  Fri,  Wifely,  and  flov/  ;  They  Humble,  that  run  fall, 

\_Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Street,    Enter  Ben'volio  and  Mercutio, 

Mer,  Where  the  devil  fhould  this  Romeo  be  ?— 
Came  he  not  home  to-night? 

Ben,  Not  to  his  fither's  ;  1  fpoke  with  his  man. 
Mer,  Why,  that  fame  pale  hard-hearted  wench,  that 
Rofaline, 

Torments  him  fo,  that  he  will  fiire  run  mad. 

Ben.  Tybalt,  the  kinfman  of  old  Capulet, 
Hath  fent  a  letter  to  his  father's  houfe.  # 

Mer,  A  challenge,  on  my  life. 

Ben,  Romeo  will  anfwer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man,  that  can  write,  may  anfwer  a  letter, 

Ben,  Nay,  he  will  anfwer  the  letter's  mafter,  how 
he  dares,  being  dar'd. 

Mer.  Alas,  poor  Romeo,    he  is   already  dead ! 
ftabb'd  with  a  \^'hite  wench's  black  eye,  (hot  through 
the  ear  with  a  love-fong ;  the  very  pin  of  his  heart 
.cleft  with  the  blind  bow-boy's  but  fhaft ;  And  is  he  a 
man  to  encounter  Tybalt  ? 

Ben,  Why,  what  is  Tybalt? 

Mer.  More  than  prince  of  cats,  I  can  tell  you.  O, 
he  is  the  courageous  captain  of  compliments :  he  fights 
as  you  fmg  prick-fong,  keeps  time,  diilance,  and  pro- 
portion ;  he  rells  his  minim,  one,  two,  and  the  third 
in  yourbofom:  the  very  butcher  of  a  filk  button,  a 
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duellift,  a  duelliil: ;  a  gentleman  of  the  very  firft  houfe; 
of  the  firft  and  fecond  caufe  : — Ah,  the  immortal  paf- 

fado  1  the  punro  reverfo  !  the  hay  !  

Ben.  The  what? 

Mer,  The  pox  of  fuch  antick,  lifping,  affeding, 

fantafticoes ;  thefe  new  taners  of  accents !  By — 

a  'very  good  blade  !  a  uery  tall  ?nan  I  — -  /g  "very  good 

wohore !  Why,    is  not  this  a  lamentable  thing, 

grandfire,  that  we  (hould  be  thus  afflided  with  thefc 
flrange  flies,  thefe  fafhion  mongers,  thefe  Pardon- 
nez-moy's,  who  ftand  fo  much  on  the  new  form,  that 
they  cannot  fit  at  eafe  on  the  old  bench?  O,  their 
hon'sy  their  bon' s  I 

Enter  Romeo, 

Ben,  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 

Mer.  Without  his  roe  like  a  dried  herring: — O 
flefli,  flefh,  how  art  thou  fifhiiied ! — Now  is  he  for 
thejnumbers  that  Petrarch  flowed  in:  Laura,  to  his 
lady,  was  but  a  kitchen-wench ; — marry,  flie  had  ?i, 
better  love  to  be-rhyme  her :  Dido,  a  dowdy;  Cleo- 
patra, a  gipfey  ;  Helen  and  Hero,  hildings  aad  har- 
lots ;  Thifbe,  a  grey  eye  or  fo,  but  not  to  the  purpofe. 
Signior  Romeo,  bon  jour!  there's  a  French  falutation 
to  your  French  flop.  You  gave  us  the  counterfeit 
fairly  lafl  night. 

Rom,  Good  morrow  to  you  both.  What  counter- 
feit did  1  give  you  ? 

Mer,  The  flip,  flr,  the  flip;  Can  you  not  conceive? 

Rom.  Pardon,  good  Mercutio,  my  buflnefs  was 
great;  and,  in  fuch  a  cafe  as  mine,  a  man  may  flrain 
courtefy. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay — fuch  a  cafe  as  yours 
conftrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 
Rom.  Meaning-^to  court'fy. 
Mer.  Thou  hafl  mofl:  kindly  hit  it. 
Rom.  A  mofl:  courteous  expofition. 
Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtefy. 
Rom.  Pink  for  flower. 
Mer,  Right. 

R.oin.  Why,  then  is  my  pump  well  flower'd. 
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Mer,  Wellfaid:  follow  me  this  jefi  now,  'till  thou 
hafl  worn  out  thy  pump  ;  that,  when  the  fingle  fole  of 
it  is  worn,  the  jelt  may  remain,  after  the  wearing, 
folely  {ingular, 

Rom,  O  fmgle  foPd  jeft,  folely  fiagular  for  the  fin- 
gle nefs  ! 

Mer,  Come  between  us,  good  Benvolio ;  my  wit 
faints, 

Rom.  Switch  and  fpiirs,  fwitch  and  fpurs ;  or  I'll 
cry  a  match. 

Mer,  Nay,  if  thy  wits  run  the  wild-goofe  chafe  I 
am  done  ;  for  thou  hafl  rnore  of  the  wild-goofe  in  one 
of  thy  wits,  than,  lamfure,  I  have  in  my  whole  five: 
Was  I  with  you  there  for  the  goofe  ? 

Rom.  Thou  wall  never  with  me  for_any  thing,  when 
thou  waft  not  there  for  the  goofe. 

Mer»  1  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jeft. 

Ro?n,  Nay,  good  goofe,  bite  not. 

Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  fweeting  ;  it  is  a  moH 
lharp  fauce. 

Rem.  And  is  it  not  well  ferv'd  into  a  fweet  goofe? 

Mer,  O  ,  here's  a  wit  of  cheverel,  that  llretch^s  from 
an  inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad  ! 

Rom,  1  ftretchit  out  for  that  vv^ord — broad  which 
added  to  the  goofe,  proves  thee  far  and  wide  a  broad 
goofe. 

Mer,  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groaning  for 
love  ?  now  thou  art  fociable,  now  art  thou  Romeo ;  now 
art  thou  what  thou  art,  by  art  as  well  as  by  nature: 
for  this  driveling  love  is  like  a  great  natural,  that  runs 
lolling  up  and  dow^n  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben,  Stop  there,  ftop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  defireftme  to  flop  in  my  tale  againft  the 
hair. 

Ben,  Thou  would'ft  elfe  have  made  thy  tale  large. 

Mer,  O,  thou  art  deceived,  I  would  have  made  it 
fhort:  for  I  was  come  to  the  v/hole  depth  of  my  tale  ; 
and  meant,  indeed,  to  occupy  the  argument  no  longer* 

Rom,  Here's  goodly  geer  1 

Enter  Nurfe,  and  Peter, 

Mer,  A  fail,  a  fail,  a  fail! 
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Ben.  Two,  two;  alhirt,  andafmock. 

Nurfs.  Peter  ! 
Peter.  Anon  ? 
Nurfe.  My  fan,  Peter. 

Mer.  Do,  good  Peter,  to  hide  her  face;  for  her 
fan's  the  fairer  of  the  two. 

Nur/e.  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 
Mer.  God  ye  good  den,  fair  gentlewoman* 
Nurje.  Is  it  good  den  ? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  lefs,  1  tell  you  ;  for  the  bawdy  hand 
of  the  dial  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon. 

Nur/e.  Out  upon  you  1  what  a  man  are  you  ? 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made  him- 
felf  to  mar. 

Nur/e.  By  my  troth,  it  is  well  faid  ; — For  himfdf 
to  mar,  quoth  'a  ?-  -Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me 
>\here  I  may  find  the  young  Romeo  F 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you  ;  but  young  Romeo  will  be  older 
w^hen  you  have  found  him,  than  he  was  when  you  fought 
him  :  1  am  the  youngeil  of  that  name,  for  fault  of  a 
worfe. 

Nur/e   Y ou  fay  well. 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worft  well  ?  very  well  took,  i' 
faith ;  wifely,  wifely. 

Nur/e.  If  you  be  he,  fir,  I  defire  fome  confidence 
with  you. 

Ben.  She  will  indite  him  to  fome  fupper. 
Mer.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd  !  So  ho! 
Rom.  What  haft  thou  found  ? 

Mer.  No  hare,  fir  ;  unlefs  a  hare,  fir,  in  a  lenteii 
pye,  that  is  lomething  flale  and  hoar  ere  it  be  fpent, 
^n  old  hare  hoar. 
And  an  old  hare  hoar  .. 
Is  Dery  good  meat  i?2  lent  : 
But  a  hare  that  is  hoar. 
Is  too  much  /or  a  /core. 
When  it  hoars  ere  it  he  /pent, 
Romeo,  will  you  conic  to  your  father's  ?  we'll  to  dln-^ 
ner  thither. 

Rofn.  I  will  follow  yoii. 
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Mer.  Farewell,  ancient  lady  ;  fare\vell,  lady,  lady, 
lady.  [Exeunt  Mer  cut  to,  and  Benuolio, 

Nurfe.  I  pray  you,  fir,  what  faucy  merchant  was 
this,  that  was  fo  full  of  his  ropery  ? 

Rem,  A  Gentleman,  nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  him- 
felf  talk  ;  and  w  ill  fpeak  more  in  a  minute,  than  he 
will  ftand  to  in  a  month. 

Nur/e,  An  'a  fpeak  any  thing  againfl  me,  I'll  take 
him  down  an  'a  were  laitier  than  ]ie  is,  and  twcn  y 
fiich  jacks  ;  and  if  I  cannot,  I'll  find  thofe  that  fliail. 
Scurvy  knave  !  I  am  none  of  Iiis  flirt-gills;  I  am  none 
of  his  fkains-mates :  And  thou  muft  ftand  by  too,  and 
fuffer  everv  knave  to  uil-  me  at  his  pleafure  ? 

Pet.  I  faw  no  man  ufc  you  at  his  pleafure  ;  if  I  had, 
my  weapon  fhould  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant 
you  :  I  dare  dravv^  as  foon  as  another  man,  if  I  fee  oc- 
cafion  in  a  good  quarrel,  and  the  law  on  my  fide. 

I'Jurfe.  Now,  afore  God,  I  am  fo  vext,  that  every 
part  ^bout  me  q  iivers.  Scurvy  knave!-"Pray  you, 
iir,  a  word  :  and,  as  I  told  you,  my  young  lady  bade 
me  enquire  you  out ;  what  flie  bade  me  fay,  I  will 
keep  to  myfelf :  but  fir  ft  let  me  teil  ye,  if  yea  fhoidd 
lead  her  into  a  fool's  paradife,  as  they  fay,  it  were  a 
very  grofs  kind  of  behaviour,  as  they  fay :  for  the 
geniiewoman  is  young ;  and,  therefore,  if  you  fi-rould 
deal  double  with  her,  truly  it  were  an  ili  thing  to  be 
offered  to  any  gentlewoman,  and  very  weak  dealing, 

Rom,  Nurfe,  commend  me  to  thy  lady  and  miilrefs. 
J  protefl  unto  thee,  

Nurfe.  Good  heart!  and  i*  fiiith,  I  will  tell  her  ag 
much:  Lord,  lord,  fhe  \^  ill  be  a  joyful  woinan. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thouteli  her,  nurfe?  thou  doll  not 
mark  me. 

Nurfe.  I  will  tell  her,  fir, — that  you  do  proteil; 
which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  gentleman-like  offer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devife  fome means  to  eome  to  (hrift 
This  afternoon ; 

And  there  ilie  (liall  at  fi-iar  Lawrence'  cell 
Be  fhriv'd,  and  marry'd.    Here  is  for  thy  pains* 
Nurfe.  No,  truly,  fir;  not  a  penny. 
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Rom.  Go  to;  I  fay,  you  Ihall. 

Nurfe,  This  afternoon,  fir?  well,  flieiTiall  be  there. 

Rom.  And  ftay,  good  nufe,  behind  the  abby  wall: 
Within  this  hour  my  man  (hall  be  with  thee  ; 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  flair. 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant  of  my  joy 
Mufl  be  my  convey  in  the  fee  ret  night. 
Farewell ! — Be  truRy,  and  I'll  quit  thy  pains* 
Farewell  ! — Commend  me  to  thy  miilrefs. 

Nur/e.  Now  Godin  heaven blefs  thee ! — ^Ilarkyou^  fir^ 

Rom,  What  fay 'ft  thou  my  dear  nurfe  ? 

Nurfe.  Is  your  man  fecret  ?  Did  you  ne'er  hear  fay — 
Two  may  keep  counfel,  putting  one  away  ? 

Rom.  I  warrant  thee  ;  my  man's  as  true  as  fteel. 

Nurfe.  Well,  fir  ;  my  miilrefs  is  the  fweeteft  lady — 
Lord,  lord  ! — when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing, — :0,— 
there's  a  nobleman  in  town,  one  Paris,  that  would 
fain  lay  knife  aboard ;  but  ftie  good  foul,  had  as  lieve 
fee  a  toad,  a  very  toad,  as  fee  him.  1  anger  her 
fometimes,  and  tell  her  that  Paris  is  the  proper  man ; 
but  I'll  warrant  you  wiien  I  fay  fo,  flie  looks  as  pale 
as  any  clout  in  the  vaifal  world.  Doth  not  rofemary 
and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  letter  ? 

Rom.  Ay,  nurfe;  What  of  tiiat?  both  with  an  R. 

Nurfe.  Ah,  mocker  !  that's  the  dog's  name,  R  is  for 
the  dog.  No;  I  know  it  begins  with  fbme  other 
letter:  and  fhe  hath  the  prettieil  fentiments  of  it.,  of 
you  and  rofemary,  that  it  would  do  you  good  to  hear 
it. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady.  \_Exit. 

Nurfe,  Ay,  a  thoufand  times.  Peter! 

Pet.  Anon? 

iV«r/^.  Peter,  take  my  fan,  atid  go  before.  [^Exeunt* 
SCENE  V. 
Cafulefs  Garden,    Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  Tlie  clock  frruck  nine,      hen  I  did  fend  the 
nurfe  ; 

In  half  an  nour  flie  promis'd  to  return. 
Perchance,  (he  cannot  meet  him  ; — that's  not  fo— 
Vol.  VIII.  E 
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O,  fhe  is  lame  !  love's  heralds  fhould  be  thoughts. 
Which  ten  times  faller  glide  than  the  fun's  beams. 
Driving  back  lhadows  over  lowring  hills  : 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion'd  doves  draw  love. 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-fwift  Cupid  wings. 
Now  is  the  fun  upon  the  highmoft  hill 
Of  this  day's  journey  ;  and  from  nine  till  twelve 
Is  three  long  hours, — yet  Ihe  is  not  come. 
Had'lhe  aiFe6lions,  and  warm  youthful  blood. 
She'd  be  as  fwift  in  motion  as  a  ball ; 
.   My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  fwxet  love. 
And  his  to  me  : 

But  old  folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead  : 
Unv/ieldy,  flow,  heavy  and  pale  as  lead. 

Enter  Nurfe,  ^ith  Peter. 
O  God,  Ihe  comes  ! — O  honev  nurfe,  what  news  ? 
Haft  thou  met  with  him?  Send  thy  man  away. 

Nurfe.  Peter,  Hay  at  the  gate.  {Exit  Peter. 

JuL  Now,  good  f wee tnurfe, — Olord!  whylook'ft 
thou  lad  ? 

Though  news  be  fad,  yet  tell  them  merrily  5 
If  good,  thou  fham'fl  the  mufic  of  fweet  news 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  fo  four  a  faoe. 

Nurfe,  1  am  a  weary,  give  me  leave  awhile  ? — 
Fie,  how  my  bones  ache !  What  a  jaunt  have  I  had ! 

JuL  I  would,  thou  hadfl  my  bones,  and  I  thy  news : 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  fpeak  ; — good,  good  nurfe, 
fpeak . 

Nurfe.  What  hafte  ?  can  you  not  flay  awhile  ? 
Do  you  not  fee  that  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 

JuL  H/JW  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thou  haft 
breath 

To  fay  to  me — that  thou  art  out  of  breath? 
The  excufe,  that  thou  doft  make  in  this  delay. 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  doft  excufe. 
Is  thy  news  good,  or  bad  ?  anfwer  to  that ; 
Say  either,  and  I'll  ftay  the  circumftance: 
Let  iiie  be  fitisficd ;  Is't  good  or  bad  ? 

Nurfe,  V/eil,  you  have  made  a  fnnple  choice;  vou 
knovv  not  how  to  choofe  a  man :  Romeo  !  no,  not  he; 
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though  his  face  be  better  than  any  man's,  yet  his  leg 
excels  all  men's ;  and  for  a  hand,  and  a  foot,  and  a 
body,— though  they  be  not  tobetalk'd  on,  yet  they  are 
paft  compare  :  He  is  not  the  flower  of  courtefy,  but, 
I'll  warrant  him,  as  gentle  as  a  lamb. — Go  thy  ways, 
wench  ;  ferve  God  : — What,  have  you  din'd  at  home  ? 

Jul,  No,  ro;  But  all  this  I  did  know  before  j 
What  fays  he  of  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that? 

'Nurfe,  Lord,  how  my  head  aches !  what  a  head  have  If 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  tvv  cnty  pieces. 
My  back  o'  the  other  fide, — O,  my  back,  my  back!—- 
Befhrew  your  heart,  for  fending  me  about, 
To  catch  my  death  witn  jaunting  up  and  down  ! 

JuL  V  faith,  I  am  forry  that  thou  art  not  well : 
Sweet,  fv  eet,  fweet  nurfe,  tell  me  a\  hat  fays  my  love  ? 

Nurfe.  Your  love  fays,  like  an  honeft  gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handfome,  and 
I  warrant  a  virtuous : — Where  is  your  mother  ? 

JuL  Where  is  my  mother  f — why,  Ihe  is  within ; 
Where  (hould  fhe  be  ?  How  oddly  thou  reply 'fl  ? 
Tour  hue  Jays  like  an  honeji  gentleman  — 
Where  is  your  mother  ! 

Nurfe,  O,  God's  lady  dear  1 
Are  you  fo  hot  ?  Marry,  come  up,  I  trow  ; 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones  ? 
Henceforward  do  your  mefTages  yourfeif. 

Jul,  Here's  fucha  coil ; — Come,  what  fays  P^omeo  ? 

Nurfe.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  fhrift  to-day  ? 

Jul.  I  have. 

Nurfe.  Then  hie  you  hence  to  friir  Lawrence'  cell. 
There  flays  a  hufband  to  make  you  a  wife : 
Now  comies  the    anton  blood  up  in  ;  '.ur  cheeks. 
They'll  be  infcarlet  ilraight  at  any  news. 
Hie  you  to  church  ;  1  mud  another  Vvay, 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  which  your  love 
Mull  climb  a  bird's  neft  foon,  when  it  is  dark  : 
I  am  the  drudge,  and  toil  in  your  delight; 
But  you  fhall  bear  the  burden  foon  at  night. 
Go,  I'll  to  dinner  ;  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

JuL  Hie  to  higli  fortune  ? — honefl  nurfe,  farewell, 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  VL 

Friar  La^wrence* s  Cell. 
Fitter  Friar  Lai.vrerice,  and  Romeo, 

Fri-  So'  fmile  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  a6l. 
That  after-hours  with  rorrow  chide  us  not  ! 

RG?n.  Amen,  amenl  but  come  ^' hat.  for  row  can,, 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  firiort  minute  gives  me  in  her  fight ; 
Do  thou  but  clofe  our  hands  with  holy  ^vords. 
Then  love-devouring  death  do  what  he  dare. 
It  is  enough  1  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  Thefe  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 

nd  in  their  triumph,  die  ;  like  fire  and  powdcM*, 
Which,  as  they  kifs,  conrume  :  The  fweeted  h£»ney 
Isioathfome  in  his  own  delicioufnefs, 
And  in  the  tafce  confounds  the  appetite: 
Therefore,  love  moderately  ;  long  love  doth  fo  > 
Too  fwift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  fiovv'. 

Enter  Juliet, 
Here  comes  the  lady : — O,  fo  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlafting  flint  r 
A  lover  may  bellride  the  goiTamour 
That  idles  in  the  wanton  fummcr  air, 
And  yet  not  fall  ;  fo  light  is  vanity. 

Jill,  Good  even  to  my  ghoilly  confeiTor. 

Fri,  Romeo  fnall  thank  thee,  daughter,forusboth. 

Jul,  As  much  to  him,  elfe  are  his  thanks  too  muck- 

Ro77i,  Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  meafure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine,  and  that  thy  /kill  be  more 
To  blazon  it,  then  fweeten  vith  thy  breath 
I'his  neighbour  .:ir,  and  let  rich  mufick's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happinefs  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Jul,  Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words,. 
Brags  of  his  fubflance,  not  of  ornament  :^ 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth. ; 
Eut  my  true  love  is  grown  to  fuch  excefs^ 
1  cannot  fumuphalf  my  fum  of  wealth.. 
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Friar.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make 
fhort  work  ; 
For  by  your  leaves,  you  lhallnot  ftay  alone. 
Till  holy  church  incorporate  two  in  one.        [  Exeunt. 


ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 
A  Street, 

Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  Page,  and  Ser^'ants. 

Ben.  T  PRAY  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire; 

X  The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad. 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  (hall  not  Hcape  a  brawl ; 
For  now,  thefe  hot  days,  is  the  mad  blood  ftirring. 

Aler.  Thou  art  like  one  of  thofe  fellows,  that,  when 
he  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps  me  his  fword 
upon  the  table,  and  fays,  God  fend  me  no  need  of  thee!' 
and,  by  the  operation  of  the  fecond  cup,  draws  it  oa 
the  drawer,  when,  indeed,  there  is  no  need.. 

Ben.  Am  I  like  fuch  a  fellow 

Mer.  Come  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy 
mood  as  any  in  Italy  ?  and  as  foon  mov'dto.  bemoody^. 
and  as  foon  moo  iy  to  be  mov'd. 

Ren.    And  what  too  ? 

Mer.  Nay,  an  there  were  two  fuch,  we  fliould  have 
none  fliortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.  Thou  1 
why  thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  that  hath  a  hair 
more,  or  a  hair  lefs,  in  his  beard,  than  thou  hall^  Thou 
wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  for  cracking  nuts,  having  no 
other  reafqn  but  becaufe  thou  haft  hazel  eyes  ;  what 
eye,  but  fuch  an  eye,  v/ould  fpy  out  fuch  a  quarrel  I 
Thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels,  as  a,n  egg  is  full  of  meat 
and  yet  thy  head  hath  been  beaten  as  addle  as  an  egg, 
for  quarreling.  Thou  haft  quarreli'd  with  a  man  for 
coughing  in  theftreet,  becauiehe  hathwakcn'd  thy  dog 
that  hath  flain  afleep  in  the  fun.  Didft  thou  not  fall 
out  with  a  taylor  for  wearing  his  new  doublet  before.^ 
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Eafler?  with  another,  for  tying  his  new  iboes  with  old 
ribband?  and  yet  thou  wilt  tutor  me  for  quarrelling! 

Ben.  An  1  were  fo  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any 
man  fliould  buy  the  fee-fimpie  of  mv  life  for  an  hour  * 
and  a  quarter. 

Mer.  The  fce-fimple  ?  O  fimple  ! 

Filter  Tybalt^  and  others, 

Ben.  By  my  head  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mer.  By  niy  heel,  I  ca.re  not. 

Tyb.  Follow  me  clofe,  for  I  will  fpeak  to  them.  

Gentiemen,  good  den:  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer,  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us ,  Couple  it 
with  fomething  ;  make  it  a  v.'ord  and  a  blow. 

7yh,  You  iliallf.ndme  apt  enough  to  that  fir,  if  you. 
will  give  me  occafion. 

Mer,  Could  you  not  tal'^e  fome  occafion  without 
giving  ?  / 

2yb,  Mercutio,  thou  confort'll  with  Romeo,  

Mer,  Confort !  v/hat,  dofl  thou  make  us  minftrels? 
an  thou  make  minilrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but 
difcords :  here's  my  iiddleilick  ;  here's  that  fliall  make 
you  dance.    'Zounds,  confort  ! 

Ben,  We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of  men  : 
Either  withdraw  into  fome  private  place. 
Or  reafon  Cjoldly  of  your  grievances. 
Or  elfe  depart ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer,  Men's  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them- 
gaze ; 

I  Will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleafure,.  I. 

Enter  Romeo,  * 
Tyb,  Well,  peace  be  with  you,  fir  I  here  comes  my 
man. 

Mer.  But  ['ii  be  hang'd,  fir,  i f  he  wear  your  livery 
Marry,  go  frft  to  field,  he'li  be  your  follower : 
Your  worihip,  in  that  fenfe,  may  call  him— -man. 

7yb,  Romeo,  tl\e  hate  I  bear  thee,  can  afford 
Nol^etter  ter^i  than  this — Thou  art  a  villain. 

Rjm,  Tybalt,  the  rt^afon  that  1  have  to  love  thee 
Doth  much  excufe  the  appertaining  rage 
To  fuch  a  greeting: — Villain,  1  am  none; 
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Therefore  farev/ell ;  I  fee  thou  know'ft  me  not. 

Tyb.  Boy,  this  fliali  not  excufe  the  injuries 
yhat  thou  haft  done  me  ;  therefore  turn  and  draw. 

Rem,  I  doproteft,  J  never  injured  thee; 
But  love  thee  better  than  thou  canft  devife, 
'Till  thou  fhalt  know  the  reafcm  of  my  love : 
And  fo,  good  Capulet,— which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  own,  be  fatisfied. 

Mer.  O  calm,  diflionourable^  vile  fubmiffion ! 
A  la  jioccata  carries  it  away.— 
Tybalt,  you  rat-catcher,  will  you  walk  ? 
lyb.  What  V,  ouidil  chou  have  with  me  ? 
Mer.  Good  king  of  cats,  notning,    but  one  of  yoUr 
nine  lives ;  that  i  mea.n  to  make  bold  withal,  and,  as 
you  fhall  ufe  me  hereafter,  dry-beat  the  reft  of  the 
eignt.    Will  you  pluck  your  fvvord  out  of  his  pilcher 
by  the  ears    make  hafle^  left  mine  be  about  your  ears 
ere  it  be  out. 

Tyb,  I  am  for  you.  \Dra^vjing, 

Ro7n.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 

Mer.  Come,  lir,  your  pailado.  [They  fight. 

Rom.  Draw,  Benvolio  ; 
Beat  down  their  weapono  : — Gentlemen,  for  fhame 
Forbear  this  outrage  ; — Tybalt — Mercutio — 
The  priiice  exprefsiy  hath  forbid  chis  bandying 
In  Verona  ftreets ; — hold,  Tybalt ; — good  Mercutio. 

{Exit  Tybalt, 

Mer,  I  am  hurt ; — 
A  plague  o'  both  the  houfes  !— I  am  fped  : — 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing  ? 

Ben.  What,  art  thou  hurt  ? 

Mer,  Ay,  ay,   a  fcratch,  a  fcratch  I  marry,  'tis 
enough.— - 

Where  is  my  page  ?— go,  villain,  fetch  a  furgeon, 

{Exit  Page^ 

Rom,  Courage,  man  ;  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Mer,  No,  'tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  well,  nor  fo  wide  as 
a  church  door  ;  but  'tis  enough ;  'twill  ferve  :  afk  for 
me  to-morrow,  and  you  fhall  find  me  a  grave  man, 
I  ampepper'd,  I  warrant,  for  this  world. -—A  plag^ue 


4« 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


Aa  I  IF, 


o'  both  your  houfes  !  What !  a  dog,  a  rat,  a  moufe, 
a  cat,  to  Icratch  a  man  to  death  !  a  braggart,  a  rogue, 
a  villain,  that  fights  by  the  book  of  arithmetic ! — 
Why,  the  devil,  came  you  between  us  ?  I  was  hurt 
under  your  arm. 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  befl. 

Mer.  Help  me  into  fome  houfe,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  (hall  faint. — A  plague  o'  both  your  houfes  ! 
They  have  made  worm  s  meat  of  me  : 
I  have  it,  and  foundly  too  :  —Your  houfes  ! 

[Exeunt  Mer  cut  20  and  Ben<volio^ 

Rom,  This  gentleman,  the  prince's  near  ally. 
My  very  friend,  hath  got  hi&  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf;  my  reputation  Rained 
With  Tybalt's  flander,  Fybalt,  that  an  hour 
Hath  been  my  kinfman      O  fweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  efFemindte, 
And  in  my  temper  foften'd  valour's  fleel, 
Re-enter  Benuolio, 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mercutio's  dead  j 
That  gallant  fpirit  hath  afpir'd  the  clouds, 
Wnich  too  untimelv  here  did  fcorn  the  earth. 

Rom.  This  day's  black  fate  on  more  days  doth  de- 
pend ; 

This  but  begins  the  woe,  others  muft  end. 

Re-enter  Tybalt. 
Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  again., 
Rom,  Alive  !  in  triumph  !  and  Mercutio  flain  ! 
Away  to  heaven,  refpedive  lenity, 
And  fire-ey'd  fury  be  my  conduft  now  ! — 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  villain  back  again. 
That  late  thou  gav'll:  me  ;  for  Mercutio's  foul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads. 
Staying  for  tnine  to  keep  him  company  ; 
Or  thou,  or  1,  or  both  lhall  follow  him. 

Tyb.  Thou  wretched  boy,  that  didft  confort  him. 
here, 

Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.  This  ihall  determine  that. 

They  fgh^,    Tybalt  falls.. 


Aa  111. 


R0ME6  AND  JtTLIET. 


4$ 


Ben,  Romeo,  away,  be  gone ! 

The  citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  flain :  

Stand  not  amaz'd  :  the  prince  will  doom  thee  death. 
If  thou  art  taken  : — hence  ! — be  gone ! — away  ! 

Rom.  O  !  I  am  fortune's  fool  ! 

Ben.  Why  doft  thou  (lay  ?  {Exit  Romev. 

Enter  Citixens,  ^c. 

Cit,  Which  Avay  ran  he  that  kill'd  Mercutio  ? 
Tybalt  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  he? 

Ben.  There  lies  that  Tybalt. 

Cit,  Up,  fir,  go  with  me ; 
I  charge  thee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 

Enter  Prince^  Montague,  Capulet,  their  Win;es, 

Prin.  Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  fray? 

Ben,  O,  noble  prince,  I  can  difcover  all 
The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl : 
There  lies  the  man,  flain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  flew  thy  kinfman,  brave  Mercutio. 

La.  Cap.  Tybalt,  my  coufm  I  O  my  brother^s 

child  !  

O  prince  I — O  hufband  ! — O,  the  Wood  is  fpill'd 
Of  my  dear  kinfman  ! — Prince,  as  thou  art  truQ 
For  blood  of  ours,  fhed  blood  of  Montague. — 
O  coufin,  coufm  ! 

Prin.  Benvolio,  who  began  this  bloody  fray  ? 

Ben.  Tybalt,  here  flain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did 

Romeo  that  fpoke  him  fair,  bid  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Your  high  difpleafure  :  all  this — utter'd 
With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bow'd— 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  fpleen 
Of  Tybalt  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  ileel  at  bold  Mercutio's  breafl: ; 
Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point. 
And  with  a  martial  fcorn,  with  one  hand  beats. 
Cold  death  afide,  and  with  the  other  fends 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  whofe  dexterity 
Retorts  it :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud. 
Hold,  friends  !  friends,  part  I   and,  fwifter  than  his 
tongue. 
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His  agile  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points. 

And  'twixt  them  rufhes  ;  underneath  whofe  arm 

An  envious  thruft  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 

Of  ftout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled  : 

But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 

Who  had  but  newly  entertained  revenge. 

And  to't  they  go  like  lightning  ;  for,  ere  I  ' 

Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  llout  Tybalt  flain : 

And,  as  he  fell,  did  K.omeo  turn  and  fly  : 

This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Benvolio  die. 

La.  Cap.  He  is  a  kinfman  to  the  Montague, 
Afre6lion  makes  him  falfe,  he  fpeaks  not  true  : 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  flrife. 
And  all  thofe  twenty  could  but  k?ll  one  life : 
1  beg  for  juftice,  which  thou,  prince,  muft  give  : 
Romeo  flew  Tybalt,  Romeo  niafr  not  live. 

Prin.  Romeo  flew  him,  he  flew  Mercutio  ; 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe  ? 

La,  Man.  Not  R.omeo,  prince,  he  v/as  Mercutio's 
friend ; 

His  /ault  concludes  but  what  the  law  fliould  end, 
Thi  li&  of  Tybalt. 

Prin,  And,  for  that  ofl:ence, 
Inimediately  we  do  exile  him  hence : 
I  jiave  an  interefl  in  your  hates'  proceeding 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lie  a-bleeding 
Eut  I'll  amerce  you  with  fo  flrong  a  fine. 
That  you  fliall  ail  repent  the  lofs  of  mine  : 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excufes ; 
Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  fliall  parchafe  out  abufes. 
Therefore  ufe  none:  let  Romeo  hence  in  hafle, 
JZlfe,  when  he's  found,  that  hour  is  his  lafl:: 
Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will  : 
Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  thofe  that  kill. 

SCENE  II. 

Jn  Apartment  in  Capidefs  Houfe, 
E?iter  Juliet. 
Jul  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery -footed  fteeds. 
Towards  Phoebus'  manfion  i  fuch  a  waggoner 
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As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  ^^  eft. 

And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately — 

Spread  thy  c^ofe  curtain,  love-performing  night ! 

That  run-away's  eyes  ma;,  wink  ;  and  Korneo 

Leap  to  thefe  arms,  untalk'd  of,  and  unfeen  !— 

Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  amorous  rites 

By  their  own  beauties :  or,  if  love  be  blind. 

It  belt,  agrees  with  night. — Come,  civil  night. 

Thou  fober-fuited  matron,  all  in  black. 

And  learn  me  how  to  lofe  a  winning  match, 

Play'd  for  a  pair  of  flainleis  maidenhoods : 

Hood  my  unmanned  blood  baiting  in  my  cheeks. 

With  thy  black  mantle ;  'till  ftrange  love  grown  bold. 

Thinks  true  love  a6led,  fimple  modefty. 

Com.e,  night ! — Come,  Romeo  i  come, thou  day  in  night! 

For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wings  of  night 

Whiter  than  new  fnow  on  a.  raven's  back. — 

Come,  gentlenight;come,  loving,  black-brow 'd nights. 

Give  me  my  Romeo:  and  when  he  fhall  die. 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  ftars. 

And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  fo  fine. 

That  all  the  world  fhall  be  in  love  with  night. 

And  pay  no  worfhip  to  the  garnifli  fun. — 

O,  1  have  bought  the  manfion  of  a  love. 

But  not  pofTefs'd  it ;  and,  though  1  am  fold. 

Not  yet  enjoy'd  :  So  tedious  is  this  day. 

As  is  the  night  before  fome  fellival 

To  an  impatient  child,  that  hath  new  robes. 

And  may  not  wear  them. — O,  here  comes  my  nurfe. 

Enter  Nurfe y  ^jjith  cords. 
And  Ihe  brings  news ;  and  every  tongue,  that  fpeaks 
But  PvOmeo's  name,  fpeaks  heavenly  eloquence. — 
Now,  nurfe,  what  news?  What  halt  thouthere.^  the  cords. 
That  B.omeo  bid  thee  fetch? 
Nurfe,  Ay,  ay,  the  cords. 

Jul,  Ay  me  !  what  news  ?  why  doR  thou  wring  thy 
hands  ? 

Nurfe,  Ah  well-a-day !  he's  dead,  he's  deid^  he's 
dead  I 

We  are  undone,  lady,  we  are  undone !  
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Alack  the  day '.—he's  gone,  lie's  kill'd,  he's  dead! 

jfuL  Can  heaven  be  To  envious  ? 

Nurfe.  Romeo  can, 

Though  heaven* cannot -O  Romeo  !  Romeo  !  

Who  ever  vi^ould  have  thought  it?— Romeo! 

Jul,  What  devil  art  thou,  trut  doH  torment  me  thus  > 
This  torture  (houid  be  roar*d  in  difmal  !ielL 
Hath  Romeo  flain  himfelf  ?  fay  thou  but  /, 
And  that  bare  vo  ' el  /  ihall  poiibn  more 
Than  the  deata-darting  e}  e.-of  cockatrice  : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  fuch  an  I ; 
Or  thofe  eyes  fliUt,  that  make  thee  anfvv^r,  7. 
If  he  be  flain  fay — 1 ;  or  if  not,  no  : 
Brief  founds  determine  of  my  weal,  or  woe. 

Nurfe.  I  faw  the  v,  oundj  I  faw  it  with  mine  eyes,— 
God  lave  the  mark  ? — here  on  his  manly  breaft : 
A  piteous  corfe,  a  bloody  piteous  corfe ; 
Pale,  pale  as  alhes,  all  bedaub'd  in  blood. 
All  in  gore  blood  : — I  fownded  at  the  fight. 

JuL  O  break,  my  heart ! — poor  bankrupt,  break 
at  once ! 

To  prifon,  eyes  !  ne'er  look  on  liberty  1 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  relign  ;  end  motion  here  ; 
And  thou,  and  Romeo,  pre  fs  one  heavy  bier! 

Nurfe.  O  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  bell  friend  I  had  ! 
O  courteous  Tybalt !  honeft  gentleman ! 
That  ever  I  Ihould  live  to  fee  thee  dead  ! 

Jul,  What  ilorm  is  this  that  blows  fo  contrary  ? 
Is  Romeo  fiaughter'd  ?  and  is  Tybalt  dead?—- 
My  dear-lov'd  coufm,  and  my  dearer  lord? — 
Then  dreadful  trumpet,  found  the  general  doom  ! 
For  who  is  living  if  thofe  two  are  gone  ? 

Nurfe,  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banifn'd  ; 
Romeo,  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banifn'd. 

J.i/.OGod! — didRomeo'shandilied  Tybalt'sblood? 

Nurfe.  It  did,  it  did;  alas  the  day  1  it  did. 

Jul,  O  ferpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flow 'ring  face  I 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  fo  fair  a  cave  ? 
Beautiful  tyrant !  fiend  angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd  raven  I  wolvifh-ravening  lamb! 
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Defpifed  fubftance  of  divineil  (how  ! 
Jufl  oppofite  to  what  thou  juftly  feem'H:; 
A  damned  Taint,  an  honourable  villain  !  — 
O,  nature  !  what  hadit  thou  to  do  in  hell. 
When  thou  didft  bower  the  fpirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  p^radife  of  fuch  fweet  ilefh  ?  — 
Was  ever  book,  containing  fuch  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound  ?  O,  that  deceit  Ihould  dweli 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  palace  ! 

Nurfe.  There's  no  truft. 
No  faith,  no  honefly  in  men  ;  all  perjur'd. 
All  forfworn,  ail  naught,  ail  diHem biers. — 
Ah,  where' s  my  man  ?  give  me  fome  aqua  ^aita;  : — 
Thefe  griefs,  thefe  woes,  thefe  forrows  make  me  oid. 
Shame  come  to  Romeo ! 

JuL  Bliller'd  be  thy  tongue. 
For  fuch  a  wifh  !  he  was  not  born  to  lhame  : 
Upon  his  brow  fhame  is  afham'd  to  fit ; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown'd 
Sole  monarch  of  the  univerfal  earth. 
O,  what  a  beaft  was  1  to  chide  at  him  ! 

Nurfe,  Will  you  fpeak  well  of  him  that  kilPd  'your 
coufiU  ? 

yul.  Shall  1  fpeak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  hulhand  ? 
Ah,  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  ihall  fmooth  thy  name. 
When  I,  thy  three-hours  wife,  have  mangled  it? — 
But,  wherefore,  villain,  didfl  thou  kill  my  couiln? 
That  villain  coufm  would  have  kill'd  my  hufband  ; 
Back,  fooliih  tears,  back  to  yonr  native  fpring; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe. 
Which  you,  midaking,  offer  up  to  joy. 
My  hulband  lives,  that  T}  bait  would  have  ilain  ; 
And  Tybalt  dead,  that  would  have  (lain  miy  hufband^ 
All  this  is  comfort ;  Wherefore  vv'eep  I  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was,  w^orfer  than  Tybalt's  death. 
That  murder'd  me  ;  I  would  forget  it  fain  ; 
But,  O  !  it  preffes  to  my  memory. 
Like  damned  guilty  dee<is  to  fmners'  minds : 
Tybalt  is  dead^  and  Ro^/yiec — hanijh'd ; 
■fhat — hanijhedy  th?'^  one  ^^x^—hanifhed^ 
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Hath  nam  ten  thoufand  Tybalts.    Tybalt's  death 
Was  woe  enongh,  if  it  had  ended  there  : 
Or, — if  four  woe  delights  in  fellowlhip. 
And  needly  wdll  be  rank'd  with  other  griefs, — 
V/hy  follow'd  not,  when  fhe  faid — Tybalt's  dead. 
Thy  father  or  thy  mother,  nay,  or  both, 
V/hich  iTsodern  lamentation  might  have  mov'd  ? 
But,  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 
Romeo  is  banified, — to  fpeak  that  word. 
Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 

Ail  flain,  all  dead:  Romeo  is  banijhed,  

There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  meafure,  bound. 

In  that  word's  death  ;  no  words  can  that  v/oe  found, — 

Where  is  my  f^itlier,  and  my  mother,  nurfe  ? 

Nurfe,  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalt's  corfe : 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  biing  you  thither. 

JuL  Wailithey  his  wounds  with  tears?  mine  fhall 
be  fpent. 

When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  banifhment. 

Take  up  thofe  cords  : — Poor  ropes  you  are  beguil'd 

Both  you  and  I ;  for  Romeo  is  exii'd  : 

He  made  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed ; 

But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden- widowed. 

Come,  cords  ;  come,  nurfe  ;  I'll  to  my  wedding- bed: 

And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maiden-head  \ 

Niirje.  Hie  to  your  chamber;  I'll  find  Fvomeo 
To  comfort  you  ; — I  wot  Vv  cll  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night ; 
And  I'll  to  him  ;  he  is  hid  at  Lawrence'  ceiL 

Jid.  O  find  him  !  give  this  ring  to  my  true  knight. 
And  bidhini  come  to  take  his  laft  farewell.  \_Exeicnt, 

SCENE  III. 

Friar  Lanjor€?ice' s  CelL 
Enter  Friar  Lavjre.icey  and  Rofnco, 
Fri.  Romeo,  come  ^fl^fth  ;  come  forth,  thou  fearful 
mdn : 

Aftli  'tion  i  s  enamcur'd  of  thy  parts. 
And  liiou  art  wedded  to  calamity^ 

Ro/?i,  Fat  her,  what  news  ?  v/hat  is  tje  prince's  doom  ? 
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What  forrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  hand. 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri.  Too  familiar 
Is  my  dear  fon  with  fuch  four  company  : 
I  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  prince's  doom. 

Rom.  What  lefs  than  dooms-day  is  the  prince's  doom  r 
Fri.  A  gentler  judgment  vanifh'd  from  his  lips. 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banifbment. 

Rom.  Ha!  banifhment?  be  merciful,  fiy— -death; 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look, 
Much  more  than  death  :  do  not  fiy — banifnment. 

Fri,  Here  from  Verona  art  thou  baiiiihed  : 
Be  patient,  for  the  v/orld  is  broad  and  wide. 

Ro?n,  There  is  no  world  v^  ithout  Verona  walls. 
But  purgatory,  torture,  l^ell  itlelf. 
Hence  banifhed  is  baniih'd  from  the  v/orld, 
And  world's  exile  is  deaths  then  banifliment. 
Is  death  mif-term'd  •  calling  death — banifnment 
Thou  cut'ft  my  -iiead  ciF  with  a  golden  axe. 
And  {mWfl  upon  the  ftroke  that  murders  mc. 

Ff  i.  O  deadly  fm  !  O  rude  unthankfulnefs ! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death  ;   but  the  kind  prince, 
TaiNing  thy  part,  hath  rulli'd  afide  the  law. 
And  turned  that  black  word  death  to  banifhment : 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  feeil  it  not. 

Rom.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy  :  heaven  is  here. 
Where  Juliet  lives ;  and  every  cat,  and  dog, 
And  little  moufe,  every  unworthy  thing, 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her. 
But  Romeo  mav  not. — More  validity. 
More  honourable  ftate,  more  courtihip  lives 
Jn  carrion  fiies,  than  Romeo  :  they  may  feize 
On  the  white  v/cnder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand. 
And  ileal  immortal  bleliings  from  her  lips; 
Who,  even  in  pure  and  veftai  modeily, 
btill  blulh,  as  thinking  their  ovv-n  kifTcs  fm  :. 
Flies  may  do  this,  v-  hen  I  from  this  muft  lly  ; 
They  are  free  men,  but  I  am  banifhed. 
And  fay'ft  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death  I 
But  Romeo  may  not ;  he  is  baniilicd. 
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Hadft  thou  no  poifon  mix'd,  no  Hiarp-ground  knife^, 
No  fudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  io  mean, 
But — baniflied — to  kill  me  ? — banillied  ? 
O  friar,  the  damned  ufe  that  word  in  hell; 
Howlings  attend  it :  How  hafl  thou  the  heart. 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghofrly  confeiTor, 
A  fm-abfolver,  and  my  friend  profell,  * 
To  mangle  me  with  that  word— banilhment  ? 

Fri,  Thou  fond  mad  man,  hear  me  but  fpeak  a  word. 

Ro;7u  O,  thou  v/ilt  fpeak  again  of  banifhment. 

Fri.    I'll  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that  word  ; 
Adverfity's  (we.et  milk,  philofophy. 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  baniftied. 

Rem.  Yet  baniflied  ? — Hang  up  philofophy ! 
Unlefs  philofophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Difplant  a  town,  reverfe  a  prince's  doom; 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more. 

Fri,  O,  then  I  fee  that  madixveti  have  no  ears. 

Rom.  How  fhould  they  when  thai  v;ife  men  have  ne 
eyes  ? 

FrL  Let  me  difpute  with  thee  of  thy  ellate. 
Rom,  Thou  canll  not  fpeak  of  what  thou  doll  not 
feel  : 

Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love. 
An  hour  hut  marry'd,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doating  like  me,  and  like  me  baniflied. 
Then  might'fl  thou  fpeak,  then  might'fl:  thou  tear  thy 
hair. 

And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now. 
Taking  the  meafure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

FrL  Arife ;  one  knocks  ;  good  Romeo,  hide  thy- 
felf.  \^K;20ck  within. 

Rem.  Not  I ;  unlefs  the  breath  of  heart-fick  groans, 
Mift-like,  infold  me  from  the  fearch  of  eyes.  {  Knock. 
Fri.  Hark,  how  they  knock  ! — Who's  there  ?  Ro- 
meo, arife ; 

Thou  wilt  be  taken  : — Stay  a  while  : — Hand  up  : 

\Knock. 

Run  to  my  fludy  : — By  and  by  :  —God's  will  I 

What  wiifulnefs  is  this  ? — I  come,  I  come.  \K7iQck. 
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Who  knocks  fo  hard  ?  whence  come  you  ?  what's 
your  will  ? 

Ntirfe,  [jwithbi,']  Let  me  come  in,  and  you  ihall 
know  my  errand ; 
I  come  from  lady  Juliet. 
Fri,  Welcome  then. 

Enter  Nurfe* 
Nurfe,  O  holy  friar,  O,  tell  me,  holy  friar. 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord,  where's  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  There  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tears  made- 
drunk. 

Nurfe.  O,  he  is  even  in  my  miflrefs*  cafe, 
Jufl  in  her  cafe  !  — 

Fri,  O  w^oeful  fym.pathy  1 
Piteous  predicament  !  . 

Nurfe,  Even  fo  lies  Ihe, 
Blubbering  and  weeping,  v/eeping  and  blubbering  : 
Stand  up,  fcand  up  ;  ftand,  an  you  be  a  man  : 
For  Juliet's  fake,  for  her  fake,  rife  and  fcand  ; 
Why  fhould  you  fall  into  fo  deep  an — O  ? 

Rom,  Nurfe  L 

Nurfe,  Ah  fir  !  ah  fir  ! — death  is  the  end  of  all. 

Rorn,  Speak'fl  thou  of  Juliet  1  how  is  it  with  her  ? 
Doth  fhe  not  think  me  an  old  murderer, 
Now  I  have  flain'd  the  childhood  of  our  joy 
With  blood  remov'd  but  little  from  her  own? 
Where  is  fhe  ?  and  how  doth  fhe  ?  and  what  fays 
My  concealed  lady  to  our  cancelled  love  ? 

Nurfe,  O,  fhe  fays  nothing,   fir,   but  weeps  and" 
weeps  ; 

And  now  falls  on  her  bed  ;  and  then  ftarts  up. 
And  Tybalt  calls ;  ana  then  on  Romeo  cries,. 
And  then  dov/n  falls  again. 

Rom,  As  if  that  name. 
Shot  from,  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun. 
Did  murder  her  ;  as  that  name's  curfed  hand 
Murder'd  her  kinfman.—  O  tell  me,  friar,  tell  mc. 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy- 
Doth  my  name  lodge?  tell  me,  that  I  may  fack 
I  he  hateful  manfion.  \^Dra^Kmi^  his  fjjord. 
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Fri.  Hold  thy  defperate  hand  : 

Art  thon  a  man  ?  thy  form  cries  out,  thou  art  ; 

Thy  tears  are  wornanirn;  thy  wild  ads  deaote 

The  unreafonable  fury  of  a  beall:-: 

Unieemly  woman,  in  a  feeming  man  1 

Or  ill-befeeining  beaft,  in  feeming  both  I 

Thou  hafl:  amaz'd  me  :  by  my  holy  order, 

I  thought  thy  difpofition  better  tempered. 

Hail  thou  fiain  Tybalt?  wilt  thou  flay  thyfelf  ? 

And  flay  thy  lady  too  that  lives  in  thee. 

By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thyfelf? 

Why  rail'fl  thou  on  thy  birth,  the  lieaven,  and  earth  ? 

Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earih,  all  three  do  meet 

In  thee  at  once  ;  which  thou  at  once  would'ft  lofe. 

Fie  fie  !  thou  fham'ft  thy  fnape,  thy  love,  thy  wit ; 

Which,  like  an  ufurer,  abound 'ft  in  all. 

And  ufefl  none  in  that  true  ufe  indeed 

Which  fliculd  bedeck  thy  fnape,  thy  love,  thy  v/it. 

Thy  noble  fhape  is  but  a  form  of  wax, 
DigrefTmg  from  the  valour  of  a  maa  : 

Thy  dear  love,  fworn,  but  hollow  perjury. 
Killing  that  love  which  thou  had  vow'd  to  cheriih. 

Thy  vvit,  that  ornament  to  fha..pe  and  love, 

Mii-iliapen  in  the  condud  of  them  both. 

Like  powder  in  the  fkill-iefs  foidier's  flafk,. 

isfct  on  fire  by  thine  own  ignorance. 

And  thou  difiit^mber'd  withthme  own  defence,. 

V/hat,  rouie  thee,  maul  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 

For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  wall  but  lately  dead 

There  art  thou  happy  ;  Tybalt  would  kill  thee. 

But  thou  flew'!!  Tybalt ;  there  too  art  thou  happy  : 

The  law,  that  threaten'd  death,  becomes  thy  frien^*- 

And  turns  it  to  exile  ;  there  art  thou  happy  : 

A  pack  ofblellings  lights  upon  thy  back; 

Rappincrs  courts  thee  in  her  beft  array  ; 

But,  like  a  mis'hav'd  and  a  fuUen  wench. 

Thou  pout'ft  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love  : 

Take  heed,  take  Jieed,  for  fuch  die  miferable. 

Go  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed, 

Afcend  her  chamber,  heace,  and  comfort  her  y 
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But,  look,  thou  ftay  not  'till  the  watch  be  fet. 
For  then  thou  canft  not  pafs  to  Mantua ; 
Where  thou  fhait  live,  'till*  we  can  find  a  time 
To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends. 
Beg  pardon  of  the  prince,  and  call  thee  back 
With  twenty  hundred  thoufand  times  more  joy' 
Than  thou  went  forth  in  lamentation. — 
Go  before,  nurfe :  commend  me  to  thy  lady ; 
And  bid  her  haften  ail  the  houfe  to  bed. 
Which  heavy  forrow  makes  them  apt  unto : 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nurfc.  O  Lord,  I  fhould  have  Raid  here  all  the  nighty 
To  hear  good  counfel :  O,  what  learning  is  I 
My  lord,  Vll  tell  my  lady  you  will  come.. 

Rom.  Do  fo,  and  bid  my  fweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nurfe,  Here,  fir,  a  ring  fhe  bid  me  give  you,  fir  :-r- 
Kie  you,  make  hafte,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

Rom,  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this! 

Fri,  Go  hence.  .  Good  night ! — and  here  flands  all 

your  ftate,  

Either  be  gone,  before  the  watch  be  fet. 

Or  by  the  break  of  day  difguis'd  from  hence : 

Sojourn  in  Mantua:  I'll  find  out  your  man. 

And  he  fhall  fignify  from  time  to  time 

Every  good  hap  to' you,  that  chances  here: 

Give  me  thy  hand;  'tis  late  ;  farewell ;  good  night. 

Rom,  But  that  a  joy  paft  joy  calls  out  on  me. 
It  were  a  grief,  fo  brief  to  part  with  thee  ; 
Farewell.  \ExeunK 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Capulefs  Houfe. 
Enter  Capulet^  Lady  Capulet,  an-d  Paris ^ 

Cap,  Things  have  fallen  out,  fir,  fo  unluckily^. 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daughter: 
Look  you,  fnc  lov'd  her  kinfman  Tybalt  dearly. 
And  fo  did  I ; — Well,  we  were  born  to  die. — 
'Tis  very  late,  fhe'll  not  come  down  to-night: 
I  promife  you,  but  for  your  company, 
I  would  have  been  a- bed  an  hour  ago. 
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Par.  Thefe  times  of  woe  aiFord  no  time  to  woo : 
Madam,  good  night :  commend  me  to  your  daughter. 

La.  Cap.  I  will,  and  know  her  mind  early  to-morro\v; 
To-night  fhe's  mew'd  up  to  her  heavinefs. 

Cap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  defperate  tender 
Of  my  child's  love  :  I  think,  fhe  \\ill  be  ruPd 
In  all  refpeds  by  me ;  nay  more,  I  doubt  icnot. — 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  vou  go  to  bed ; 
Acquaint  her  here  with  my  fon  Paris'  love; 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednefday  next — 
But,  foft";  What  day  is  this  ? 
^  Par.  Monday,  m}  lord.- 

Cap.  Monday  ?  ha  !  ha !   Well,  Wednefday  is  too 
foon, 

O'  Thurfday  let  it  be  ; — o'  Thurfday,  tell  her. 

She  fhaii  be  married  to  this  noble  earl :  

Will  you  be  ready  ?  do  you  like  this  hafte? 
We'll  keep  no  great  ado  ;— — a  friend  or,  two  :— 
For  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  flain  fo  late. 
It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelefsiy. 
Being  our  kinfman,  if  we  revel  much  : 
Tiierefore  we'll  have  fome  half  a  dozen  friends. 
And  there  an  end.    But  ^vhat  fay  you  to  Thurfday? 
^  P^r.  My  lord,!  would  that  Thurfday  were  to-morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone :  o'  Thurfday  be  it 

then : — 

Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  you  go  to  bed. 

Prepare  her,  v/ife,  againfl  this  wedding-day, — 

Farev/eli,  my  lord, — Light  to  my  chamber,  ho  ! 

'Fore  me,  it  is  fo  very  late,  chat  we 

May  call  it  early  by  and  by  :  Good  night.     \  Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

yuliet'^s  Chamber. 
Enter  Romeo,  and  Juliet, 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  day  : 
It  was  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  lark. 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear ; 
Nightly  fhe  fmgs  on  yon  pomegranate  tree  : 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 
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Rom,  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn. 
No  nightingale :  look,  love,  what  envious  ftreaks 
Do  lace  the  fevering  clouds  in  yonder  eafl : 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  miily  mountains'  tops ; 
I  mull  be  gone  and  live,  or  ilay  and  die. 

JuL  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  1  know  it,  I; 
It  is  fome  meteor  that  the  fun  exhales. 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer 
And  ligiit  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua: 
Therefore  fray  yet,  thou  need'ft  not  to  be  gone. 

Rom.  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  death ; 
1  am  content,  if  thou  wilt  have  it  fo. 
I'll  fay,  yon  grey  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
'Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow  ; 
Nor  that  is  not  the- lark,  whofe  notes  do  beat. 
The  vaulty  heaven  fo  high  above  our  heads : 
I  have  more  care  to  flay,  than  will  to  go ; — 
Come,  death,  andv/elcomel  Juliet  wills  it  fo. — 
Howis't,  my  foul  ?  let's  talk,  it  is  not  day. 

JuL  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence,  begone,  away; 
It  is  the  lark  that  fmgs  fo  out  of  tune. 
Straining  harih  difcords,  and  unpleaftng  iharps. 
Some  fay,  the  lark  makes  fweet  divifion  ; 
This  doth  not  fo,  for  (lie  divideth  us  : 
Some  fay,  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes 
O,  now  I  would  they  had  chang'd  voices  too  ! 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  voice  doth  us  affray. 
Hunting  thee  hence  with  hunts-up  to  the  day. 
O,  now  be  gone  ;  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 

Rom,  More  light  and  light  ? — more  dark  and  dark 
our  \voes. 

Enter  Nurfe, 

Nurfe.  Madam  ! 
JuL  Nurfe? 

Nur/e.  Your  lady  mother's  coming  to  your  chamber : 
Theday  is  broke  ;  be  wary,  look  about.  [Exit  Nurfe. 
JuL  Then,  m  indow,  let  day  in,  and  let  life  out. 
Rom,  Farewell,  farewell!  one  kifs,  and  I'll  de- 
fcend.  [Romeo  defcends^ 
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Jul.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  Love  !  lord  !  ah,  hufband  ! 
friend  ? 

I  muft  hear  from  thee  every  day  i'  the  hour. 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days  : 
O  !  by  this  count  I  fhall  bemuch  in  years. 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  Farewell!  I  will  omit  no  opportunity 
That  may  convey  my  greetings^  love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O,  think'ft  thou,  we  fhall  ever  meet  again? 
Rom,  I  doubt  it  not ;  and  allthefe  woes  fhall  fervc 
For  fweet  difcourfes  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.  O  God  !  I  have  an  ill-divining  foul ; 
Methinks,  I  fee  thee,  now  thou  art  fo  low. 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb  : 
Either  my  eye-ftght  fails,  or  thou  look'ft  pale. 

Rom.  And  trull  me,  love,  in  my  eye  fo  do  you  : 
Dry  forrow  drinks  our  blood.    Adieu  !  adieu  ! 

\^Exit  Romeo o 

Jul.  O  fortune,  fortune !  all  men  call  thee  fickle : 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  doft  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown' d  for  faith  r  be  fickle,  fortune  ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long. 
But  fend  him  back. 

La.  Cap.  [fwifhin]  Ho,  daughter !  are  you  up. 

JuL  Who  is*t  that  calls  ?  is  it  my  lady  mother  ? 
Is  fne  not  down  fo  late,  or  up  fo  early  ? 
What  unaccuHom'd  caufe  procures  her  hither? 

Enter  Lady  Capulet, 

La.  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Juliet? 

JuL  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La.  Cap.  Ever  more  weeping  for  your  coufin's  death  ? 
What,  wilt  thou'wafn  him  from  his  grave  with  tears  ? 
An'  if  thou  could'il,  thoucould'ft  not  make  him  live; 
Therefore  have  done  :  fome  grief  ibews  much  of  love;. 
But  much  of  grief  ihews  Hill  Ibme  want  of  wit. 

JuL  Yet  let  me  w  eep  for  fuch  a  feeling  iofs. 

ia.  r^?^.  So  (hall  you  feel  the  lofs,  but  not  the  friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

Jul.  Feeling  fb  the  lofs, 
.1  cannot  clioofe  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 


III. 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


63 


La,  Cap,  Well,  girl,  thou  weep'ft  not  fo  much  for 

his  death 

As  that  tlie  villain  lives  which  Haughter'd  him, 

Jul.  What  villain,  madam? 

La.  Cap.  That  faine  villain,  Romeo. 

JuL  Villain  and  he  are  many  miles  diunder. 
God  pardon  him  !  I  do  with  ail  my  heart; 
And  yet  no  man,  like  he,  doth  grieve  my  heart. 

La,  Cap.   TL  hat  is,  becauie  the  traitor  murderer 
lives. 

JuL  Ay,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  thefe  my  hands : 
'Would,  none  but  1  mi'^ht  'venge  my  couiin's  death  ! 
La.  Cap.  We  will  have  v^engeance  for  it,  fear  thou 
not : 

Then  weep  no  more,  PH  fend  to  one  in  Mantua — 
Where  that  fame  baniih'd  runagate  do  - h  live. 
That  fhall  be^i:ow  on  him  fo  (are  a  drau.^bt. 
That  he  fnall  foon  keep  Tybalt  coinpariy  : 
And  then>  I  hope,  ihou  wilt  1)^  i*:L' i:.'ned. 

JuL  Indeed,  I  never  fhall  he  ic-iisiied 
With  Romeo,  'till  I  behold  him— dead — 
Is  my  poor  heart  fo  for  a  kinfman  vext:— 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poifon,  1  woald  temper  it; 
That  Romeo  mould,  upon  re  :eipt  thereof. 
Soon  lleep  in  quiet.— O,  hovv  my  heart  abhors 
To  hear  hnn  nam'd,— and  cannot  come  to  him,-— 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  couiin  Tybalt, 
Upon  his  bodv  that  hath  Ilaug.iter'd  liiui ! 

La.  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  I'll  find  fuch 
a  man. 

Bat  now  Pll  tell  tnee  joyful  tidings,  girL 

JuL  And  joy  comes  well  in  fucii  a  needful  time: 

Wnat  are  they,  I  befeec'-.  your  ladyihip? 

La.  Cap.  Well    ell,  tiiounafl  a  cartful  father,  child  ; 

One,  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heavincfs, 

Ilath  forted  out.:  fuddea  day  of  joy. 

That  thou  expect' ll:  not,  nor  I  look  not  for. 

JuL  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  that  ? 

La.  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thurfday  morn. 


$4  -jROMEO  AND   JULIET.  '      j4a  III. 

The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentleman. 
The  county  Paris,  at  faint  Peter's  church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride. 

Jul  Now,  by  faini  Peter's  church,  and  Peter  too. 
He  fhall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  thi.  nafte  ;  that  I  mull  w  ed 
Ere  he,  that  fhuuld  be  hufband,  comies  to  woo, 
I  pray  you,  tell  my  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet;  and,  when  1  do,  I  fwear 
It  fhall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate. 
Rather  than  Paris : — Thefe  are  nev/s  indeed  ? 

La,  Cap,  Here  comes  your  father ;  tell  him  fo  your- 
felf. 

And  fee  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet,  and  Nurfe. 
Cap^  When  the  fun  fets,  the  air  doth  drizzle  dew ; 
But  for  the  fun-fet  of  my  brother's  fon. 
It  rains  downright> — 

How  now  ?  a  conduit,  girl?  what,  ftill  in  tears ? 

Evermore  fhowering  ?  m  one  little  body 

TlfOU  counterfeit'fl  a  bark,  a  fea,  a  wind  : 

For  ftill  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  fea. 

Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears ;  the  b  rk  thy  body  is. 

Sailing  in  this  fait  Hood  :  the  winds,  thy  fighs ; 

Who,— raging  v  ith  thy  tears^  and  they  with  them. 

Without  a  fudden  calm,  will  overfet 

Thy  tempefl-toffed  body.— Ho --v  now,  wife? 

Have  you  deliver'd  to  her  our  decree  ? 

La.' Cap.  Ay,  fir;  but  fhe  will  none,  fhe  gives  you 
thank  s : 

I  would,  tiie  fool  were  married  to  her  grave  ! 

Cap,  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  wife. 
How  !  will  ihe  none  ?  doth  {he  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  'fhe  not  proud  ?  doth  fhe  not  count  her  blelt. 
Unworthy  as  fhe  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom  ? 

juL  Not  proud,  you  have:  but  thankful,  that  you 
have : 

Proud  can  I  nev  jr  be  of  what  I  hate  ; 

But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 
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Cap.  How  now!  how  now!  chop  logic ?^  -What 
is  this  ? 

Proud— -and,  I  thank  you— and,  I  thank  you  not— - 

And  yet  not  proud—- Miftrefs  minion,  you. 

Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds. 

But  fettle  your  fine  joints  'gainfc  Thurfday  next. 

To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peter's  church. 

Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 

Out,  you  green-ficknefs  carrion!  out,  you  baggage  ! 

You  tallow-face  I 

La.  Cap,  Fie  !  lie  !  what,  are  you  mad  ? 

JuL  Good  father,  I  befeech  you  on  my  knees. 
Hear  me  with  patience  but  to  fpeak  a  word. 

Cap.  Hang  thee, young  baggage!  difobedient  wretch! 
1  tell  thee  what,— get  thee  to  church  o'  Thurfday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face  : 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  anfwer  me  ; 
My  fingers  itch.— Wife,  we  fcarce  thought  us  bleil. 
That  God  hath  fent  us  but  this  only  child  ; 
But  now  I  fee  this  one  is  one  too  much. 
And  that  we  have  a  curfe  in  having  her : 
Out  on  her,  hilding  ! 

Nurfe,  God  in  heaven  blefs  her  ! — 
You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  fo. 

Cap,   And  why,  my  lady  wifdora  ?  hold  your 
tongue. 

Good  prudence ;  fmatter  with  your  goffips,  go. 

Nurjfe,  I  fpeak  no  treafon. 

Cap,  O,  God  ye  good  den  I 

Nurfe.  May  not  one  fpeak  ? 

Cap.  Peace,  you  mumbling  fool  i 
Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  goilip's  bowl, 
for  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 

Cap,  God's  bread  1  it  makei;  me  mad  :  Day,  night, 
late,  early, 
At  home,  abroad,  alone,  in  company. 
Waking,  or  fleeping,  iliil  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  match'd  :  and  having  now  provided 
A  g^entlemnn  of  princely  parentage. 

Vol.  VIIL  G 


66 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


Ja  II L 


Offair  demefnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  train'd, 

StufF'd  (as  they  fay)  with  honourable  parts, 

Proportion'd  as  one's  thought  would  wifh  a  man, — 

i^nd  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 

A  whining  mammet,  in  her  fortune's  tender. 

To  anfwer — '  I'll  not  wed, — J  cannot  love, — 

*  I  am  too  young, — 1  pray  you,  pardon  me;' — 

But,  an  you  will  not  wed.  Til  pardon  you: 

Crraze  where  you  will,  you  fhallnot  houfe  with  me  ; 

Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  ufe  to  jell. 

Thurfday  is  near;  lay  hand  to  heart,  advife: 

An  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend  ; 

An  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  ftajve,  die  i'  the  ftreeits. 

For,  by  my  foul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee. 

Nor  v/hat  is  mine  fhall  never  do  thee  good  : 

Truftto't,  bethink  you,  I'll  not  be  forfworn.  \^Exit, 

j  uL  Is  there  no  pity  fitting  in  the  clouds. 
That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
O,  fweet  my  mother,  call  me  not  away  ! 
Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week  ; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 

La,  Cap,  Talk  not  to  me,  for  I'll  not  fpeak  a  word  ; 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  \^Exit, 

Jul,  O  G-od  !  O  nurfe  !~how  (hall  this  be  pre- 
vented ? 

My  hufband  is  on  earth,  my  faith  in  heaven  5 
.How  lhali  that  faith  return  again  to  earth, 
Unlefs  that  hufbund  fend  it  me  from  heaven 
By  leaving  earth  ? — comfort  me,  counfel  me. 
Alack,  alack,  that  heaven  fliould  pradife  itratagems 
Upon  fo  foft  a  fubjecl  as  myfelf  1 — 
What  fay'ft  thou  ?  hall  thou  not  a  word  of  joy  ? 
Some  comfort  nurfe. 

^urfe,  'Faith,  here  'tis :  Romeo 
Is  banifhed  ;  and  all  the  world  to  nothing. 
That  he  dares  ne'er  com.e  back  to  challenge  you ; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  mull  be  by  Health. 
Then,  fince  the  cafe  fo  Hands  as  now  it  doth, 
J  j;hinkit  befl  you  married  w  ith  the  county. 
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Oh!  he's  a  lovely  gentleman  1 
Romeo's  a  difli-clout  to  him  ;  an  eagle,  madam. 
Hath  not  fo  green,  fo  quick,  fo  fair  an  eye 
As  Paris  hath.     Beih.rew  my  very  heart, 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  fecond  m^atch. 
For  it  excels  your  firft  ;  or  if  it  did  not. 
Your  fir  ft  is  dead  ;  or  'twere  as  good  he^vere. 
As  living  here  and  you  no  ufeof  him. 

Jul,  Speakeft  thou  from  thy  heart  ? 

Nurfe,  And  from  my  foul  too  ; 
Or  elfe  befhrew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen  ! 

Nurfe.  What? 

Jul,  Weil,  thou  haft  comforted  me  marvelous  much. 
Go  in ;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone. 
Having  difpleas'd  my  father,  to  Lawrence'  ceil. 
To  make  confeiTion,  and  to  be  abfolv'd. 

Nurfe,  Marry,  I  will ;  and  this  is  wifely  done. 

[Exit. 

'Jul,  Ancient  damnation  !  O  moll  wicked  fiend  1 
Is  it  more  fin  — to  wilh  me  thus  forfworn, 
Or  to  difpraife  my  lord  with  that  fame  tongue 
Which  fhe  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare 
So  many  thoufand  times  ? — Go,  counfcllor  ; 
Thou  and  my  bofom  lience forth  fhall  be  twain. — 
I'll  to  the  friar,  to  know  his  remedy  : 
If  all  elfe  fail,  rnyfelf  have  power  to  die.  [^Exis 


A    C    T     IV.        SCENE  I. 

Friar  Lanxjrence'' s  Cell.  \ 

Enter  Friar  Lauorence^  a7id  Paris, 

Eri,  Thurfday,  fir  ?  the  time  is  very  lliort. 

\_J  Par.  My  faiher  Capulet  will  have  it  fo,. 
And  I  am  nothing  How,  to  flack  his  haite. 

Fri,  You  fay,  you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind ; 
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Uneven  is  the  eourfe,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  fhe  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death.. 
And  therefore  little  havb  I  talk'd  of  love  ; 
For  Venu3  fmiles  not  in  a  houfe  of  tears. 
Now,  ilr,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous. 
That  (lie  doth  give  her  forrow  fo  much  fway  ; 
And  in  his  wifdom,  hades  our  marriage. 
To  flop  the  inundation  of  her  tears ; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herfelf  alone. 
May  be  put  from  her  by  fociety  : 
Nov/  do  you  know  the  reafon  of  this  hade. 

Fri,  1  would  I  knew  not  why  it  fhould  be  fiOwM. 

\  Aftde,  . 

Look,  fir,  here  ccines  the  lady  towards  my  cell. 
Enter  Juliet, 
Par,  Happily  met,  niy  lady,  and  my  wife  ! 
JiiL  That  may  be,  fir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 
Par,  That  may  be,  mail:  be,  love,  on  Thurfday 
next. 

Jul  What  mull:  be  fhall  be. 
Fri,  That*s  a  certain  text. 

Par,  Come  you  to  make  confeilion  to  this  father  ? 

Jul,  To  anfwer  that  were  to  confefs  to  you. 

Par,  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul.  I  will  confefs  to  you,  that  I  love  him. 

Par.  So  will  you,  I  am  fure,  that  you  love  me. 

Jul,  If  1  do  fo,  it  will  be  of  more  price. 
Being  fpoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  face. 

Par,  Poor  foul,  thy  face  is  much  abus'd  with  tears. 

Jul,  The  tears  have  got  fmail  vidlory  by  that ; 
For  it  was  bad  enough,  before  their  fpight. 

Par.  Tlicu  wrong'lt  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that 
report,  # 
^ul.  That  is  no  flander,  fir,  which  is  a  truth  ; 
And  what  I  fpake,  \  fpake  it  to  my  face. 

Par,  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  hall  flander'd  it. 

Jul.  it  may  be  fo,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. — 
Arc  you  at  leifure,  holy  father,  nov/  ; 
Or  fliall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mafs  ? 

Fri,  My  leifure  ferves  me^  penfive  daughter,  now 


ROMEO   AND  JULIET. 


69 


My  lord,  we  mull  intreat  the  time  alone. 

Par,  God  fhield,  1  Ihould  difturb  devotion  ! — 
Juliet,  on  Thurfday  early  will  I  rouze  you  : 
'Till  then,  adieu  !  and  keep  this  holy  kifs. 

\_Exit  Paris. 

Jul.  0>  fliut  the  door!  and  when  thou  haft  done  fo; 
Come  weep  with  me  ;  Paft  hope,  paft  cure,  paft  help  I 

Fri,  Ah,  Juliet",  I  already  know  thy  grief : 
It  ftrains-  me  paft  the  compafs  of  my  wits  : 
I  hear  thou  muTc;  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it,- 
On  Thurfday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 

Jd.  Tell  mc  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear'll  of  thls^, 
Unlefs  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it  : 
If,  in  thy  wifdom,  thou  canft  give  no  help, . 
Do  thou  but  call  my  refolution  wife. 
And  with  this  knife  I'll  help  it  prefently. 
God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  handsj~ 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  feaRd, 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed, 
Gr  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  fliall  flay  them  both  : 
Therefore  out  of  thy  long-experienc'd  time. 
Give  me  feme  prefent  counfel  ;  or  behold, 
'T\\  ixt  my  extremes  andm.e  this  bloody  knife  - 
Shall  piay.  theumpire,  arbitrating  that 
Which  the. comrnilTion  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  ifiue  of  trae  honour  bring, . 
He  not  fo  long  to  fpeak ;  I  long  to  die. 
If  what  thou  fpeakMt  fpeak  not  ofiremedy. 

Fri:  Hold,  daughter  ;  1  do  fpy  u  kind  of  hope;  . 
Which  craves  as  defperate  an  execution 
As  that  is  defperate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If,  rather  than  to  marry  county  Paris, 
Thou  haft  the  ftrength  of  .will  to  flay  thy  felf; 
Then  is  it  likely,  tiiou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  ftiame. 
That  cop'.ft  with  death  himfejf  to  fcape  from  it : 
And  if  thou  dar'ft,  I'll  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul,  O,  bid  me  leap,  ratlier  than  marry  Paris>> 
Fjom  o^the  battlements  of  yonder  to^^  er; 
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Or  walk  in  tiiieviih  ways ;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  lerpents  are ;  chain  me  with  roaring  bears  ; 
Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-hoafe, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bones. 
With  reeky  flianks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  Tculls  ; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave. 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  Ihroud, 
Things  tliat,   to  hear  them  told,    have  made  me 
tremble  ; 

And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt. 
To  live  an  uuflain'd  wife  to  my  fweet  love. 

Fri.  Hold,  then  ;  go  home  ;  be  merry,  giveconfent 
To  marry  Paris  ;  Wednefday  is  to-morrow  ; 
To-morrow  nieht  look  that  thou  lie  alone. 
Let  not  thy  nurfe  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber: 
Take  thou  this  phial,  being  then  in  bed. 
And  this  difHlied  liquor  drink  thou  off: 
When,  prefenty,  through  all  thy  veins  fhall  ruii 
A  cold  and-  drowfy  humour,  v/hich  lliall  feize 
Each  vitTil  foirit  ;  for  no  pulfe  fnall  keep 
His  natural  progefs,  bat  furceafe  to  beat  : 
No  v>^armth,  no  breath,  ^haM  telrify  thou  liv'f! 
The  rofes  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  fnall  fade 
To  paly  aihes ;  thy  eyes'  window  s  fall. 
Like  death,  when  he  iliuts  up  the  day  of  life  ; 
Each  part,  deprii^'d  of  fuppie  government, 
Shall  ftiiF,  and  Hark,  and  cold  appear  like  death; 
And  in  this  borrowed  likenefs  of  fnrunk  death 
Thou  fhalt  remain  full  two  and  forty  hours. 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleafant  lieep. 
Now  v/hen  the  bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes 
To  roufe  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead : 
Then,  (as  the  manner  of  our  country  is). 
In  thy  bell  robes  uncovered  on  the  bier. 
Thou  (halt  be  borne  to  that  fame  ancient  vault. 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie. 
in  the  mean  time,  againft  thou  fhalt  awake. 
Shall  Komeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift ; 
And  hither  iliall  he  tome  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  nighv 
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Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 
And  this  fliall  free  thee  from  this  prefent  fhame  % 
If  nounconftant  toy,  nor  womanilh  fear. 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  a6ling  it. 

JuL  Give  me,  O  give  me  !  tell  me  not  of  fear. 

Fri.  Hold;  get  you  gone,  be  ftrong  and  prof*- 
perous 

In  this  refolve  ;  I'll  fend  a  friar  with  fpeed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

Jul,  Love,  give  me  ftrength  !  and  ftrength  fhal! 
help  afford. 

Farewell,  dear  father  !  {Exeunt* 
SCENE  II. 
Capule  f  5  Houfe. 

Enter  Capulet,  La^y  Capulet,  Nurfe,  and  Ser^vants, 

Cap.  So  many  guells  invite  as  here  are  writ. — 
Sirrah,  goJiire  me  twenty  canning  cooks. 

Ser'v,  You  fliall  have  none  ill,  fir;  for  I'll  try  if 
they  can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How  canil  thou  try  them  fo  ? 

Ser^v.  Marry,  fir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot  lick 
his  own  fingers :  Lherefcre  he,  that  cannot  lick  his 
fingers,  goes  not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  begone.   [^Exit  Ser'vant. 

We  fhall  be  much  unfurnifaM  for  this  time. — 
What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  friar  Lawrence? 

Nurfe.  Ay  forfooth.. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  fome  good  on  her; 
A  peevifn  felf-wiird  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet,  « 
Murfe.  See,  where  fhe  comes  from  ihrift  with  merry 
look. 

Cap.  How  noW;»  my  head-flrong  ?  where  have  you 
been  gadding  ? 

Jul.  Where  i  have  learnt  me  to  repent  the  iia 
Of  difobedient  oppofitioa 
To  you  and  your  behefts  ;  and  am  enjoin'd 
By  holy  Lawrence  to  fall  proil rate  here, 
And  beg  your  pardon ; — Pardon,  I  befeech  you  \ 
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Henceforward  I  am  ever  ruPd  by  you. 

Cap,  Send  for  the  county  ;  go  tell  him  of  this  ; 
I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morro^.v  morning. 

JiiL  I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  Lawrence'  cell ; 
And  gave  him  what  becomed  love  1  might> 
Not  ftepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modefty. 

Cap.  Why,  I  am  glad  on't;  this  is  well,  ftand  up  : 
This  IS  as't  fhould  be.-  — Let  me  fee  the  county; 

Ay.,  marry,  go   1  fay,  aud  fetch  him  hither.  

Isiow,  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  friar,. 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound. to  him. 

Jtd.  Nurfe,  vrili  you  go  v/ith  me  into  my  clofet 
To  help  me  fort  iuch  needful  ornaments 
As  ycu  think  fit  to  farnilTi  me  to-morrow  ? 

La,  Cap,  No, not  'till  Thurfday;  there  is  time  enough. 

Cap,  Go,  nurfe,  go  with  her:— we'll  to  church 
to-morrow.  [  Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurfc, 

La.  Cap.  We  fnali  be  fnort  in  our  provifion.; 
'Tis  now  near  night. 

Cai>.  Tufn  !  1  will  ilir  about. 
And  all  things  fhall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wife  : 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her; 
I'll  not  to  bed  to-night ; — let  me  alone  : 
I'll  play  the  houfewife  for  this  once. — What,  ho  !  — 
They  are  all  forth :  Well,  I  v/ill  walk  myfelf 
To  county  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Againfl:  to-morrow:  my  heart  is  wondrous  light. 
Since  this  fame  wayv^ard  girl  is  fo  reclaim'd. 

\_Kxeunt  Capulct,  and  Lady  Capulet. 

SCENE  III. 

Juliet'' s  Chamher, 
Enter  Juliet  and  Nurfe* 

Jul.  Ay,  thofe  attires  are  bell: — But,  gentle  nurfe, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myfelf  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  nia.iy  orifons 
To  move  the  heavens  to  fmile  upon  my  flate. 
Which,  well  thou  know'ft,  is  crofs  and  full  offm. 
Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La,  Cap.  What,  are  you  bufy  }  doyouneed  my  help  ? 

JuL  No,  madam  ;  we  have  cuU'd  fuch  ncceffaries 
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As  are  behovcful  for  our  ftate  to-morrow: 
So  pleafe  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone. 
And  let  thenurfe  this  night  fit  up  with  you  ; 
For,  I  am  fure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  fo  fudden  bafmefs. 

La,  Cap.  Goodnight? 
Get  thee  to  bed,  and  reft  ;  for  thou  haft  need. 

^Exeunt  Lady,  and  Nxrfe. 

Jul.  Farewell ! — God  knows,  when  we  fhall  meet 
again. 

I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins* 
That  almoft  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life  : 
ril  call  them  back  again  to  conjfort  me  ; — 
Nurfe! — What  (hould  llie  do  here  ?  - 
My  difmal  fcene  I  needs  muft  a6t  alone — 
Come,  phial.— 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all  } 

Shall  I  of  force  be  married  to  the  count?— 

No,  no      this  fhall  forbid  it :— lie  thou  there.—- 

[Laying  do^a  a,  dagger. 
What  if  it  be  a  poifon,  which  the  friar 
Subtly  hath  minifter'd  to  have  rne  dead ; 
Left  in  this  marriage  he  fhould  be  diftionour'd 
Becaufe  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo? 
1  fear,  it  is :  and  yet,  methinks,  it  ftiould  not. 
For  he  hath  ftili  been  tried  a  holy  man  : 

I  will  not  entertain  fo  bad  a  thought.  — 

How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 

I  awake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 

Come  to  redeem  me  ?  there's  a  fearful  point  ! 

Shall  I  not  then  be  ftified  in  the  vault. 

To  whofe  foul  mouth  no  healthfome  air  breathes  in. 

And  there  die  ftrangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes  ? 

Or,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like. 

The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night. 

Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place,  

As  in  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle. 
Where,  for  thefe  many  hundred  years,  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  anceftors  arepack'd  ; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earthy 
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Lies  feft'ring  in  his  rnroud  ;  whe^e,  as  they  fay. 

At  feme  hours  in  the  night  fpirits  refort  ;  

Alack,  alack  !  is  it  not  like  that  I, 

So  early  ^vaking,  what  with  loathfome  fmelis  j 

And  fhrieks  like  mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  earth. 

That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad  

X>\  if  I  wake,  fhall  I  not  be  difiraught. 
Environed  with  all  thefe  hideous  fears  ? 
And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers'  joints? 
And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  fnroud? 
And,  in  this  rage,  with  fome  great  kinfman's  bone. 
As  with  a  club,  dafh  out  my  defperate  brains  ? 
O,  'look  !  methinkb-  I  fee  my  coufin's  ghoil 
Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  fpit  his  body 
Upon  a  rapier's  point :-— Stay,  Tybalt,  flay  !— - 
Romeo,  I  come  !  this  do  1  (1x4^  to  thee. 

[^She  throxvs  berfelf  on  the  bej^ 

SCENE  IV. 

Capulefs  Hall, 

l^nter  Lady  Capulct,  and  Nurfe. 
La,  Cap,  Hold,  take  thefe  keys,  and  fetch  more 

fpices,  nurfe.. 
Nurfe,  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the  paftry. 

Enter  Capulet, 
Cap,  ComCjitir,  flir,  ftir  !  the  fecondcock  hathcrov/'d. 
The  curfeu  bell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  o'clock 
Look  to  the  bak'd  meats,  good  Angelica  i 
Spare  not  for  coft. 

Nurfe,  Go,  you  cot-qaean,  go. 
Get  you  to  bed ;  'faith,  you'll  be  fick  to-morrow 
For  this  night's  watching. 

Cap.  No,  not  a  whit ;  What !  I  have  watch'd  ere  now 
All  night  for  a  lefs  caufe,  and  ne'er  been  fick. 

La,  Cap,  Ay,  you  have  been  a  moufe-hunt  in  your 
time ; 

But  I  will  watch  you  from  fuch  watching  now. 

\ Exeunt  Lady  Capulet,  and  Nurfe, 
Cap,  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood! — Now  fellow,. 
What's,  there  ? 
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Enter  three  or  four,  <with  fpiis,  and  logs,  andbajkets^ 
-•  Ser^,  Things  for  the  cook,  ^ir ;  bat  Iknoiv  not  WLat. 

Cap  Makehaile,  make  halle.  Sirrah,  fetch  drier  logs  ! 
Call  heter,  hev  iillhew  thee  v,/here  they  are. 

Ser^.  I  have  ahead,  fir,  that  will  nnd  oat  logs. 
And  never  trouble  Feter  for  the  matter.  \^Exit^ 

Cap,  'Mafs,  and  well  faid  ;  A  merry  whorHbn  1  ha 
Thou  lhalt  be  logger-head. — Good  faith,  'tis  day  ; 
The  county  will  be  here  with  mufick  ftraight, 

\^Mufic  ^wi  hin. 
For  fo  he  faid  he  would.    I  hear  him  near  - 
Nurfe!— Wife!— What,  ho  !— what,  Nurfe,  I  fay! 

Enter  Nurfe. 
Go,  waken  Juliet,  go,  and  trim  her  up ; 

I'll  go  and  chat  \vith  Paris  :  Hie  make  halle. 

Make  hafte  !  the  bridegroom  he  is  come  already  : 
Make  hafte,  I  fay!  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 
Juliet'* s  Chamber  s  Juliet  on  the  bed. 
Enter  Nurfe. 

Nurfe,  Miftrefs ! — what,  miltrefs  I— Juliet !—faft,  1 
warrant  her  :-— 
Why,  lamb  !— why  lady  !---fie,  you  flug-a-bed  !  — 
Why,  love,   I  fay  !-— m.adam  !   fweet-heart  why, 
bride  !-— 

What,  notaword      you  take  your  penny-worths  now; 

Sleep  for  a  week  ;  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant. 

The  county  Paris  hath  fet  up  his  reft. 

That  you  lhall  reft  but  little.— God  forgive  me, 

(Marry,  and  amen  i)  how  found  is  ftie  alleep  ! 

I  muft  needs  wake  her  :   Madam  !  madam  !  madam  ! 

Ay,  let  the  county  take  you  in  your  bed ; 

He'll  fright  you  up,  i'  faith.  Will  it  not  be  ? 

What,  dreft  !  and  in  )  our  clothes !  and  down  again  ! 
I  mufl:  needs  wake  you  : — Lady  I  lady  !  lady  ! 

Alas !  alas ! — Help  1  help  1  my  lady's  dead  !  

O,  weli-a-day,  that  qyer  1  was  born!  

Some  a'][ua-vitaE,  ha-r^My  lord  — niy  lady  ! 
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Enter  Lady  Capulet, 
La,  Cap.  What  noife  is  here  ? 
Nurfe»  O,  lamentable  day  ! 
La.  Cap   What's  the  matter  ? 
N7Arfe,  Look,  look !  O  heavy  day  ! 
La.  Cap,  O  me,  O  me  ! — my  child,  my  ©nly  life  ! 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  \vith  thee  ! 

Help,  help !  call  help. 

Enter  Capulet. 
Cap,  For  fliame,  bring  Juliet  forth ;  her  lord  is  come. 
Nurfe,  She's  dead,  deceased,  fhe's  dead  ;  alack  the 
day  ! 

La,  Cap.  Alack  the  day!  fhe's  dead,  Ihe's  dead, 
fhe's  dead  ! 

Cap.  Ha  !  let  me  fee  her: — Out,  alas !  fhe's  cold  ; 
Her  blood  is  fettled,  and  her  joints  are  flifF ; 
Life  and  thefe  lips  have  long  been  feparated : 
Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  frofl 
Upon  the  fvveeteft  fiower  of  all  the  field. 
Accurfed  time  !  unfortunate  old  man  ! 

Nurfe.  O  lamentable  day  ! 

La,  Cap,  O  woeful  time  ! 

Cap,  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make  me 
wail,  . 

Ties  up  my  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 

Enter  Friar  Lanvrence,  and  Paris,  ivith  Mujicians, 

Fri,  Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church  ? 

Cap,-  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return  : — 
O  fon,  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Hath  death  lain  with  thy  bride  :-^See,  there  Hie  lies 
Flower  asllie  was,  deflowered  now  by  him. 
Death  is  my  fon-in-law,  death  is  my  heir  ; 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded  !  I  will  die. 
And  leave  him  all ;  life  leaving,  all  is  death's. 

Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  lee  this  morning's  face. 
And  doth  it  give  me  fuch  a  fight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cap.  Accars'd,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day  ! 
McPc  miferable  hour,  that  time  e'e|*  faw 
Inlafting  labour  of  his  pilgrimage-^h* 
But  one,  poor  one,  pne  poor  and  loving  child. 
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Eut  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  folace  in. 

And  cruel  death  hath  catch 'd  it  from  my  fight. 

Nzirfe,  O  ^voe,  O  w  oeful,  woeful,  woeful^day  f 
Mofl  lamentable  day  !  mofl  woeful  day. 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold ! 
O  day  !  O  day  I  O  day  1  O  hateful  day  ! 
Never  was  feen  fo  black  a  day  as  this ; 
O  woeful  day,  O  woeful  day  ! 

Par,  Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  fpighted,  flaia  \ 
Mofl  deteilabJe  death,  by  thee  beguil'd. 
By  cruel  cruel  thee  q^uite. overthrown  ! 
O  love  !  O  life  1  ^not  life,  but  love  in  death  ! 

Cap.  Defpis'd,  diflreffed,  hated,  martyr'd,  kill'dl— 
Uncomfortable  time  !  why  cam'il  thou  now 

To  murder  murder  our  folemnity  ?  

O  child  !  O  child  ! — ^^my  foul,  and  not  my  child  ! — 

Dead  art  thou  !  alack  !  my  child  is  dead  ; 

And,  with  my  child,  my  joys  are  buried  ! 

Fri,  Peace,  ho,  for  fhamel  confufion's  cure  lives  not 
In  thefe  confufions.    Heaven  and  your£elf 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid  ;  now  heaven  hath  all. 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid  : 
Your  part  in  her  you  cculd  not  keep  from  death  ; 
But  heaven  keeps  his  part  "in  eternal  life. 
The  mofl  you  fougiit  was — her  promotion  ; 
For  'twas  your  heaven,  fhe  fiiould  be  advanc'd.: 
A.nd  weep  ye  now,  feeing  fhe  is  advanc'd, 
i^bove  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itfelf? 
O,  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  io  ill. 
That  you  run  mad,  feeing  that  fhe  is  well : 
She's  not  well  married,  that  lives  marry'd  long^  ' 
But  fhe's  bell  marry'd,  that  dies  marry'd  young. 
Dry  up  your  tears,  and  flick  your  rofemary 
On  this  fair  corfe  ;  and,  as  the  cuftom  is. 
In  all  her  belt  array  bear  her  to  church  : 
For  though  fond  nature  bids  us  all  lament. 
Yet  nature's  tears  are  reafon's  merriment. 

Cap,  All  things  that  we  ordained  feftivaJj 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral  : 
Our  inftruments  to  melancholy  bells  ; 
Vol.  VIII.  H 
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Our  wedding  chear,  to  a  fad  burial  feaH  ; 
Our  folemn  hymns  to  fuUen  dirges  change  ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  ferve  for  a  bury'd  corfe. 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 

Fri,  Sir,  go  you  in^ — and,  madam,  go  with  him; — 

And  go,  fir  Paris ;  every  one  prepare 

To  follow  this  fair  corfe  unto  her  grave : 
The  heavens  do  lour  upon  you,  for  fome  ill  ; 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crofTing  their  high  will. 

[Exeunt  Capulety  Lady  Capulef,  Paris,  and  Friar*, 

Muf,  'Faith  we  may  put  up  our  pipes,  and  be  gone. 

Nurfe.  Honeft  good  fellows,  ah,  put  up,  put  up ; 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  cafe. 

[^Exit  Nurfe. 

Muf,  Ay,  by  my  troth  ,  the  cafe  maybe  amended. 
Enter  Peter* 

Pet*  Muficians,  O,  muficians.  Heart'' s  eafe,  heart'* s 
eafe  ; 

O,  an  you  will  have  me  live,  play — heart's  eafe, 
Muf  V^hy  heart's  eafe? 

Pet,  O  muficians,  becaufe  my  heart  itfelf  plays  — 
My  heart  is  full  of  njooe:  O,  play  me  fome  merry  dump, 
to  comfort  me. 

Muf  Not  a  dump  we ;  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

Pet,  You  will  not  then  ? 

Muf  No. 

Pet,  I  will  then  give  it  you  foundly. 

Muf  What  will  you  give  us  ? 

Pet,  No  money,  on  my  faith ;  but  the  gleek  : 
I  will  give  you  the  minftrel. 

Muf  Then  will  I  give  you  the  ferving  creature. 

Pet,  Then  will  I  lay  the  ferving  creature's  dagger 
on  your  pate.  I  will  carry  no  crotchets  ;  I'll  re  you 
I'll  fa  you  ;  Do  you  note  me  ? 

Muf  An  you  re  us,  and  fa  us  ;  you  note  us. 

2  Muf  Pray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and  t  ut 
your  wit. 

Pet,  Then  have  at  you  w Ith  my  Vvit ;  I  will  dry- 
Vat  you  with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  up  m/  iron  dag- 
ger.—M^irn^wer  me  like  men  : 
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when  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  n^joundy 

Jnd  doleful  dumps  the  mind  opprefs. 
Then  mufc,  njoith  her  fd^oer  found, 
\iy  Jiher  found  P  why  mufic  ^ith  her  Jil'ver  found  ? 
What  fay  you,  Simon  Catling  ? 

1  Muf  Marry,  fir,  becaufe  lilver  hath  a  fweet  found. 
Fet.  Pretty!  What  fay  you,  Hugh  Rebeck  ? 

2  Muf  1  {^.y— filler  found,  becaufe  muficians  found 
for  filver. 

Pet.  Pretty  too  ! — What  fay  you,  James  Soundpoft? 

3  Muf  'Faith,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pet,  O,  I  cry  you  mercy  !  you  are  the  finger :  I 
will  fay  for  you.  It  is — mufc  n,mth  her  felnjer  found, 
becaufe  fuch  fellows  as  you  have  no  gold  for  found- 
ing :  

The-n  mufc  nvith  her  flnjer found. 

With  fpeedy  help  doth  lend  redrefs,     \_Exit,  fnging* 

1  Mzf  What  a  peftilent  knave  is  this  fame  ? 

2  Mif  Hang  him.  Jack  !  come,  we'll  in  here  ; 
tarry  for  the  mourners,  and  flay  dim:er.  [^Exeunt. 
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A  C  T   V.        S  C  E  N  E  I. 

MANTUA. 

A  Street,    Enter  Romeo, 

^o/«.TF  I  may  truft  the  flattering  truth  of  fleep, 

X  My  dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  news  at  hand :: 
My  bofom's  lord  fits  lightly  on  his  throne  ; 
And,  all  this  day,  an  unaccuftom'd  fpirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  chearful  thoughts. 
I  dreamt,  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead  ; 
(Strange  dream  !  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think) 
And  breath'd  fuch  life  with  kiffesinmy  lips. 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  emperor. 
Ah  me  !  how  (weetis  love  itfelf  polTeft, 
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When  but  love's  fhadows  are  fo  rich  in  joy  ? 

Efiter  Balthafar, 

News  from  Verona!  How  now,  Balthafar  ? 

Doft  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  friar  ? 
.How  doth  my  lady  ?  Is  my  father  well  ? 
How  fares  my  Juliet  ?  That  I  afk  again  ; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  Hie  be  well. 

Balth,  Then  flie  is  well,  an:!  nothing  can  be  ill ; 
Her  body  fleeps  in  Capulet's  monument. 
And  her  immortal  part  v/ith  angels  lives ; 
I  fav/  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault. 
And  prefently  took  poll  to  tell  it  you  : 

0  pardon  me  for  bringing  thefe  ill  news, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  office,  fir. 

Rtvn.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  then  I  defy  you,  flars  ! — 
Thou  know 'ft  my  lodging :  get  me  ink  and  paper. 
And  hire  poft-horfes ;  I  will  hence  to  night. 

Balth,  Pardon  me,  fir,  I  dare  not  leave  you  thus : 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  rni fad  venture. 

Rom,  Tufli,  thou  art  deceived  ; 
Leave  me>  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do: 
ilafl:  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  friar  ? 

Balth.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Rom.  No  matter  ;  get  thee  gone. 
And  hire  thofe  horfes ;  Til  be  with  thee  flraight. 

[_Exit  Balthafar. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  to-night. 
Let's  fee  for  means: — O,  mifchicf !  thou  art  fwift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  deiperate  men  ! 

1  do  remember  an  apothecary.  

And  hereabouts  he  dwells, — whom  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  over-whelming  brows. 

Culling  of  fimples  ;  meagre  were  his  looks. 

Sharp  mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones  : 

And  in  his  needy  (hop  a  tortoife  hung. 

An  alligator  ftuff'd,  and  other  fkins 

Of  iil-lhap'd  fifhes ;  and  about  his  Ihelves 

A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes. 

Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  mufly  feeds. 
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Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  rofes. 
Were  thinly  fcatter'd,  to  make  up  a  fhew. 

Noting  his  penury,  to  myfelf  I  faid-  

An  if  a  man  did  need  a  poifon  now, 
Whofe  fale  is  prefent  death  in  Mantua, 
.Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  fell  it  him. 
O,  this  fame  thought  did  but  fore-run  my  need ; 
And  this  fame  needy  man  muft  fell  it  me. 
As  I  remember,  this  ihould  be  the  houfe  : 

Being  holiday,  the  beggar's  fhop  is  ihut.  

What,  ho!  apothecary  ! 

Enter  Apothecary, 
Jp,  Who  calls  fo  loud  ? 

Rom.  Come  hither,  man. — I  fee,   that  thou  art 
poor  ; 

Hold,  there  is  forty  ducates :  let  me  have 

A  dram  of  poifon  ;  fuch  foon-fpeeding  geer 

As  will  difperfe  itfelf  through  all  the  veins. 

That  the  life  weary  taker  may  fall  dead ; 

And  that  the  trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  of  breath  . 

As  violently,  as  hafty  powder  fir'd 

Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Jp.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have ;  but  Mantua's  lav/ 
Is  death,  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom,  Art  thoufo  bare,  and  full  of  wretchednefs, , 
And  fear'il  to  die  ?  Famine  is  in  thy  cheeks. 
Need  and  opprellion  llareth  in  thine  eyes. 
Upon  thy  bacic  hangs  ragged  mifery. 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law  : 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich; 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Jp,  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will  confents. 

Rom,  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap,  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will. 
And  drinkit  off  ;  and,  if  you  had  the  ffrength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  difpatch  you  ftraight. 

Rom.  There  is  ihy  gold ;  worfe  poifon  to men'5  foulsy 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathfome  world. 
Than  thefe  poor  compounds  that  thou  may'ft  not  fell  : 
I-fsil  thee  poifon^  thou  hail  fold  me  none, 
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Farewell  i  buy  food,  and  get  thyfelf  in  fiefh.  

Come,  cordial,  and  not  poilbn  ;  go  with  me 

To  Juliet's  grave,  for  there  mufl  1  ufc  thee.  \^Kxeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Friar  Lanjorence' s  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  John, 
John,  Holy  Francifcan  friar  1  brother,  ho  1 

Enter  Friar  Laivrence* 
La^jj.  This  fame  Ihould  be  the  voice  of  friar  John. — 
Welcome  from  Mantua :  What  fays  Romeo  ? 
Or,  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

John,  Going  to  find  a  bare -foot  brother  out. 
One  of  our  order  to  aflbciate  me. 
Here  in  this  city  vifiting  the  fick. 
And  finding  him,  the  fearchers  of  the  town, 
Sufpe(5ling  that  we  both  were  in  a  houfe 
Where  the  infedious  peftilence  did  reign, 
SeaPd  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth ; 
So  that  my  fpeed  to  Mantua  there  was  ftay'd. 
La^iv.  Who  bare  my  letter  then  to  Romeo  ? 
John,  I  could  not  fend  it, — here  it  is  again, — 
Nor  get  a  mefiengerto  bring  it  thee. 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infe6lion. 

La^iv,  Unhappy  fortune!  By  my  brotherhood. 
The  letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge 
Of  dear  import  ;  and  the  neglefting  it 
May  do  much  danger  :  Friar  John,  go  hence ; 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  fcraight 
Unto  my  cell. 

John,  Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring  it  thee.  [Exit. 
La^.  Now  mufl  I  to  the  monument  alone  ; 
Within  thefe  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake  ; 
She  will  befhrew  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  thefe  accidents : 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  till  Romeo  c  ome  ; 
Poor  living  corfe^  clos'd  in  a  dead  mean's  tomb  !  lExit^ 
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SCENE  III. 

A  Church-yard  J  in  it,  a  Monument  belonging  to  the 

Capulets. 

Enter  Paris,  and  his  Page  ivith  a  torch. 
Par.  Give  me  thy  torch,  boy ;  Hence,  and  ftand 

aloof ;  

Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  feen. 
Under  yon  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along. 
Holding  thine  ear  clofe  to  the  hollow  ground ; 
So  fliall  no  foot  upon  the  church-yard  tread, 
(Being  loofe,  unlirm,  with  digging  up  of  graves) 
But  then  fiialt  hear  it :  whiftle  then  to  me. 
As  fignal  that  thou  hear'fl:  fomething  approach. 
Give  me  thofe  flowers.     Do  as  I  bid  thee,  go. 

Page.  I  am  almoft  afraid  to  ftand  alone 
Here  in  the  church-yard  ;  yet  1  will  adventure.  [Exit, 
Par,  Sweet  flo^ver,  with  flowers  I  firevv  thy  bridal 
bed  :  [  Streujing  Jioujers* 

Sweet  tomb,  that  in  thy  circuit  dofl  contain 
The  perfedl  model  of  eternity  ; 
Fair  Juliet,  that  Vv  ith  angels  dofl  remain. 
Accept  this  lateft  favour  at  m.y  hands ; 
That  living  honour'd  thee,  and,  being  dead. 
With  funeral  praifes  do  adorn  thy  tomb  !~ — — 

\The  boy  njjhifiles» 

The  boy  gives  V'arning  ;  fomething  doth  approach. 
What  curled  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night. 
To  crcfs  my  obfequies,  and  true  love's  rites? 
Wnat,  with  a  torch  ? — Muffie  me,  night  avi  hile. 
E?iter  Romeo,  and  Balthafar  ujith  a  torch,  <a'c, 
Ru?n.  Give  me  that  mattock,  and  the  wrenching  iron. 
,  Hold,  take  this  letter  ;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light :  Upon  thy  life  I  charge  thee, 
Whate'er  thou  hear'lT:  or  feeil,  fland  all  aloof, 
/>nd  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  courfe. 
V/hy  I  defcend  into  this  bed  of  deatli  < 
Is,  partly  to  beliold  my  lady's  face  : 
But  chiefly,  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger 
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A  precious  ring ;  a  ring,  that  nriull  I  ufe 
In  dear  employment:  therefore,  hence,  begone:—* 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  doft  return  to  pry- 
On  what  I  further  (hall  intend  to  do. 
By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint. 
And  llrew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  tylimbs :  , 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  favage-wild  ; 
More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far, 
Than  empty  tygers,  or  the  roaring  fea. 

Balth,  I  v/ill  be  gone,  fir,  and  not  trouble  you; 

Rom,  So  flialt  thou  Ihew  me  friendfhip. — Take  thou 
that : 

Live,  and  be  profperous ;  and  farewell,  good  fellow; 

Bath.  For  all  this  fame,  TU  hide  me  hereabout ; 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  1  doubt. 

{^Exit  Balth  afar  i 

Rom.  Thou  detefcable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
Gorg'd  with  the  deared  morfel  of  the  earth. 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  up  the  monument ,  . 
And,  in  defpight.  Til  cram  thee  with  more  food  ! 

Par.  This  is  that  banidi'd  haughty  Montague, 
That  murder'd  my  love's  coufm  ; — with  which  grief,  , 
It  isfappofed  the  fair  creature  dy'd, — 
And  here  is  come  to  do  fome  villainous  fhame 
To  the  dead  bodies:  I  will  apprehend  him. — 
Stop  t\y  unhaliow'd  toil,  vile  Montague  ; 
Can  vengeance  be  purfu'd  further  than  death  ?; 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee  : 
Obey,  auu  go  with  me  ;  for  thou  mull  die. 

Rom,  I  mull,  indeed,  and  therefore  came  I  hither.— - 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  defperate  man. 
Fly  hence  .nii  leave  me  ;~— think  upon  thefe  gone ; 
Let  them  aiiright  thee.— -I  befeech  thee,  youth>.. 
Pull  not  anotiier  fm  upon  my  head,. 
By  urging  me  to  fury  :— -O,  be  gone  ! 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myfeJf;  . 
Ffv*  1  l  om.e  hitiier  arm'd  againfl  myfclf: 
Stay  not,  begone -live,,  and  hereafter  fayr— 
A  madman's  mercy  bade  tiiee  ran  a\yay» 
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Far,  I  do  defy  thy  conjuration. 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  felon  here. 

Rom,  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  then  have  at  thee  boy. 

[  'They  fight  y  Paris  falls. 

Page,  O  lord  !  they  fight :  I  will  go  call  the  watch. 

Par,  O,  1  am  flain      If  thou  be  merciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet,  {Dies^ 

Rom,  In  faith,  I  will : — Let  me  perufe  this  face ; — 
Mercutio's  kinfman,  noble  county  Paris : — 
What  faid  my  man,  when  my  betoHed  foul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?  I  think, 
He  told  me,  Paris  fhonld  have  marry'd  Juliet: 
Said  he  not  fo  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  fo  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  w^as  fo  ?— O,  give  me  thy  hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  four  misfortune's  book  ! 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave,-— 
A  grave  ?  O,  no ;  a  lanthorn,  ilaughter'd  youth. 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feafting  prefence  full  of  l^ght. 
Death,  lie  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interr'd. 

[  Laying  Paris  in  the  monument. 
How  oft  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death 
Have  they  been  merry  ?  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death:  O  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning  ?---0,  my  love  !  my  wife  1 
Death,  that  hath  fuck'd  the  honey  of  thy  breath. 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty  : 
Thou  art  not  conquered  ;  beauty's  enfign  3  et 
Is  crimfon  in  thy  lips,  and  in  th  v  cheeks. 
And  death's  pale  Hag  is  not  advanced  there.— 
Tybalt,  ly'ft  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  Iheet  ? 
O,  w  hat  more  f^ivour  can  I  do  to  thee. 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain. 
To  fonder  his  that  w  as  thine  enemy  ? 
Forgive  me,  coufm  ! — Ah,  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  Shall  i  believe — 
I  v/ili  believe  (come  lie  thou  in  my  arms) 
That  unfubflantial  death  is  amorous  ; 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monller  keeps 
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Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour. 

For  fear  of  that  I  will  ftay  with  thee  ; 

And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 

Depart  again  :  here,  here  'vvill  I  remain 

With  worms  that  are  thy  chambermaids ;  Q,  here 

Will  I  fet  up  my  everlailing  relt  ; 

And  fhake  the  yoke  of  inaufpicious  ftars 

From  this  world-wearied  flefk. — Eyes,  look  your  lafl 

Arms,  take  your  laft  embrace  \  and  lips,  O  you 

The  doors  of  breath,  feal  with  a  righteous  kifs 

A  datelefs  bargain  to  engrolTrng  death  !  

Come  bitter  condudl,  come,  unfavoury  guide  I 
Thou  defperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 
The  dafhing  rocks  thy  fea-fick  ^veary  bark  \ 
Here's  to  thy  health,  where'er  thou  tumbleft  in. 
Here's  to  myjove  \ —  SJ^rinks ,\  O,  true  apothecary  ! 
Thy  drugs  are  quick. — Thus  with  a  kifs  1  die  {Dies. 
Enter  Friar  Lavjrence^  ^vith  a  lanthorn,  cronxj  and fpade, 

Lanjo,  Saint  Francis  be  my  fpeed  !  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet.  Humbled  at  graves  ? — ¥/ho's  there 
Enter  B alt h afar, 

Balth,  Here's  one,  a  friend  and  one  that  knows  you 
well. 

Laixj,  Blifs  be  upon  you  !  Tell  me,  good  my  friend. 
What  torch  is  yond',  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyelefs  fculls  ?  As  I  difcern. 
It  burneth  in  the  Capulets'  monument. 

Bahh.  It  doth  fo,  holy  fir;  and  there's  my  mafter^ 
One  that  you  love. 

Z^w.  Who  is  it  ? 

Bahh,  Romeo. 

La<vj,  How  long  hath  he  been  there  ? 

Balth,  Full  half  an  hour. 

La^,  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

Balth,  1  dare  not,  fir  : 
My  mailer  kno^  s  not  but  I  am  gone  hence  ; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death. 
If  I  did  ftay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Lanx),  Stay  then,  I'll  go  alone. — Fear  comes  upon  m^ 
O,  much  I  fear  fome  ill  unluQky  thing. 
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Balth,  As  I  did  ileep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  miifter  and  another  fought. 
And  that  my  mailer  ilew  him. 

Lflxy.  Romeo  ?  

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  ftalns 
The  iiony  entrance  of  this  fepulchre  ? 
What  mean  thefe  mafterlefs  and  gory  fwords 
To  lie  dlfcolour'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? — — 
Romeo!  O,  pale  1 — Wiioelfe?  what,  Paris  too  ? 
And  fteep'd  in  blood  ? — Ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance  ! — 
The  lady  flirs. 

jfuL  \^^aking,']  O,  comfortable  friar,  v/here  is  my 
lord  I 

I  do  remember  well  where  I  fhould  be. 
And  there  1  ain : — Where  is  my  Romeo  ? 

[Noife  within* 
La^.  I  hearfome  noife. — Lady,  come  from  that  neft 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  fleep ; 
A  greater  power  than  w  e  can  contradi£t 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents ;  come,  come,  away: 
Thy  hufband  in  thy  bofom  there  lies  dead; 
And  Paris  too  ;  come,  Pli  difpofe  of  thee 
Among  a  fillerhocd  of  holy  nuns  : 
Stay  not  to  quelUon,  for  the  watch  is  coming ; 
Come,  go>  good  Juliet, — [noife  again.  ]  1  dare  ilay  no 

longer.  [^Exh, 
Jul,  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away.— 
What's  here  ?  a  cup  clos'd  in  my  true  love's  hand  ? 
^Poifon,  1  fee,  hath  been  his  timelefs  end  :  — 
O  churl !  drink  ail ;  and  leave  no  friendly  drop. 
To  help  me  after     -I  will  kifs  thy  lips  ; 
Haply,  feme  poifon  yet  doth  hang  on  them. 
To  make  me  die  with  a  reftorative.  [KiJ/es  him^ 

Thy  lips  are  warm  ! 

Watch,  Lead,  boy: — Which  way  ? 

JuU  Yea,  noife? — then  I'll  be  brief,   O  happy 

dagger?  [Snatching  Romeo^s  dagger • 

This  is  thy  Ihe  ith  ;  [Jiabs  heyelf,}  iheiC  ruft,  ana  let 

me  die. 
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Enter  Watch,  nvith  the  Page  of  Parts, 
Page,  This  is  the  place ;  there,  where  the  torch 
doth  burn. 

Watch,  The  ground  is  bloody;  Search  about  the 
church-yard ; 
Go  fome  of  you,  whome'er  you  find,  attach. 

\  Exeunt  fome. 

Pitiful  fight !  here  lies  the  county  flain 
And  Juliet  bleeding ;  warm,  and  newly  dead. 
Who  here  hath  lain  thefe  two  days  buried.— 
Go,  tell  the  prince,  run  to  the  Capulets, — 
Raife  up  the  Montagues,-— fome  others  fearch  ? 
We  fee  the  ground  whereon  thefe  woes  do  lie ; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  thefe  piteous  woes 
We  cannot  without  circumftance  defcry. 

Enter  fome  of  the  Watch ,  nvith  Balthafar, 
z  Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man,  we  found  him  in 

the  church-yard. 
I  Watch.  Hold  him  in  fafety>  'till  the  prince  come 
hither. 

Enter  another  Watchman,  ^mith  Friar  Laivrejice. 
3  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar  that  trembles,  fighs,  and 
weeps : 

We  took  this  mattock  and  this  fpade  from  him. 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  church-yard  fide. 
'I  Watch,  A  great  fufpicion;  Stay  the  friar  too. 

Enter  the  Prince  and  Attendants, 
Prince.  What  mifad venture  is  fo  early  np. 
That  calls  our  perfon  from  our  morning's  reft  ? 
Enter  Capidet,  and  Lady  Capulei,  tffc. 
Cap.  What  fiiould  it  be,  tiiatthey  fo  (hriek  abroad? 
La.  Cap.  The  people  in  the  ftreet  cry— Romeo, 
"Some— -Juliet,  and  fome — Paris  ;  and  all  rtin. 
With  open  out-cry,  toward  our  monument. 

Prince.  What  fear  is  this,  which  ftartles  in  our  ears? 
Watch.  Sovereign,  here  lies  -the  county  Paris  fiain ; 
^nd  Romeo  dead  ;  and  Juliet,  dead  before. 
Warm  and  new  kilPd. 

Prince,  Search,  feek,  and  know  how  this  foul  murder 
cjomes. 

3 


R.0MEO   AND  JULIEt. 


89 


Wsitch,  H^re  is  a  friar,  and  flaughter'dRomeo'i  man; 
With  inftruments  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
Thefedead  men's  tombs. 

Cap,  O,  heaven ! — O,  wife  I  look  how  our  daagliter 
bleeds ! 

This  dagger  hath  milla'en,  for,  lo!  his  houfe 

Lies  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, 

And  it  mif-lheathedin  my  daughter's  bofom. 

La,  Cap.  O  me !  this  light  of  death  is  as  a  bell 
That  warns  my  <5ld  age  to  a  fepiilchre. 
Enter  Montague,  and  others. 

Prince.  Come,  Montague,  for  thou  art  early  up. 
To  fee  thy  fon  and  heir  more  early  do^vn. 

Mon,  Alas,  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to-night ; 
Grief  of  mv  fon's  exile  hath  flopp'd  her  breath  : 
What  further  woe  conspires  againft  my  age  ? 

Prince,  Look,  and  thou  (halt  fee. 

Mon.  O  thou  untaught  I  what  manners  is  in  this. 
To  prefs  before  thy  father  to  a  grave  ? 

Prince,  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrage  for  a  v»  hile, 
'Till  we  can  clear  thefe  ambiguities. 
And  know  their  fpring,  their  head,  their  true  defcc^nt; 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  }  0ur  woes. 
And  lead  you  even  to  death  :  Mean  time  forbear. 

And  let  mifchance  be  flave  to  patience. ^  — 

Bring  forth  the  parties  of  fufpicion. 

Lanx},  I  am  the  greateil,  able  to  do  leaft. 
Yet  moft  fufpefted,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  againft  me,  of  this  direful  m.urderj 
And  here  I  ftand,  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
Myfelf  condemned  and  myfelf  excus'd. 

Prince,  Then  fay  at  once  what  thou  do/1:  know  in  this. 

La^,  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  fhort  date  of  breath 
Is  not  fo  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  hufband  to  that  Juliet ; 
And  ihe,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife  ; 
I  married  them:  and  their  ilolen  marriage-da 
Was  Tybalt's  dooms-day,  whole  untimely  de  th 
Bc.niili'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  fro     t' is  city; 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pin'd. 

Vol.  vm.  I 
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You---to  remove  that  fieo-e  of  ^rieffrom  her--- 

Betroth'd,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce. 

To  county  Paris  :— Then  comes  fhe  tome;  ^ 

And,  with  ^^  iid  looks,  bid  me  devife  fome  means 

To  rid  her  from  this  fecond  marriage. 

Or,  in  my  cell,  there  would  (lie  kill  herfelf. 

Then  gave  1  her,  fo  tutor'd  by  my  art, 

A  fleeping  potion  ;  which  fo  took  effedl 

As  i  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 

The  form  of  death:  mean  time  1  writ  to  Romeo, 

That  he  fliould  hither  come  as  this  dire  night. 

To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  grave. 

Being  the  time  the  potion's  force  fliould  ceafe. 

But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  friar  John, 

Was  (laid  by  accident  ;  and  yefternight 

Returned  my  letter  back  :  Then  all  alone. 

At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking, 

Came  1  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  vault ; 

Meaning  to  keep  her  clofslv  ai  my  ceil, 

'Till  1  conveniently  could  fend  to  Romeo : 

But,  v/hen  I  came,  (fome  minute  ere  the  time 

Of  her  awaking)  here  untimely  lay 

The  noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo,  dead. 

She  wakes ;  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth, 

And  bear  this  v^ork-of  heaven  with  patience  : 

But  then  a  noife  did  fcare  me  from  the  tomb  ; 

And  fhe,  too  defperate,  would  not  go  with  me. 

But  (as  it  feems)  did  violence  on  herfelf. 

All  this  I  know  :  and  to  the  marriage 

Her  nurfe  is  privy  :  And,  if  auglit  in  this 

Mifcarry'd  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 

Be  facritic'd,  fome  hour  before  his  time. 

Unto  the  rigour  of  fevcreft  law. 

Pri?2<:e,  We  ilill  have  known  thee  for  a  holy  man. 
Where's  Romeo's  man  ?  what  can  lie  fay  to  tais  ? 

Balth,  I  brought  my  mailer  news  of  Juliet's  death  : 
And  then  in  poll  he  came  from  Mantua, 
To  this  fame  place,  to  this  fam.e  monument. 
Tiiis  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father ; 
And  threaten'd  me  with  death,  going  in  the  vault- 
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If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Prince,  Give  me  the  letter,  I  will  look  on  it. 
Where  is  the  county' j  page  that  rais'd  the  watch?—- 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  mafter  in  t'ds  place  ? 

Page.  He  came  with  fiowers  to  Hrew  his  lady's  grave ; 
And  bid  me  ftand  aloof,  and  fo  I  did : 
Anon,  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  t;  mb  ; 
And,  by  and  by,  my  maiier  drew  on  him  ; 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch. 

Prince.  This  letter  doth  make  good  the  friar's  words^ 
Thei-r  courfe  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death  : 
And  here  he  writes— that  he  di  J  buy  a  poifon 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lie  ^vith  Juliet.-— 
Where  be  thefe  enemies  ?  Capulet !  Montague  !  — 
See,  what  a  {courge  is  laid  upon  your  hate. 
That  heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  wirh  love  r 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  difcords  too. 
Have  loft  a  brace  of  kinfm.en      all  artr^unifli'd. 

'  Cap,  O,  brother  Montague,  give  me  thy  hand  ; 
This  is  my  daughter's  jointure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  dem.and. 

Mon.  But  I  can  give  thee  more  ; 
For  I  will  raife  her  ftatue  in  pure  gold  ; 
'That  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known. 
There  lhall  no  figure  at  fach  rate  be  fet. 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  fhall  Romeo  by  his  lady  lie  ; 
Poor  facrifices  of  our  enmity  ?  / 

Prince.  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  it  brings 
The  fun  for  forrow  will  not  fnew  his  head  : 
Go  hence,  to  have  more  talk  of  thefe  fad  things ; 

Some  Hiall  be  pardon'd,  and  fome  punillied  : 
For  never  was  a  ftory  of  more  woe. 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo.       [^w^?;/  omnsr. 
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NOTE. 

This  play  is  one  of  the  moft  pleafing  of  our  author's  performances. 
The  fcencs  are  bufy  and  various,  the  incidents  numerous  and  im* 
por'ant,  the  c?:tafiT0phe  irre{iftibly_  affefting,  and  the  procefs  of  the 
a<flion  carried  on  with  fuch  probability,  at  Icaft  with  fuch  congruity 
to  popular  opinions,  ns  tragedy  requires. 

Here  is  one  of  the  few  attempts  of  Shakfpeare  to  exhibit  the  con- 
verfation  of  gentlemen,  to  reprefent  the  airy  fprightlinefs  of  juvenile 
elegance.  Mr.  Dryden  mentions  a  tradition,  which  might  eafily 
reach  his  tim'',  of  a  declaration  made  by  Shakfpeare,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  kill  Mercutio  in  the  third  adl,  left  he  fhould  have  been 
killed  by  him.  Yet  he  thinks  him  no  fuch  formidable  perfon,  but 
that  he  might  have  lived  through  the  play,  and  died  in  his  bed, 
without  dnHgtr  to  a  poet.  Dryden  well  knew,  had  he  been  in 
cjueft  of  truth,  tiiat,  in  a  pointed  fentence,  more  regard  is  com- 
monly had  to  the  v/ords  than  the  thought,  and  that  it  is  very  feldom 
to  be  rigoroudy  underftood.  Mercutio's  wit,  gaiety,  and  courage, 
will  always  procure  him  friends  that  wifh  him  a  longer  life;  but 
his  death  Is  not  precipitated,  he  has  lived  out  the  time  allotted  him 
in  the  conftruftion  of  the  play  ;  nor  do  I  doubt  the  ability  of  Shak- 
fpeare to  have  continued  his  exiftence,  though  fome  of  his  fallies 
are  perh?ps  out  of  the  reach  of  Dryden  ;  whofe  genius  was  not  very 
fertile  of  merriment,  nor  ductile  to  humour,  but  acute,  argumen- 
tative, comprehenlive,  and  fublime. 

The  Nurfe  is  one  of  the  characters  in  which  the  author  delighted : 
he  has,  with  great  fubtility  of  diftindlion,  drawn  her  at  once  loqua- 
cious and  fecret,  obfequious  and  infolent,  trufty  and  difhoneft. 

His  comic  fcenes  are  happily  wrought,  but  his  pathetic  ftrains  are 
always  polluted  with  Tome  unexpefted  depravations.  His  perfons, 
however  diflrelTed;  have  a  conceit  left  them  in  their  mifery,  amife- 
v^blc  conceit. 

^ohnfon. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED, 


Claudius,  King  of  Denmark. 

Hamlet y  Son  to  the  former,  and  Nephew  to  theprefent 
King. 

Fortinhras,  Prince  of  Norway. 
Poloniiisy  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Horatio y  Friend  to  Hamlet. 
Laertes y  Son  to  Polonius. 
Voltimandy  "J 

Cornelius,         f  c.^^/.r.. 
Rojencrantz,  i 
Gmldenfter7iy  j 
OJiricky  a  Courtier. 
Another  Courtier. 
A  Prieft. 

Marcellus,      7  ^ 
Bernaraoy  j 
Francifcoy  a  Soldier. 
Reynaldoy  Servant  to  Polonius. 
A  Captain  ;  An  AmbafTador. 
Ghofl  of  Hamlet's  father. 

Gertrude y  Queen  of  Denmark,  and  Mother  to  Hamlet. 
Opheliuy  Daughter  to  Polonius. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Players,  Grave-diggers,  Sailors,  Mef- 
fengers,  and  other  Attendants. 
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A  C  T    I.       SCENE  I. 

Elfinour, 

A  Platform  before  the  Palace, 
Francifco  on  his  poft.    Enter  to  him  Bernardo, 
Ber,  TTTHO's  there  ? 

Fran,  VV    Nay,  anfwer  me:   ftand,   and  unfold 
yourfelf. 
Ber,  Long  live  the  king  ! 
Fran,  Bernardo  ? 
Ber,  He. 

Fran,  You  come  moft  carefully  upon  your  hour. 
Ber,  'Tis  nowftruck  twelve  ;  get  thee  to  bed,  Fran- 
cifco. 

Fran,  For  this  relief,  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter  cold. 
And  I  am  fick  at  heart. 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  moufe  ftirring. 

Ber,  Well,  goodnight. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  hafte* 
Enter  Horatio ,  and  Marcellus, 

Fran,  I  think,  1  hear  them. — Stand,  ho  !  Who  ift 
there  I 

Hor,  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar,  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  night. 

Mar,  O,  farewell,  honeft  foldier  : 
Who  hath  relieved  you  ? 

Fran.  Bernardo  hath  my  place. 
Give  you  good  night.  {Exif  Francifco^ 
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Mar,  Holla  !  Bernardo  ! 
Ber,  Say, 
What,  is  Horatio  there  ? 
Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber,  Welcome,  Horatio ;  welcome,  good  Mar- 
cellus. 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to-night  ? 

Ber,  I  have  feen  nothing. 

Mar,  Horatio  fays,  'tis  but  our  phantafy  ; 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him. 
Touching  this  dreaded  fight,  twice  feen  of  us  y 
Therefore  I  have  intreated  him  along. 
With  us  to  watch,  the  minutes  of  this  night; 
That  if  again  this  apparition  come. 
He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  fpeak  to  it. 

Hor,  Tulh !  tufh :  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber,  Sit  down  a  while  : 
And  let  us  once  again  alTail  your  ears. 
That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  ftory. 
What  we  two  nights  have  feen. 

Hor,  Well,  fit  we  down. 
And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  fpeak  of  this. 

Ber.  Laft  night  of  all. 
When  yon  fame  ftar,  that's  weflward  from  the  pole 
Had  made  his.courfe  to  illume  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  burns,  Marcellus,  and  myfelf. 
The  bell  then  bearing  one,  

Mar,  Peace,  break  thee  off  \  look  where  it  comes 
again  I 

Enter  Ghoft. 

Ber,  In  the  fame  figure,  like  the  king  that's  dead. 
Mar.  Thou  art  a  fcholar,  fpeak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ber,  Looks  it  not  like  the  king  ?  mark  it,  Ho- 
ratio. 

Hor.  Moft  like ;  it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 
Ber,  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 
Mar,  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor,  What  art  thou,  that  nfurp'ft  this  time  of  night. 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majeHy  of  bury 'd  Denmark 
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Did  fometime  march?  By  heaven  I  charge  thee,  {peak. 
Mar.  It  is  offended. 
Ber.  See  !  it  flalks  away. 
llor.  Stay  ;  fpeak  ;  I  charge  thee,  fpeak. 

lExit  Ghojf. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  anfwer. 

Ber,  Now  now,  Horatio  ?  you  tremble,  and  look 

pale  : 

Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  phantafy  ? 
What  think  you  of  it  ?  - 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe. 
Without  the  fenfible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  king  ? 

Hor,  As  thou  art  to  thyfelf : 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on. 
When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  combated  ; 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle. 
He  fmote  the  fledded  Polack  on  the  ice, 
'Tis  ftrange. 

Mtir,  I'husj  twice  before,  and  juft  at  this  dead  hour. 
With  martial  Halk  he  hath  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hor,  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know 
not  ; 

But,  in  the  grofs  and  fcope  of  mine  opinion. 
This  bodes  fome  flrange  eruption  to  our  ftate. 

Mar.  Good  now,  fit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that 
knows. 

Why  this  fame  ftrid  and  mod  obfervant  wateh 
So  nightly  toils  the  fubjed  of  the  land  ? 
And  why  fuch  daily  caft  of  brazen  cannon. 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war  ? 
Why  fuch  imprefs  of  fhip-wrights,  whofe  fore  tafk 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week  ? 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-labourer  with  the  day  i 
Who  is't,  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I ; 
At  leaft  the  whifper  goes  fo.    Our  laft  king, 
Whofe  image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us. 
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Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 

Tl  .ereto  prick'd  on  by  a  moll  emulate  pri  Je, 

Dar'd  to  the  combat ;  in  which  oar  valiant  Hamlet 

(For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  woxi^  eileem'd  him) 

Did  Hay  this  Fortinbras ;  who,  by  a  feal'd  compad> 

Weli  ratify'd  by  law  and  heraldry. 

Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  thofe  his  lands. 

Which  he  Hood  feiz'd  of,  to  the  conqueror : 

Againfl  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 

Was  gaged  by  our  king  :  which  had  return'd 

To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 

Had  he  been  vanquiiher ;  as,  by  that  covenant. 

And  carriage  of  the  articles  defign'd 

His  fell  to  Hamlet:  Now,  fir,  young  Fortinbras,, 

Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full. 

Hath  in  the  fkirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 

Shark'd  up  a  lift  of  landlefs  refolutes. 

For  food  and  diet,  to  fome  enterprize 

That  hath  a  ftomach  in't ;  which  is  no  other 

(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  ftate) 

But  to  recover  of  us,  by  ftrong  hand. 

And  terms  compulfatory,  thofe  forefaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  loft :   And  this,  I  take  it. 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations; 

The  fource  of  this  our  watch ;  and  the  chief  head 

Of  this  poft-hafte  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Ber.  i  think,  it  be  no  other,  but  even  fo  : 
Well  may  it  fort,  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  cur  watch  ;  fo  like  the  king 
That  was^  and  is  the  qupftion  of  thefe  wars. 

Hor,  A  mote  it  is,  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  moft  high  and  palmy  ftate  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere' the  mightieft  Julius  fell. 
The  graves  ftood  tenaiitlefs,  and  tiie  (heeteddead 
Did  fqueak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  ftreets ; 
Stars  ftione  with  trains  of  fire;  dews  of  blood  fell  ; 
Difafters  veiFd  the  fun  ;  and  the  moift  ftar. 
Upon  whofe  influence  Neptune's  empire  ftands, 
Was  fick  almoft  to  dooms-day  with  eclipfe. 
And  even  the  like  precurfe  of  fierce  events, — 
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As  harbingers  preceding  fliil  the  fates. 
And  prologue  to  tne  omen  coming  on, — 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  dcmonitrated 
Unto  our  climatutes  and  countrymen. — 

Re-eiiter  Ghoji, 
But,  foft;  behold!  lo,  where  it  comes  again  ! 
1*11  crofs  it,  though  it  blaft  me. — Stay,  iUuiion! 
If  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufe  of  voice. 
Speak  to  me  : 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  do  eafe,  and  grace  to  mc^ 
Speak  to  me  : 

Jf  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate, 
Whkh,  haplv,  foreknowing  may  avoid, 
O,  fpeak  ! 

Or  if  thou  haft  uphoarded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  trealbre  in  the  womb  of  earth. 

For  which,  they  fay,  you  fpirits  oft  w  alk  in  death. 

Speak  of  it: — ftay,  and  fpeak. — Stop  it,  Marcellus. 
Mar.  Shall  I  ftrike  at  it  with  my  partizan? 
Hor,  Do,  if  it  will  not  ftand. 
Ber,  'Tiri  here ! 
Hor,  'Tis  here ! 

Mar.^  'Tis  gone!  ^  lExit  Qhrfi. 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  fo  majeftlcal. 
To  offer  it  the  Ihew  of  violence  ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable. 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockervi 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  fpeak,  when  the  cock  crew* 

Hor.  And  then  it  ftarted  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  funimons.    I  have  heard, 
l^he  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn. 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  ftirill-founding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day  ;  and  at  this  warning. 
Whether  in  fea  or  lire,  in  earth  or  air. 
The  extravagant  and  erring  fpirit  hies 
To  his  conline  :  and  ofthe  truth  herein 
This  prefent  objei^l  made  probation. 

Mar.    It  faded  or\  the  crowing  cf  the  cock. 
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Some  fay,  that  ever  'gainft  that  feafon  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated. 
This  bird  of  dawning  fingeth  all  night  long  : 
And  then,  they  fay,  no  fpirit  dares  ftir  abroad  ; 
The  nights  are  wholefome;  then  no  planets  ftrike. 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  povver  to  charm. 
So  hallow'd  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hor,  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But,  look,  the  morn,  in  ruffet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eaftern  hill  : 
Break  we  our  watch  up  ;  and,  by  my  advice. 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet  ;  for,  upon  my  life. 
This  fpirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  fpeak  to  him  : 
Do  you  confent  we  (hall  acquaint  him  with  it. 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 

Mar,  Let's  do't,  I  pray  ;  and  J  this  morning  Vnow 
Where  we  lhall  find  him  moft  convenient.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. 

A  Room  of  State, 
Enter  the  Kingy   ^een,   Hamlet,    Polonius,  Laertes, 
V oltimandyCornelius y  Lords  and  Attendants, 

King,  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  ourdear  brother's  <^ieath 
The  memory  bfe  green ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contraded  in  one  brow  of  woe  ; 
Yet  fo  far  hath  difcretion  fought  with  nature. 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him. 
Together  with  rembrance  of  ourfelves. 
therefore  our  fometime  filler,  now  our  queen. 
The  imperial  jointrefs  of  this  warlike  flate. 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeatc^d  joy, — 
With  one  aufpicious,  and  one  dropping  eye  ; 
With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  marriage. 
In  equal  fcale  v/eighing  delight  and  dole, — 
Taken  to  wife  :  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along  : — For  all,  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbia^, — 
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Holding:  a  weak  fuppofal  of  our  worth  ; 

Or  thinking,  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death. 

Cur  ftate  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, — 

Colleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage. 

He  hath  not  fail'd  topeHer  us  with  meffage 

Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  lands 

Loft  by  his  father,  with  all  bands  of  law. 

To  our  moft  valiant  brother. — So  much  for  him. 

Now  for  ourfelf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting ; 

This  much  the  bufmefs  is :  We  have  here  writ 

To  Norw^ay,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, — 

Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  fcarcely  hears 

Of  this  his. nephew's  purpofe, — to  fupprefs 

His  further  gait  herein  ;  in  that  the  levies. 

The  lifts,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 

Out  of  his  fubje6l : — and  we  here  difpatch 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway ; 

Giving  to  you  no  further  perfonal  power 

To  bufmefs  with  the  king,  more  than  the  fc ope 

Of  thefe  dilated  articles  allows. 

Farewell ;  and  let  your  hafte  commend  your  duty. 

FoL  In  that  and  all  things  will  we  fhew  our  duty* 

King,  We  doubt  it  nothing  ;  heartily  farev/ell. 

[^Exeunt  V oltimandy  and  Cornelius^ 
And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you? 
You  told  U8  of  fome  fuit :  what  is't,  Laertes  ? 
You  cannot  fpeak  of  reafon  to  the  Dane, 
-And  lofe  your  voice :  What  w  ould'ft  thou  beg,  Laertes^ 
That  ftiall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  afking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart. 
The  hand  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouthy 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  would'ft  thou  have,  Laertes  ? 

Laer,  My  dread  lord. 
Your  leave  and  favour,  to  return  to  France ; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark 
To  fhew  my  duty  in  your  coronation ; 
Yet  now,  I  muft  confefs,  that  duty  done. 
My  thoughts  and  wifties  bend  again  toward  France* 
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And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 
Ki^^g*  Have  you  your  father's  leave?  What  fays 
Polonius  ? 

Pol,  He  hath,  my  lord,  wrung  from  me  my  flow  leave. 
By  labourfome  petition  :  and,  at  laft. 
Upon  his  will  1  feaPd  my  hard  confent : 
I  do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes ;  time  be  thine. 
And  thy  beft  graces  fpend  it  at  thy  wilL— 
Eut  now,  my  coufm  Hamlet,  and  my  fon,— 

Ham,  A  little  morexhan  kin^  and  lefs  than  kind. 

King,  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  ftili  hang  on  you  ? 

Ham,  Not  fo,  my  lord,  1  am  too  much  i'  the  fun. 

^een.  Good  Hamlet,  call  thy  nighted  colour  off. 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not  for  ever,  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dull ; 
Thou  know'il,  'tis  common  :  all,  that  live,  muft  die, 
PalTmg  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham,  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 

^een,  Jf  it  be. 
Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ham,  Seems,  madam  I  nay  it  is;  I  know  not  feems, 
^Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Norcuftcmary  fuits  of  folemn  black. 
Nor  windy  fufpirati-on  of  fore' d  breath. 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  vifage. 
Together  w  ith  all  forms,  modes,  (hews  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly  :  Thefe,  indeed,  feem. 
For  they  are  adions  that  a  man  might  play  ; 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  pafleth  Ihov/  ; 
Thefe,  but  the  trappings  and  the  fuits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis  fweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature, 
Hamlet, 

•To  give  thofe  mourning  duties  to  your  father : 
But  you  muft  know,  your  father  loft  a  father; 
That  father  loft,  loft  his  ;  and  the  furvivor  bound 
ji  ilial  obligation,  for  fome  term 
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To  do  obfequious  forrow  :  but  to  perfevere 

In  obltinate  condolement,  is  a  courfe 

Of  impious  llubbornnefs :  'tis  unmanly  grief: 

It  fhews  a  will  mofl  incorredl  to  heaven  : 

A  heart  unfortify'd,  or  mind  impatient ; 

An  underllanding  fimpie  and  uiifchool'd  : 

For  what  we  kno^/,  muli  be,  and  is  as  common 

As  any  the  mofl:  vulgar  thing  to  feaie. 

Why  jPnouid  we,  in  cur  peevifli  oppofition. 

Take  it  to  heart?  Fie!  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 

A  fault  againft  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature. 

To  reafon  moft  abfurd,  whofe  common  theme 

Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  IHII  hath  cry'd. 

From  the  firilcor-fe,  'till  he  that  died  to-day, 

Th^s  mtift  be  fo.    We  pray  you  throw  to  earth 

This  unprevailing  wee  ;  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a  father  :  for  let  the  world  take  note. 

You  are  the  n:cfl:  immediate  to  our  throne  ; 

And,  Vv'ith  no  lefs  nobility  of  love 

Than  that  v/hich  deareft  father  bears  hisfoa. 

Do]  impart  toward  you.    For  your  intent 

In  going  bask  to  fehool  in  Wittenberg, 

It  is  moll  retrograde  to  our  defire  : 

And  we  befeechyou,  bend  you  to  remain 

Mere,  in  the  chearand  comfort  of  our  eye, 

Onr  chiefeit  courtier,  coufxn,  and  our  fon. 

Ojieen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lofe  her  prayers,  Hamlet; 
I  pray  thee,  Hay  wit4i  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham,  I  fhall  in  all  my  bell  obey  you,  madam, 

Ki?2g,  Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply  ; 
Be  as  ourfelf  in  Denmark — Madam,  come; 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  Imiling  to  my  heart  :  in  grace  v/hereof. 
No  jocund  health,  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day. 
But  the  great  canon  to  the  clouds  (hall tell: 
And  the  king's  rouze  the  heaven  fliall  bruit  again, 
Re-fpeaking  earthly  thunder.    Come,  away.  \^Exeimt. 
Manet  Hamlet » 

Ham,  O,  that  this  too  t- o  folid  flelh  would  melt. 
Thaw,  and  refolve  itlelf  into  a  dew  ! 
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Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fix'd 
His  canon  'gainft  felf-iiaughter  !  O  God  !  O  God  1 
How  weary,  Hale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  ufesof  this  world  ! 
Fie  on't !  O  rie  !  'tis  an  unweeded  garden. 
That  gro^vs  to  feed ;  things  rank,  and  grofs  in  nature, 
Foffefs  it  merely.    That  it  Ihould  come  to  this  ! 
But  t\^'o  months  dead  ! — nay,  not  fa  much,  not  two: 
So  excellent  a  king  ;  that  was  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  fatyr  :  fo  loving  to  my  mother. 
That  he  might  not  let  e'en  the  winds  of  heaven 
Vifither  face  too  rouglily.    Heaven  and  earth  T 
Muft  I  remember  !  Why,  Ihe  would  hang  on  him. 
As  if  increafe  of  appetite  had  groM  n 
By  what  it  feJ  on  :  And  yet,  within  a  month. 
Let  me  not  think  on't : — Frailty,  thy  name  is  ^'oman!-^ 
A  little  month  ;  or  ere  thofe  fnoes  were  old. 
With  which  Ihe  foUow'd  my  poor  father's  body^ 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears; — why  fue,  even  Ihe, — 
O  heaven  !  a  beaft^  that  wants  difcourfe  of  reafon, 
W ould  have  mourn'd  longer, — marry 'd  with  my  uncle*. 
My  father's  brother  ;  but  no  more  like  my  father,- 
Tnan  I  to  Hercules  ;  Within  a  month  ; 
Ere  yet  the  fait  of  mod  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flufhing  in  her  gauled  eyes. 
She  marry'd. — O  mod  wicked  fpeed  to  poll 
With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceftuous  flieets  ! 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good  : 
But  break,  my  heart  ;  for  I  muft  hold  my  tongue  i 
Enter  floratio,  Bernardo,  and'Marcellus, 

Hor,  Hail  to  yourlordfhip  ! 

Ham,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well  : 
Horatio, — or  1  do  forget  myfelf  ? 

Her.  The  fame,  rny  lord,  and  your  poor  fervant  ever. 

Ham,  Sir,  my  good  friend  ;  I'll  change  that  name 
with  you. 

And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  ? — 
Marcellus  ? 

Mar,  My  good  lord, — 

Ham,  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ;  good  even,  fir.-— 
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But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg  ? 

Hor.  A  truant  difpofition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  fay  fo  ; 
Nor  fliall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence. 
To  make  it  truftcr  of  your  own  report 
Againft  yourfelf :  1  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Eilinour  ? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep,  ere  you  depart. 

Hor,  My  lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham,  1  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  feliow-lludent; 
I  think  it  was  to  fee  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor,  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  followed  hard  upon. 

Ham,  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  !  The  funeral  bak'd 
meats 

Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
'Would  I  had  met  my  deareil  foe  in  heaven,  - 

Qrev^erl  had  feen  that  day,  Horatio  !  

My  father, — M&thinks,  I  fee  my  father. 

Hor,  O  where,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor,  Ifaw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Ham,  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, . 
I-lhall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hi)r,  My  lord,  I  think  1  faw  him  yefternight,  • 

Ham,  Saw  !  who  ? 

Hor,  My  lord,  the  king  your  father. 

Ham,  The  king  my  father  ! 

Hor,  Seafon  your  admiration  for  a  while: 
With  an  attent  ear  ;  'till  I  may  deliver, , 
Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefc  gentlemen, . 
This  marvel  to  you^ 

h'am.  For  heaven's  love,  let  me  hear; 

Hor,  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch. 
In  the  dead  walle  and  middie  of  the  night. 
Been  thus  encounter'd.    A  figure  like  your  father, 
Arm'd  at  all  points,  exadlly  cap  a  pe. 
Appears  before  them,  and,  with  folemn  march. 
Goes  flow  and  flately  by  them  :  thrice  he  walk'd 
By  their  oppreft  and  fear-furprized  eyes. 
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JVithin  his  truncheon's  length  ;  whilfl  they  diftilPd 

pilmoft  to  jelly  with  the  adt  of  fear. 
Stand  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him.    This  to  me* 
In  dreadful  fecrecy  impart  they  did  ; 
And  I  with  them,  the  third  night,  kept  the  watch  : 
Where,  as  they  had  delivef'd,  both  in  time. 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good. 
The  apparition  comes  :  I  knew  your  father  ; 
Thefe  hands  are  not  more  like. 
Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch'd. 

Bam,  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it  ? 

Her.  My  lord,  I  did  ; 
But  anfwer  made  it  none :  yet  once  methougKt, 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  addrefs 
Itfelf  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  fpeak  : 
But  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud  ; 
And  at  the  found  it  flirunk  in  hade  away. 
And  vanifh'd  from  our  fight. 

Ham,  ' Tis  very  ftrange. 

Hor,  As  I  do  live,  my  honoured  lord,  'tis  true  ; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty. 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed,  firs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night  ? 
Jll.  We  do,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Arm'd,  fay  you  ? 
j^lL  Arm'd  my  lord. 
Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 
j4li.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 
Ham,  Then  faw  you  not  his  face  ? 
Hor.  O,  yes,  my  lord  !  he  wore  his  beaver  up* 
Ham.  What,  look'd  he  frownlngly  ? 
Hor.  A  countenance  more 
In  forrow  than  in  anger. 
Ham.  Pale,  or  red  ? 
Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 
Ham,  And  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  you  ? 
Hor.  Moll  conflantly. 
Ham,  I  would  I  had  been  there. 
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Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham,  Very  like. 
Very  like  :  Stay'd  it  long  ? 

Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte 
Might  tell  a  hundred. 

Both.  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  fawit.^ 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzl'd  ?  no  ? 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  feen  it  in  his  life, 
A  fable  filver'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  to-night  ; 
Perchance,  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant,  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  afTume  my  noble  father's  perfon 
I'll  fpeak  to  it,  though  hell  itfelf  fhould  gape. 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.    I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceaPd  this  Aght, 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  filence  flill ; 
And  whatfoever  elfe  {hall  hap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  under  (landing,  but  no  tongue  ; 
I  will  requite  your  loves  :  So,  fare  you  well ; 
Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I'll  vifit  you. 

All,  Our  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you  :  Farewell. 

\Exemt* 

My  father's  fpirit  in  arms  !  all  is  not  well ; 
I  doubt  fome  foul  play :  'would,  the  night  were  come ! 
'Till  then  fit  ftill,  my  foul.    Foul  deeds  will  rife 
(Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them)  to  men's  eyest 

\Exit. 

SCENE  III, 

An  Apartment  in  Polonius'*  Houfe* 
Enter  Laertes,  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  My  neceffaries  are  embark'd  ;  farewell : 
And,  fifter,  as  the  winds  give  benefit. 
And  convoy  is  afTiflant,  do  not  fleep^ 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Qph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 
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Laer,  For  Hamlet  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour. 
Hold  it  a  fafhion,  and  a  toy  in  blood  ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth   f  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  Aveet,  not  lafting. 
The  perfume  and  fuppiiance  of  a  minute  ; 
No  more, 

Opb,  No  more  but  fo  ? 

Lner.  Tnink  it  no  more  : 
For  nature,,  crefcent,  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews,  and  bulk  ;  but,  as  this  temple  w^axesi 
The  inward  fervice  of  the  mind  and  foul 
Grows  wide  withal.    Perhaps,  he  loves  you  now; 
And  now  no  foil,  nor  cautel,  doth  befmirch 
The  virtue  of  his  will  :  but,  you  muftfear. 
His  greatnefs  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own  ; 
For  he  himfelf  is  fubjeft  to  his  birth  : 
He  may  not,  as  unvalued  perfons  do, 
Garve  for  himfelf ;  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  fafety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  ftate  ; 
And  therefore  niuft  his  choice  be  circumfcrib'd 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body. 
Whereof  he  is  the  kead:  Then  if  he  fays,  he  loves  you^ 
It  fits  your  wifdom  fo  far  to  believe  it. 
As  he  in  his  particular  ad  and  place 
May  give  Jiis  faying  deed  ;  which  is  no  further. 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  lofs  your  honour  may  fuflain. 
If  with  too  credent  ear  you  lift  his  fongs  ; 
Orlofe  your  heart ;  or  your  chafte  tj^eafure  open 
To  his  unmafter'd  importunity. 
Fear  it,  Opheli^i,  fear  it,  my  dear  filler  ; 
And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  afFedlion, 
Outof  the  {hot  and  danger  of  defire. 
The  charieft  . maid  is  prodigal  enough. 
If  fhe  unmafk  her  beauty  to  the  moon: 
Virtue  itfelf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes  : 
The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  fpring. 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  difclos'd  ; 
And  in  the  morn  and  liqaid  dew  of  youth 
Contagiotts  blaftments  are  moll  imminent. 
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Be  wary  then  :  befl  fafety  lies  in  fear ; 
Youth  to  itfelf  rebels,  though  none  elfe  near. 

Oph,  I  lliall  the  efFedl  of  this  good  lefTon  keep. 
As  watchman  to  my  heart  :  But  good  my  brother. 
Do  not,  as  fome  ungracious  paftors  do. 
Shew  me  the  deep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven ; 
V/hilft,  like  a  puft  and  recklefs  libertine, 
Himfelf  the  primrofe  path  of  dalliance  treads 
And  recks  not  his  own  read. 

Laer,  O,  fear  me  not. 
I  ftay  too  long  ; — But  here  my  father  comes. 

Enter  Polo7iius. 
A  double  bleffing  is  a  double  grace  ; 
Occafion  fmiles  upon  afecond  leave. 

FoL  Yet  here,  Laertes !  aboard,  aboard,  for  ftiame; 
The  wind  fits  in  the  fhoulder  of  your  fail. 
And  you  are  ilaid  for:  There, — my  bleffings  with  you; 

S^Laying  his  hand  on  Laertes^  head^ 
Andthefe  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
Look  thou  charafter.    Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue^ 
NoK  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  my  no  means  vulgar. 
The  friends  thou  hafl,  and  their  adoption  try'd. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  foul  with  hoops  pf  Heel  \ 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Gfeach  new-hatch'd  unfledg'd  comrade.  Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel  ;  but,  being  in. 
Bear  it  that  the  oppofer  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice  : 
Take  each  man's  cenfure,  but  referve  thy  judgement*.. 
Colli y  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy. 
But  not  exprefs'd  infancy;  rich,  not  gaudy; 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man  ; 
And  they  in  France,  of  the  befl  rank  and  ftation. 
Are  moft  feledl,  and  generous  chief  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be  : 
For  loan  oft  lofes  both  itfelf  and  friend  ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  hulbandry. 
This  above  all, — To  thine  ownfelf  be  truej 
And  it  mufl  follow,  as  the  night  the  dajr. 
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Thou  canfl:  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  man. 
Farewell  ;  my  bleffing  feafon  this  in  thee  ! 

Laer,  MoH  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

PcL  The  ttme  invites  you;  go,  your  fervants  tend. 

Laer,  Farewell,  Ophelia  ;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  faid  to  you. 

Oj)h.  'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd. 
And  you  yourfelf  {hall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Lner.  Farev/ell.  [Exit  Laertes. 

PoL  Wiiat  it't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  faid  to  you  r 

Oph.  So  pleafe  you,  fomething  touching  the  lord 
Hamlet. 

Pc/. 'Marry,  well  bethought : 
'Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you :  and  you  yourfelf 
Have  of  your  audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous  ;> 
If  ic  be  fo,  (as  fo  'tis  put  on  me, 
i^nd  that  in  way  of  caution)  I  mull  tell  you^. 
You  do  not  underfland  yourfelf  fo  clearly. 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour  :. 
What  is  between,  you  \  give  me  up  the  truth,. 

Oph,  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

PoL  Affection    puh!  you  fpeak  like  a  green  girl> 
Unfifted  in  fuch  perilous  circumftance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.  1  do  not  knovv^,  my  lord,  what  I  fhould  think. 

PgL  Marry,  I'll  teach  you  :  think  yourfelf  a  baby  ; 
That  you  have  ta'en  thcfe  tenders  for  true  pay. 
Which  are  not  flerling.  Tender  yourfelf  more  dearly  ; 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  v/indof  the  poor  plirafe) 
Wronging  it  thus,  you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph,  My  lord,  he  hath  importu-u'd  me  with  love. 
In  honourable  falhion. 

Pol,  Ay,  falhion  you  m.ay  call  it;  go  to,  go  to. 
Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  fpeech,  my 
lord. 

With  almpft  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

Pol.  Ay,  fpringes  to  catch  woodcocks.  I  doknow^ 
When  the  blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  foul 
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Lends  the  tongue  vows :  Tnefe  blazes,  daughter. 

Giving  mo.'c  ligiit  thcin.  heat, — extincl  in  both. 

Even  in  taeir  promife,  as  it  is  a  making, — 

You  mull  not  take  for  fire.    From  this  time. 

Be  fomewhat  icanter  of  your  maiden  prefence; 

5et  your  cntreatments  at  a  higher  rate. 

Than  a  command  to  p.irley.    For  lord  Hamlet, 

Believe  fo  much  in  him.  That  he  is  young ; 

And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk, 

Th.in  may  be  given  you  :  in  few,  Ophelia, 

Do  not  believe  his  vows  :  for  they  are  brokers ; 

Not  of  that  d^  e  which  their  inveilments  ihew. 

But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  fuits. 

Breathing  like  fandliiied  and  pious  bonds. 

The  better  to  beguile.    This  is  for  all^, — 

I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth. 

Have  you  fo  flander  any  moment's  leifure. 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet. 

Look  to't,  I  charge  you ;  come  your  ways. 

Of/j,  I  fhall  obey,  my  lord.  [Exeunt » 

SCENE  IV. 

7^e  Platform* 
Enter  Hamlet ,  Horatio ,  and  Marcellusm 

Ham,  The  air  bites  (hrewdly ;  it  is  very  cold. 

Hor,  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 

Ham*  What  hour  now  ? 

Hor,  I  think,  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar,  No,  it  is  llruck. 

Hor.  Indeed  I  I  heard  it  not :  it  then  draws  near 
the  feafon. 

Wherein  the  fpirit  held  his  v/ont  to  walk. 

[  Noife  of  i7iufi€  ^within. 

What  does  this  mean,  my  lord? 

Ham,  The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes  his 
roufe. 

Keeps  wafTel,  and  the  fwaggering  up-fpring  reels ; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenifh  down. 
The  kettle-drums,  and  trumpet,  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 
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Hor»  Is  it  a  cuftom  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  marry  is't: 
But  to  my  mind, — though  I  am  native  here. 
And  to  the  manner  born, — it  is  a  cuflom 
More  honoured  in  the  breach,  than  the  obfervance. 
This  heavy-headed  revel,  eaft  and  weft, 
Makes  us  traduc'd,  and  tax'd  of  other  nations ; 
They  clepe  us,  drunkards,  and  with  fwinifli  phrafe 
Soil  our  addition:  and  indeed,  it  takes 
From  our  atchievements,  though  perform'd  at  height. 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men. 
That  for  fome  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them. 
As,  in  their  birth,  (wherein  they  are  not  guilty. 
Since  nature  cannot  chufe  his  origin) 
By  the  o'er-growth  of  fome  complexion. 
Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reafon ; 
Or  by  fome  habit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 
The  form  of  plaufive  manners ; — that  thefe  meni 
Carrying,  I  fay,  the  ftamp  of  one  defed  ; 
Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  ftar, — 
Their  virtues  elfe  (be  they  as  pure  as  grace^, 
As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo) 
Shall  in  the  general  cenfure  take  corruption 
From  that  particular  fault :  The  dram  of  bafc 
Doth  all  the  noble  fubftance  of  worth  out. 
To  his  ownfcandal. 

Enter  Ghoft. 

Hor  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes  ! 

Ham..  Angels  and  minifters  of  grace  defend  us  1 
Be  thou  a  fpirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn'd. 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blafts  from  hell. 
Be  thy  intents  wicked,  or  charitable. 
Thou  com'ft  in  fuch  a  queftionable  fhape. 
That  1  willfpeak  to  thee  ;  I'll  call  thee,  Hamlet, 
King,  father,  royal  Dane  :  O,  anfwer  me  I 
Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance  1  but  tell. 
Why  thy  canonized  bones,  hearfed  in  death. 
Have  burft  their  cearments  ?  why  the  fepulchre. 
Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  in-urn'd. 
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Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws. 

To  caft  thee  up  again  ?  What  may  this  mean, — 

That  thou,  dead  corfe,  again,  in  complete  fleel, 

Revifit'ft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  moon. 

Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  fools  of  nature 

So  horridly  to  fhake  our  difnofition. 

With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  fouls  ? 

Say,  what  is  this  ?  wherefore?  what  Ihould  we  do? 

Hor,  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  withit. 
As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  delire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look,  with  what  courteous  adion 
It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham,  It  will  not  fpeak  ;  then  I  will  follow  it» 

Hor*  Do  notp  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why  what  fliould  be  the  fear  ? 
I  do  not  fet  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee  ; 
And  for  my  foul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itfelf  ? 
It  waves  me  forth  again ; — I'll  follow  it. 

Hor.  W~hat,  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my 
lord ! 

Or  to  the  dreadful  fummit  of  the  clifF, 
That  beetles  o'er  his  bafe  into  the  fea  ? 
And  there  afTume  fome  other  horrible  form. 
Which  might  deprive  your  fovereignty  of  reafon. 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs  ?  think  of  it  : 
(The  very  place  puts  toys  of  defperation. 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain. 
That  looks  fo  many  i^ithoms  to  the  fea. 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath.) 

Ham.  It  waves  me  Hill : — 
Go  on,  I'll  follow  thee. 

Mar.  You  fhall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hor.  Be  rul'd,  you  fliall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out. 
And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
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As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. — 

Still  am  I  call'd — unhand  me,  gentlemen  ;  

{^Breaking from  them. 
By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  ghofl:  of  him  that  lets  me  : 
I  fay,  away     Go  on, — I'll  follow  thee. 

\_Exeunt  Qhcjiy  and  Hamlet, 

Hor,  He  waxes  defperate  with  imagination. 

Mar,  Let's  follow  ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  Have  after  : — To  what  iffue  v\  ill  this  come  ? 

Mar,  Something  is  rotten  in  the  ftate  of  Denmark. 

Hor,  Heaven  will  dired  it. 

-Mar,  Nay,  let's  follow  him.  {Exeunt. 
^    C   E   N   E  V. 

4  more  remote  Part  of  the  Platfortn. 
Re-enter  Ghoft^  and  Hamlet, 

Ham.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  me.?  fpeak,  I'll  go 

no  further. 
Ghoft.  Mark  me. 
Ham.  I  will. 

Ghoft,  My  hour  is  almoft  come. 
When  I  to  fulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Muil  render  up  myfelf. 

Ham,  Alas,  poor  ghofl ! 

Ghoft,  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I  fhall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghoft,  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  fhalt  hear. 

Ham,  Whatr 

Qhoft,  I  am  thy  father's  fpirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night ; 
And,  for  the  day  confin'd  to  faft  in  fires, 
'Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature. 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.    But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecrets  of  my  prifon-houfe, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whofe  lighted  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  foul ;  freeze  thy  young  blood  ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  flars,  ftart  from  their  fp heres  \ 
Thy  knotty  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  Hand  on  end 
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Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine : 
But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 

To  ears  of  fleOi  and  blood  :  Lift,  lill,  O  lift  !  

If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  father  love,  

Hajn,  O  heaven ! 

Ghofi,  Revenge  his  foul  arid  moft  unnatural  murder. 
Ham.  Murder? 

Gkofi,  Murder  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is ; 
But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham,  Hafte  me  to  know  it  j  that  I,  with  wings  as 
fwift 

As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 
May  fweep  to  my  revenge, 

Ghofi,  i  find  thee  apt ; 
And  duller  fhould'ft  thoa  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  itfelf  in  eafe  on  Lethe's  wharf, 
Wouldft  thou  notftir  ii^L  this.    Now,  Hamlet,  hear: 
'Tis  given  out,  that,  keeping  in  my  orchard, 
A  ferpent  flung  me  ;  fo  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  procefs  of  my  death 
Frankly  abus'd  :  but  know,  thou  noble  youth. 
The  ferpent  that  did  fting  thy  father's  life. 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham,  O,  my  prophetic  foul !  my  uncle  ? 

Ghofi,  Ay,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  beaft. 
With  witchcraft  of  his  vv  it,  with  traiterous  gifts, 
(O  wicked  ^vit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  feduce  !)  won  to  his  (hameful  luft 
The  will  of  my  moft  feeming^.^irtuous  queen; 
O,  Hamlet,  What  a  fidling-ofF  was  there  1 
From  me,  whofe  love  was  of  that  dignity. 
That  it  went  hand  and  hand  even  with  the  vow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage  ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whofe  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  thofe  of  mine  ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd. 
Though  lewdnefs  court  it  in  afhape  of  heaven  ; 
So,  luft,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd. 
Will  fate  itfelf  in  a  celeftial  bed. 
And  prey  on  garbage. 
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But  foft !  methinks,  I  fcent  the  morning  air — 
Brief  let  me  be  : — Sleeping  within  mine  orchard. 
My  cuilom  alw^ays  in  the  afternoon, 
Upon  my  fecure  hoar  thy  uncle  Hole, 
With  juice  of  curfed  hebenon  in  a  vial, 
-And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  diftilment ;  whofe  efFe6l 
Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man. 
That,  fwiftas  quick-filver,  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body  ; 
And,  with  a  fudden  vigour,  it  doth  poflet 
And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk, 
The  thin  and  wholefome  blood  :  To  did  it  mine  ; 
And  a  moll  inftant  tetter  bark'd  about, 
MoH  lazar-iike,  with  vile  and  loathfome  crufl. 
All  my  fmooth  body. 

Thus  was  I,  deeping,  by  a  brother's  hand. 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  difpatch'd  : 

Cut  oxi  even  in  the  bloffoms  of  my  fin, 

Unhoufeird,  difappointed,  un^Jieai'd ; 

No  reckoning  made,  but  fent<o  my  account 

With  all  my  imperfe^lions  on  my  head  : 

O  horrible  !  O  horrible  !  moll  horrible! 

]f  thou  hall  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 

Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 

A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  inceft. 

Eut,  howfoever  thou  purfu'fl:  this  adl. 

Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  foul  contrive 

Againft  thy  motnef  Z?^ '^^^^  ;  l^^Y^  ]}^^  heaven> 

And  to  thofe  thorns  that  in  her  DOiom  loage. 

To  prick  and  lling  her.    Fare  thee  well  at  once  ! 

The  glov/  worm  fnows  the  matin  to  be  near. 

And  'gins  to  pale  his  unefFedual  fire  : 

Adieu,  adieu,  adieu  !  remember  me.  [Exit. 

Ham.  O,  all  you  hoft  of  heaven!  Oearth!  Whatelfe? 
And  lhall  I  couple  hell  ?— O  fie  !~-Hold,  hold,  my  heart : 
And  you,  my  fmews,  grow  not  inftant  old. 
But  bear  me  ftiffly  up  !— Remember  thee  ? 
Ay,  thou  poorghoft,  while  memory  holds  a  feat 
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In  this  diftradled  globe.    Remember  thee  ? 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records, 
Allfaws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  prelTures  paft. 
That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there  ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  fhall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  mv  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  bafer  matter  ;  yes,  by  heaven. 
G  moft  pernicious  woman  ! 

0  villain,  villain,  fmiling,  damned  villain  ! 
My  tables, — meet  it  is,  I  fet  it  down. 

That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  villain  : 
At  leaft,  J  am  fare,  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark  : 

[Writing, 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are.    Now  to  my  word  ; 
It  is.  Adieu,  adieu  !  remember  me* 

1  have  fworn  it. 

Hor,  My  lord,  my  lord,   [Within. 

Mar.  Lord  Hamlet,  [Within. 
Hor.  Heaven  fecure  him  !  [Within. 
Ham,  So  be  it ! 

Mar.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord  !  [  Within. 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy  !  come,  bird,  come. 

Enter  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 
Mar.  How  is't,  my  noble  lord  ? 
Hor.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 
Ha7n.  O,  wonderful  ! 
Hor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 
Ham .  N  o  ;  y  o  a  wi !  1  re  veal  it . 
Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  . heaven. 
Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then ;  would  heart  of  man  once 

think  it?  

But  you'll  be  fecret,  

Both.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lor^. 

Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  villain,  dwelling  in  all  Den- 
mark, 

But  he's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghoU,  my  lord,  come  from  the 
grave,  r.-  -  :.d: 
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To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why  right ;  you  are  in  the  right  ; 
And  fo,  without  more  circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit,  that  w  e  fhake  hands,  and  part  : 
You,  as  your  bufinefs  and  defire  ftiall  point  you  ;— 
For  every  man  hath  bufinefs,  and  delire. 
Such  as  it  is, — and,  for  my  own  poor  part. 
Look  you,  I  will  go  pray. 

Hor,  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  my 
lord. 

Ham.  I  am  forry  they  ofFend  you,  heartily  ; 
Yes,  'faith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There's  no  offence  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offence  too.    Touching  this  villon  here, — 
It  is  an  honeft  ghofl,  that  let  me  tell  you  ;  . 
For  you  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'er-mafter  it  as  you  may.    And  now  good  friends. 
As  you  are  friends,  fcholars,  and  foldiers. 
Give  m-e  one  poor  requcil. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  lord  ?  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  to- 
night. 

Both.  My  lord,  we  will  not. 

Hiam,  Nay,  but  fwear  it. 

Hor.  In  faith, .my  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  fword. 

J^ar.  We  have  fworn,  my  lord,  already » 

Ham,  Indeed,  upon  my  fword,  indeed. 

GhoJI.  [beneath.']  Swear. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  boy  !  fay'H  thou  f o  ?  art  thou  there, 
true-penny  ? 

Come  on,— you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellaridge, — 
Confent  to  fwear. 

Hor.  Propofe  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  fscn. 
Swear  by  my  fword. 

Ghoft.  \ beneath,]  : 

Ham.  Hk  ^  ubique?  then  •w'q'H  ftiift  our  ground:— 
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Come  hither,  gentlemen. 

And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  fword. 

Swear  by  my  fword,  ^ 

Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 
Ghojl,  [^beneath.l  Swear  by  his  fword. 
Ham»  Well  faid,  old  mole  !  can'ft  work  i'  the  earth 
fo  faft  ? 

A  worthy  pioneer  ! — Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor.  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange ! 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  ftranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  art  dreamt  of  in  your  philofophy. 
But  come ;  

Here,  as  before,  never,  fo  help  you  mercy  ! 

How  flrange  or  odd  foever  I  bear  myfelf,  

As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  fhall  think  meet 

To  put  an  antic  difpolition  on,  

That  you,  at  fuch  times  feeing  me,  never  fliall, 
(With  arms  encamber'd  thus  ;  or  this  head-fliake  ; 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  phrafe. 
As,  Welly  uuelly  nxje  kno^uo  ; — or.  We  could,   an  if  <vje 
^Mould  ; — or,  If  ive  lift  to  fpeak  j — or,  Thsre  be,  an  if 
they  might  s  

Of  fuch  ambiguous  giving  cut)  denote 

That  you  know  aught  of  me :  This  do  ye  fwear. 

So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  moH  need  help  you  ! 

Swear. 

Ghoft,  \heneath.~\  Swear,. 

Ham.  Red,  reft,  perturbed  fpirit  l— So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I,  do  commend  me  to  you : 
Arid  v/hat  fo  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  exprefs  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  fhall  not  lack.    Let  us  go  in  together 
And  ftill  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  1  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  joint; — O  curfed  fpight ! 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  fet  it  right  !^ — 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  {^Exmnt 
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Am  Apartment  in  Polonius^  Houfe, 

Enter  Polonius,  and  Reynaldo^ 

Pol.  /^IVE  him  this  money,  and  thefe  notes, 

VT  Reynaldo. 
Rey,  I  will,  my  lord. 

PoL  You  fhall  do  marvellous  wifely,  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  vifit  him,  to  make  enquiry 
Of  his  behaviour. 

Rey,  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol,  Marry,  well  faid,  very  well  faid.    Look  you, 
ftr, 

Enquire  me  firfi:  ^vliat  Danfkers  are  in  Paris  ; 

j%  nd  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep. 

What  coriipany,  at  what  expence  ;  and  finding. 

By  this  encompalTment,  and  drift  of  queftion. 

That  they  do  know  my  fon,  come  you  more  nearer;- 

Then  your  particular  demands  ^\ill  touch  it: 

Take  you,  as  'twere,  fome  difiant  knowledge  of  him ; 

As  thus, — 1  knon^j  his  fat  her,  and  his  friends, 
Andy  in  part,  him, — Do  ycu  mark  this,  Reynaldo  ? 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And,    in  part ,  him  ; — hut,  you  may  fay, — 7tot  < 
^ell: 

Butt  ift  he  he  I  mean,  he"* s  ^ery  /wild ■ 
Addi-tedjo  and fo  : — and  there  put  to  him 
What  forgeries  you.pleafe  ;  marry,  none  fo  rank. 
As  may  diihcnour  him  ;  take  heed  of  that  ; 
But,  fir,  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips, . 
As  are  companions  noted  and  mofl  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Rey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Pel.  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearing. 
Quarrelling,  drabbiag: — You  may  go  fo  far, 

Rey.  My  lord,  that  vA^ould  difhonour  him. 

PoL  *Faithj  no ;  as  you  may  fcafon  it  in  the  charge.  ■ 
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You  muft  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him. 

That  he  is  open  to  incontinency  ; 

That 'snot  my  meaning :  but  breathe  his  faults  fo  quaintly. 

That  they  may  Teem  the  taints  of  liberty  ; 

The  flafh  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind  j 

A  favagenefs  in  unreclaimed  blood. 

Of  general  afTault. 

Rsy.  Bat,  my  good  lord, — 

Pol,  Wherefore  Ihould  you  do  this  ? 

Rey.  Ay,  my  lord, 
I  would  know  that. 

Pol,  Marry,  fir.  here's  my  drift ; 
And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant : 
You  laying  thefc  flight  fulUes  on  my  fon, 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  foil'd  i'  the  working, 
Mark  you,  your  party  in  converfe,  him  you  would 
found. 

Having  ^ver  feen,  in  the  prenominate  crimes, 
^  The  youth,  you  breathe  of,  gf-ilty,  be  aiTur'd, 
He  clofes  with  you  in  this  confequence  ; 
Good JiTy  or  fo  ;  ox  friend^  or  gentleman, — 
According  to  the  phrafe,  or  the  addition. 
Of  man,  and  country. 

Rey,  Very  good,  my  lord. 

PqL  And  then,  nr,  does  he  this,~Hc  does— What 
was  I 

About  to  fay  ?  I  was  about  to  fay 
Something  ;  Where  did  i  leave  ? 

Rey,  At,  clofes  in  the  confequence. 

Pol,  At,  clofes  in  the  confequence,-^^,  marry  ; 
He  clofes  v^'ith  you  thus  : — /  knew  \he  gentleman  s 
1  fai^v  him yejlerdayy  cr  f  other  day. 

Or  then,  or  then  y  ^ith  fuch ;  or  fiich  ;  and,  as  you  fay  y 
There  ^vas  he  gaming  ;  there  overtook  in  his  roiife  y 
There  falling  out  at  tennis  :  or  perchance, 
1  fauu  him  enter  fuch  a  houfe  of fale^ 
(Videlicet,  a  brothel)  or  fo  forth. — See  you  now; 
Your  bait  of  falfnood  takes  this  carp  of  truth  : 
And  thus  we  do  of  wifdom  and  of  reach. 
With  windlalTes,  and  with  affays  of  bias. 
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By  indiredions  find  diredions  out ; 

So  by  my  former  ledlure  and  advice. 

Shall  you  my  Ton  :  You  liave  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Rey,  My  lord,  I  have. 

Fol,  God  be  wi'  you  ;  fare  you  well. 

Rey.  Good  my  lord,— 

PoL  Obferve  his  inclination  in  yourfelf. 

Rey.  I  Hi  all,  my  lord. 

Fol,  And  let  him  play  his  mulic. 

Rey.  Well,  my  lord  .  \Exlt 
Enter  Ophelia, 

PoL  Farewell.— How  now,  Ophelia?  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Oph.  O  my  lord,  my  lord,  I  have  been  fo  alFrighted  ! 

PcL  With  what,  in  the  name  of  heaven  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  few) ng  in  my  clofet. 
Lord  Hamlet,— with  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd; 
No  hat  upon  his  head ;  his  (lockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  ancle ; 
-  Pale  as  his  Ihirt ;  his  knees  knocking  each  other;. 
And  with  a  look  fo  piteous  in  purport. 
As  if  he  had  been  loofed  out  of  hell. 
To  fpe«k  of  horrors  J -—he  comes  before  aII?« 

PoL  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph,  My  lord,  I  do  not  know; 
But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

PoL  What-faid  he? 

Oph,  He  took  me  by  the  wrill:  and  held  me  hard; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm  ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow. 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  face. 
As  he  would  draw  it.    Long  ftaid  he  fo  ; 
At  laft,— a  little  fhaking  of  mine  arm. 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down,— 
He  raised  a  figh  fo  piteous  and  profound. 
As  it  did  feem  to  flutter  all  nis  bulk. 
And  end  his  being  :  That  done,  he  lets  me  go  : 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  fhoulder  turn'd. 
He  fcem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  ; 
For  out  o'  doors,  he  went,  without  their  helps. 
And  to  the  lall,  bended  their  light  on  me. 
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PoL  Come,  go  with  me ;  I  will  go  feek  the  king^ 
This  is  the  very  ecftafy  of  love  ; 
V/hofe  violent  property  foredoes  itfelf, 
And  leads  the  will  to  defperate  undertakings. 
As  oft  as  any  p:  fli  jn  under  heaven. 
That  does  aiHid  our  natures.    I  am  forry,— 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  but,  as  you  did  command 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  deny'd 
His  accefs  to  me. 

PoL  That  hath  m^ade  him  mad. 
I  am  forry,  that  \^  ith  better  heed,  and  judgment, 
I  had  not  quoted  him  :  I  fear'd,  he  did  but  trifle. 
And  m.eant  to  wreck  thee  ;  but,  belhrew  my  jealoufy  ; 
It  fcems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  call  beyond  ourfelves  in  our  opinions. 
As  it  is  comm.on  for  the  younger  fort 
To  lack  difcretion.    Come,  go  we  to  the  king  : 
That  mult  be  known  ;  which,  being  kept  clofe,  might 
move 

More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 

Come.  \  Exeunt, 

S    C    E    N    E.  II. 

The  Palace, 

Xnier  King,    Qjueen,    Rofencrantz,    Guildenjierriy  and 

Attendants, 

King,  Welcome,  dear  Rofeiicrantz,  and  Guilden- 
fiern  ? 

Moreover  that  we  did  much  long  to  fee  you. 

The  need,  we  have  to  ufe  you,  did  provoke 

Our  ha%  fending.    Something  have  you  heard 

Of  Hamlet's  transformation  ;  To  I  call  it. 

Since  nor  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 

Refenibles  that  it  was  :'  What  it  Ihcuid  be. 

More  tlianhis  f^th'^r's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 

So  much  from  the  undertlandinc-  of  hiiiiielf, 

1  cannow  dy  earn  of :  1  entre^.t  jruu  both, 

That, — being  of  fo  young  days  brought  up  with  him  ; 

-Andi,  fiuce,  foneigbbour'd  to  his  youth  and  humour, — 
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That  youvouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  court 
Some  little  time  :  fo  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleafures  ;  and  to  gather. 
So  much  as  from  occafion  you  may  glean. 
Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afHi6ls  him  thus. 
That  open'd,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

^een.  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you ; 
And,  fure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living. 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.    If  it  will  pleafe  vou 
To  fhew  us  fo  much  gentry,  and  good  will. 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  while. 
For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 
Your  vifitation  fhall  receive  fuch  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 
,#        Rof,  Both  your  majefties 

Might,  by  the  fovereign  pov/er  you  have  of  us. 
Put  your  dread  pleafure  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

QuiL  But  we  both  obey ; 
And  here  give  up  ourfelves,  in  the  full  bent. 
To  lay  our  fervices  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 

King,  Thanks,  Rofencrantz  and  gentle  Guildenfiern. 
Thanks, Gtiildenilern^andgentleRofencrantz: 
And  I  befeech  you  inflantly  to  vifit 
My  too  much  changed  fon.— Go,  fome  of  you. 
And  bring  thefe  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  prefence,  and  our  practices, 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him  ! 

\_Exeunt  Rofencrantz  and  Guildenfiern, 

Q^ueen.  Ay,  amen ! 

Eiiter  Folonius, 

Pol.  The  embalTad or s  from  Norway,  my  good  lord. 
Are  joyfully  return'd. 

King,  Thou  ilill  haft  been  the  father  of  good  news. 

Pol,  Have  I,  my  lord  ?  AfTure  you,  my  gvood  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  foul. 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  king  : 
And  I  do  think  (or  elfe  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  fo  fure 
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As  it  hath  us*d  to  do)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King,  G,  fpeak  of  that ;  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 

FoL  Give  iirll  admittance  to  the  ambalTadors  ; 
My  news  fhall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feaft. 

King,  Thyfelf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  ia. 

[Exit  Pcloniiis, 
He  telis  me,  my  dear  Gertrude,  he  hatxh  fouEd 
The  head  and  fcurce  of  all  your  fon's  diftemper. 

"^ueen,  I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  bat  the  main  ; 
Hii  father's  death,  and  our  o'er-hafty  marriage. 

Re  enter  Polonium,  ^jjith  I  oltimandy  and  Ccrnelius, 

King,  Well  we  fhall  fift  him — Welcome,  my  good 
friends ! 

Say  Voltimand,  what  frcm  our  brother  Norway  ? 

Volt,  Mofl  fair  return  of  greetings,  and  defires. 
Upon  our  f  rft,  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 
His  nephew's  levies  ;  ^'^  hich  to  him  appear 'd 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainfcthe  Polack  ; 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  againft  your  highnefs  :  Whereat  griev'd^— 
That  fo  his  ficknefs,  age,  and  impotence. 

Was  fafeiy  borne  in  hand,  fends  out  arreils 

On  Fcrtinbras ;  which  he,  in  brief  obeys ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway  ;  and,  and  in  f.ne, 
MaKes  vo^v  before  his  uncle,  never  more 
To  give  the  affay  of  arms  againft  your  majefty. 
Wnereon,  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy. 
Gives  him  threefcorc  thoufand  crows  in  annual  fec^ 
And  his  commiihon,  to  employ  thofe  foldiers. 
So  levied  as  before,  againll  the  Polack  : 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  fl^icwn. 
That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  pafs 
Through} our  dominions  for  this enterprize ; 
On  fuch  regards  of  fafety,  and  allowance. 
As  therein  are  fet  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  ^vell ; 
And,  atour  more  confider'd  time,  v.  e'liread, 
AniV  er,  and  think  upon  this  bufinefs. 
Mean  time,  we  tliank  you  for  your  weU-tcok  LboiF  * 

\o\,  VHI.  "       M  ' 


«  AM  LET. 


Go  to  your  reil ;  at  night  we'll  feall  together : 

Moil:  welccme  home  !^  [Exeu?2t  Volt,  and  Cor, 

PcL  This  buiinefs  is  well  ended. 
My  liege,  and  madam,  to  expodulate 
Whatmajefty  fhoald  be^  v/hat  duty  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time. 
Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore, — fince  brevity  is  the  foul  of  wit. 
And  tedioufnefs  the  limbs  and  outward  flourifhes, — 
I  will  be  brief :  Your  noble  fon  is  mad  ; 
Mad  call  I  it  ;  for,  to  define  true  madnefs. 
What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad  ? 
But  let  that  go. 

O^ueen,  More  malter,  with  lefs  art. 

Pol,  Madam,  I  fwear,  1  ufe  no  art  at  all. — 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true  :  'tis  true,  'tis  pity; 
And  pity 'tis,  'tis,  true:  a  foolifli  figure; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  ufe  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him,  then  :  and  now  remains. 
That  we  find  out  tlie  caufe  of  this  effect ; 
Or,  rather  fay,  the  caufe  of  this  defect ; 
For  this  efFedl,  defedivc,  comes  by  caufe  : 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus  perpend 
I  have  a  daughter  ;  have,  whilfl  ihe  is  mine  ; 
Who,  in  her  duty,  and  obedience,  mark. 
Hath  given  me  this  :  Now  gather,  and  furmifc. 
7o  the  cehpiaU  and  7Jiy  foul's  idol,  the  mojl  beautified 

That's  an  ill  phrafe,  a  vile  phrafe  ;  h2autiji\l 
Is  a  vile  phrrfe  ;  but  you  {liall  hear  : 

Thefe  in  her  excellent  ^ujhite  bnfoniy  thefe,  oc*^. — ■ 
Ojuecn.  Came  this  from  Hamiet  to  her  ? 
Pol.  Good  madam,  ilav  a  v/hile ;  I  >\  ill  be  f^iith- 
fuL—  '  - 

Doubt  thoii^  the  JJars  are  fre  y  [Reading.. 

Doubt ,  that  the  fun  doib  moue  j 
poubt  truth  to  be  a  liar  j 

^ut  m^ver  dc:ibt ;  I  loue^  I 
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O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  thefe  mimhers  j  I  ha^vs 
not  art  to  reckon  ?ny  groans  :  but  that  1  lo've  thee  hefty 
0  mcfi  heft,  beliei^e  it.  Adieu, 

Thine,  e^uermcre,  mcfi  dear  lady ,  njjhilfi  ^ 
this  machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet . 

This  in  obedience,  hath  my  djiughter  fliewn  mc  : 
And,  more  above,  hath  his  foiicitings, 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  plac5. 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King,  But  how  hatli  llie 
Receiv'd  his  love  ? 

Pc/.  What  do  thou  think  of  me  ? 

Ki'ig-  As  of  a  man,  faithful  and  honourable. 

PsL  I  would  fain  prove  fo.    But  what  might  you 
think. 

When  I  had  feen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 

(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  mufl  tell  you  that. 

Before  my  daughter  told  me)  what  might  yoa, 

Gr  my  dear  majefty  your  queen  here,  thinky 

If  I  had  play'd  thedefk,  or  table-book  ; 

Or  given  my  heart  a  w^orking,  mute  and  dumb  ; 

Or  iook'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  fight  ^ 

What  might  you  think  ?  No,  I  went  round  to  work. 

And  miy  voung  mxiHrefs  thus  i  did  befpeak  ; 

Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince  :'  —out  of  thy  fphere  s 

This  mufi  not  he :  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her. 
That  file  fnould  lock  herfelf  from  his  refort. 
Admit  no  melTengers,  receive  no  tokens 
Which  done,  fhe  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice  : 
And  he,  repulfed,  (a  fliort  tale  to  make) 
Fell  into  a  fadnefs ;  then  into  a  faft ; 
Thence  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  a  weaknefs ; 
Thence  to  a  lightncfs ;  and,  by  this  declenfion^ 
Into  the  madnefs  wherein  nov/  he  raves. 
And  all  ve  mourn  for. 

King,  Do  you  think,  'tis  this? 
•  ^een.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

Fol»  Hath  there  been  fucli  a  time,  (I'd  fain  know- 
that) 

That  I  have  pofitively  faid,  'jT/V fo, 
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When  it  prov'd  other  wife  ? 
Kifig,  Not  that  I  know. 

Poi.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife: 

\_Poiniing  to  his  head  and fl^oulders. 
If  circumllances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  ma^''  we  try  it  further  ? 

PcL  You  kno  vv,  fometimes  he  walks  four  hours  to- 
gether. 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

^een,  So  he  does,  indeed. 

PoL  At  fuch  a  time  I'll  loofe  my  daughter  to  hira  ; 
Re  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then  : 
Mark  the  encounter  :  if  he  love  her  not. 
And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fallen  thereon^ 
Let  me  be  no  affiftant  for  a  ftate. 
But  keep  a  farm,  and  carters. 

King,  We  will  try  it. 

E'eUer  Hamlet y  readittg, 

Qucc:'i.  But,  look,  where  fadlv  the  poor  wretch  comes 
read  ing. 

Pol.  Away,  1  do  befeech  you,  both  away; 
1*11  board  hixnprefentiy : — O,  give  me  leave— 

[^Exeunt  Ki/ig,  and Qj^ ten. 
How  does  my  good  lord  Hamkt  ? 

Ham.  Well,  god-a'-mercy. 

PcL  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 

tlcm .  \i  xc  e  1  ie n  t  v/  e H ; 
Yoa  are  a  fifh monger. 

FcL  Not  1,  my  lord* 

Ham,  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honcll  a  man. 
PoL  Honeic,  my  lord? 

Fam.  Ay,  fir ;  to  be  honefl,  as  this  world  goes> 
Is  to  be  r  ::.e  man  pick'd  out  of  ten  thoufand. 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham,  For  if  the  fun  breeds  maggots  in  a  dead  dog, 
Being  a  god,  kiffing  carrion, — Have  you  a  daughter  I 

PqI.  1  h.>ve,  my  lord. 
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H(^m,  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  fun  :  conception  is  a 
blelTing  :  but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive  : 
friend,  look  to't. 

PoL  How  fay  you  by  that  ?  \_Afid&.  j  flill  harping  on 
my  daughter  : — yet  he  knev/  me  not  at  firft ;  he  faid  I 
was  a  fifhmonger :  He  is  far  gone,  far  gone ;  and, 
truly,  in  my  youth  I  fufrer'dmuch  extremity  for  love; 
very  near  this. — Pll  fpeak  to  him  again. — What  do 
you  read,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Words,  v/ords,  words! 

PoL  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  } 

Ham,  Between  who  ? 

PoL  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read;,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Slanders,  fir :  for  the  jQitirical  rogue  fays  here.,- 
that  old  men  have  grey  beards ;  that  their  faces  are 
wrinkled  ;  their  eyes  purging  thick  amber,  and  plum- 
tree  gum  ;  and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit, 
together  with  moll  weak  hams :  All  which,  f:r,  though 
I  moft  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it 
not  honefty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down  ;  for  yourfelf,  fir, 
fliail  be  as  old  as  1  am,  if,  like  a  crab,  you  could  go 
backward, 

PcL  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there's  method  in't. 

\_Aftde,- 

Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord  ? 
Ham,  Into  my  grave  ? 

PoL  Indeed,  that  is  out  ofthe  air. — Hovv'-  pregnant 
fometimes  his  replies  are  1  a  happinefs  that  often  mad- 
nefs hits  on,  v/hich  reafon  and  fanity  could  not  fo  prof- 
peroufly  be  deliver'd  of.  I  v/ill  leave  him,  and  fud- 
denly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting  betvv  een  him  and 
my  daughter.— My  honourable  lord^  I  will  rnoil  hum- 
bly take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  fir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that 
I  will  more  willingly  part  withal ;  except  my  life,  ex- 
cept my  life,  except  my  iiR\ 

PoL  Fare  you  v/ell,  my  lord. 

Mam,  Thefe  tedious  old  fools  ! 

M  2 


HAMLET. 


Aa  IL 


Enter  Rofencraiitx,  and  Guildenfiern, 
PoL  y ou  go  to  feek  lord  Hamlet  ;  there  he  is, 

[Exit. 

Rcf.  God  fave  you,  fir  ! 
GuiL  Mine  honour' d  lord  ! 
Rof,  My  inofl  dear  lord  !  — 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends  !  How  doft  thou, 
Guildenflern  ?  Ah,  Rofencrantz  1  Good  lads  how  do 
ye  both  ? 

Rof,  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 
QziiL  Happy,  in  that  we  aie  not  over-happy; 
On  fortune*s  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 
Hani.  Nor  the  foals  of  her  ihoe  ? 
Rof.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waift,  or  in  the  mid- 
dle of  her  favours  ? 

Guil.  'Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  in  the  fecret  parts  of  fortune  ?  O,  mofl  true  ; 
ihe  is  a  ilrampet.    What  news  ? 

P.of.  None,  my  lord  ;  but  that  the  world's  grown 
honell. 

Ham.  Then  is  doom's-day  near :  But  your  news  is 
not  true.  Let  me  queflion  more  in  particular:  What 
have  you,  my  good  friends,  deferved  at  the  hands 
of  fortune,  that  Ihe  fends  you-  to  prifon  hither  ? 

Guil.  Prifon,  my  lord  ! 

Ha7n.  Denmark's  a  prifon. 

Rof.  Then  is  the  v/orld  one. 

Hmj:i.  a  goodly  one  ;  in  which  there  are  many  con  - 
fmes,  wards,  and  dungeons  ;  Denmark  being  one  of 
the  worfl. 

Rof.  V/e  think  notfo,  my  lord. 

Ham.  V7hy,  then  'tis  none  to  you  ;  for  there  is^ 
nothing  either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  fo; 
to  me  it  is  a  prilbn. 

Rof.  V7hy,  then  your  a^nbition  makes  it  one  ;  'tis 
too  narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  O  God  I  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut^fhell, 
and  count  myfelf  a  king  of  an  infinite  fpace ;  were  it 
vol  that  I  have  had  dreams. 
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GuiL  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition  :  foF 
the  very  fubftance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  flia- 
dow  of  a  dream. 

Ham,  A  dream  itfelf  is  buta  (hadow. 

Rof,  Truly,  and  1  hold  ambition  of  foairy  and  light 
a  quality,  that  it  is  but  a  lhadow's  lhadow. 

Ham,  Then  are  our  beggars,  bodies ;  and  our  mo- 
narchs,  and  out-ftretch'd  heroes,  the  beggars'  fhad: 
dows:  Shall  we  to  the  court  ?  for,  by  my  fay,  I  cannot 
reafon. 

Both.  We'll  wait  upon  you- 

Ham,  No  fuch  matter :  I  will  not  fort  you  with  the 
reft  of  my  fervants ;  for,  to  fpeak  to  you  like  an  honeft 
man.  I  am  moft  dreadfully  attended.  But,  in  the 
beaten  way  of  friendfliip,  what  make  you  atElfmour  I 

Rof.  To  vifit  you,  my  lord,  no  other  occafion. 

Ham,  Beggar  that  I  am  ;  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks  ; 
but  I  thank  you  :  and  fu ro,  dear  friends,  my  thanks 
are  too  dear  at  a  half-penny.  Were  you  not  fent  for  ? 
Is  it  your  own  inclining  ?  Is  it  a  free  vifitation  f 
Come,  come;  deal  juftly  with  me :  come;  fpeak. 

GuiL  What  ihould  we  fay,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Any  thing — but  to  the  purpofc.  You  were 
fent  for ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confelTion  in  your  looks, 
which  your  modefties  have  not  craft  enough  to  colour; 
I  know  the  good  king  and  queen  have  fent  for  you. 

Rof.  To  what  end,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  That  you  muft  teach  me.  But  let  me  conjure 
you,  by  the  rights ofour  fellow fhip,  by  the  confonancy 
of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever  preferv'd 
love,  and  by  what  more  dear  a  better  propofer  could 
charge  you  withal,  be  even  and  dired  with  me,  whether 
you  w^erc  fent  for,  or  no  ? 

Rof,  What  fay  you  ?  [ToGuiUen, 

-Ham.  Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you ; — if  you  love 
me,  hold  not  off. 

GuiL  My  lord,  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham,  I  will  tell  you  why;  fo  fhall  my  anticipation 
prevent  your  difcovery,  and  your  fccrecy  to  the  king 
and  queen,  moult  no  feather,.   I  have  of  late  (but. 
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wherefore,  1  know  not)  loft  all  my  mirth,  foregone 
all  cuftom  of  exercifes  ;  and,  indeed,  it  goes  fo  heavi- 
ly with  my  difpofition,  that  this  goodly  frame,  the 
earth,  feems  to  me  a  fteril  promontory  ;  this  moft  ex- 
cellent canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  brave  o'er- 
hangingfirmament,thismajefticalroof,frettedvvithgold- 
en  fire,  why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me,  than  a  foul 
peftilent  congregation  of  vapours.  What  a  piece  of 
work  is  a  man  !  How  noble  in  reafon !  how  infinite 
in  faculties  !  in  form,  and  moving,  how  exprefs  and- 
admirable  1  in  a6lion,  how  like  an  angel  !  in  appre- 
henfion,  how  like  a  god  !  the  beauty  of  the  world, 
the  paragon  of  animals  !  And  yet  to  me,  what  is  this 
q^uinteHence  of  duft  ?  man  delights  not  me— , nor  wo- 
man neither ;  though,  by  your  fmiling,  you  feem  to 
fay  fo. 

Rof,  My  lord,  there  was  no  fuch  ftuffin  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh  then,  when  I  faid, 
^an  delights  7iot  me  ? 

Rcf.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man, 
what  lenten  entertainment  the  players  fhall  receive 
from  you:  we  coned  them  ontiie  way;  and  hither  are 
they  coming  to  offer  you  fervice. 

i^am.  He  that  plays  the  king,  fhall  be  ^elcome; 
his  m.ajefty  lhall  have  tribute  of  me  :  the  adventurous 
knight  fhall  ufe  his  foil,  and  target  ;  the  lover  fhall 
not  figh  gratis';  the  humorous  m.an  fliall  end  his  part 
in  peace  :  the  clov/n  fhall  make  thofe  laugh,  whofe 
lungs  are  tickled  o'  the  fere  ;  and  the  lady  fhall  fay 
her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  verfe  fliall  halt  for't. — 
V/hat  players  are  they  ? 

RcJ\  E/en  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  fuch  delight 
in,  the  tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ham.  How  chances  it,  they  travel  ?  their  refidence,^ 
both  in  reputation  and  profit,  was  better  both  wayst 

Rof,  I  think,  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means 
of  their  late  innovation. 

Fiam,  Do  they  hold  the  fame  eftimation  they  did- 
when  I  was  in  the  city  ?  Are  they  fo  follow 'd  ? 

Rof.  No,  indeed  they  are  not. 


At^  11. 


HAMLET. 


^33 


Ham,  How  comes  it  ?  Do  they  grow  m&y  } 

Rof,  Nay^  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted 
pace  :  But  there  is,  an  aiery  of  children,  little  eyafes, 
that  cry  out  on  the  top  of  quellion,  and  are  moft  tyran- 
nically clapp'd  for 't:  thefe  are  now  the  fafhion  ;  and 
fo  berattle  the  common  ftages,  (lb  they  call  them)  that 
many,  wearing  rapiers,  are  afraid  of  goofe  quills,, 
and  dare  fcarce  come  thither. 

i/tf/y^.- What,  are  they  children?  Who  maintains 
*em  ?  how  are  they  efcoted  ?  Will  they  purfue  the 
quality  no  longer  than  they  can  fmg  ?  will  they  not 
fay  afterwards,  if  they  lliould  grow  themfelves  to 
common  players,  (as  it  is  moft  like,  if  their  means 
are  no  better)  their  writers  do  them  wrong,  to  make 
them  exclaim  againft  their  own  fucceffion  ? 

Rof.  'Faith,  tnerc  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  fides ; 
and  the  nation  holds  it  no  lin,  to  tarre  them  on  to  con- 
troverfy  :  There  v/as,  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for 
argument,  unlefs  the  poet  and  the  player  went  tocufFi 
in  the  queftion. 

Ham.  Is  it  poifible  ? 

Gull.  O,  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of 
brains. 

Ham.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 
Rof.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord  ;  Hercules  and  hi$ 
load  too. 

Ha7n.  It  is  not  very  ftrange :  for  my  uncle  is  king 
of  Denmark  ;  and  thofe,  that  would  make  mouths  at 
him  while  my  father  liv'd,  give  twenty,  forty,  fifty, 
an  hundred  ducats  a-piece,  for  his  pidure  in  little. 
There  is  fomething  in  this  more  than  natural,  if  phi- 
lofophy  could  find  it  out. 

[Fkurijb  cfmtrumpets. 

Guil.  There  are  the  players. 

Hajn.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfineur. 
Your  hands.  Come  then  :  the  appurtenance  of  wel- 
come is  f§Lfh'ion  and  ceremony :  let  me  comply  with 
you  in  jfiis  garb;  left  my  extent  lo  the  players, 
which, '  I-tell  you,  muft  fhew  fairly  outward,  fhould 
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rnore  appear  like  entertainment  than  yours.  Yoa 
are  welcome :  but  my  uncle-father,  and  aunt-mother, 
are  deceived. 

GmL  In  what>  my  dear  lord  ? 

Ham^  I  am  but  mad  north-north- weft :  when  the 
wind  is  foutherly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  hand-faw. 
Ejiter  Polonius, 

Pol,    Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen! 

Ha?n,  Hark  you,  Guildenilern  ; — and  you  too  ; — 
at  each  ear  a  hearer  :  That  great  baby,  you  fee  there, 
is  not  yet  out  of  his  fwadl^ng-ciouts. 

Rof.  Ilaply^  he's  the  fecond  time  come  to  them  ; 
for,  they  fay,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ha?n,  1  will  prophefy,  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the 
players  ;  mark  it. — Yoij  fay  light,  fir  :  on  Monday 
morning;  'twas  then,  indeed. 

PoL  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham,  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. — Whea 
Rofciuswas  ana6lor  in  Rome,  

PoL  The  adors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Buz,  buz  ! 

PoL  Upon  mine  honour,  

Ham,  'Then  cafm  each  aMor  on  his  afsy — 

PcL  The  bell  adlcrs  in  the  world,  either  for  tra- 
gedy, comedy,  hiilory,  paftoraL  paftoral-comical,  hif- 
torical-palloral,  tragical-hiitorical,  ( tragical-comical — 
liilloricai-palloral,)  fcene  undividable,  or  poem  unli- 
mited :  Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautus  too 
light:  For  the  law  of  writ,  and  the  liberty,^  thefe 
are  the  only  men. 

Ham.  Q  Jephihay  judge  of  Jfrael, — what  a  treafure 
hadil  thou  ! 

PoL  What  treafure  had  he,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  W  liy, —  One  fair  daughter,  and  no  more. 
The  m:hich  he  loued pajjing  ^elL 

PoL  Still  on  my  daughter.  \^Afde\ 

Ha77i,  Am  I  not  i'  the  right,  old  Jephtha  ? 

PoL  If  you  call  me  Jephtha,  my  lord,  I  have  a 
daughter,  that  Hove  paKIing  well. 
Hafn,  Nay,  that  follows  not. 
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PoL  What  follows  then,  my  lord  ? 
Ham,    Why,  as  By  lot,  God  mjot, — and  then,  you 
know,  //  came  to  pafs.  As  moji  like  it  avasy — The  firil 
row  of  the  pious  chanlon  will  (hew  you  more ;  for  look, 
v/here  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  four  or fi^~ue  Players, 
You  are  welcome,  mafters ;  welcome,  all : — T  am  glad 
to  fee  thee  well : — Nvelcome,  good  friends. "-~0,  old 
friend  !  Why,  thy  face  is  valanc'd  iince  I  faw  theelaft  ; 
Gom'fl  thou  to  beard  me  in  Denmark  ? — What !  my 
young  lady  and  miftrefs  !  By-r -lady,  your  ladylliip  is 
nearer  to  heaven,  than  when  I  faw  laft,  by  the  altitude 
of  achioppine.  Pray  God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of 
uncurrent  gold,  be  not  crack'd  within  the  ring. — 
Mailers,  you  are  all  welcome.  We'll  e'en  to 't  like 
French  falconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we  fee  :  We'll  have 
a  fpeech  ftraight  :  Come,  give  us  a  taile  of  your  qua- 
lity ;  come,  a  palTionate  fpeech. 

I  Flay,  What  fpeech,  my  good  lord  ? 
Ham,  \  heard  thee  fpsak  me  a  fpeech  once, — but  it 
was  never  a£led ;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once  :  for 
the  play.,  I  remember,  pleas'd  not  the  million:  twas 
caviare  to  the  general  :  but  it  was  (as  I  receiv'd  it, 
and  others,  v  hofe  judgments,  in  fuch  matters,  cried 
in  the  top  of  mine)  an  excellent  play  ;  well  digelled 
in  the  fcenes,  fet  down  with  as  much  modelly  as  cun- 
ing.  I  remember,  one  faid,  there  were  no  fallets  in 
the  lines,  to  make  the  matter  favoury ;  nor  no  matter 
in  the  phrafe  that  might  indite  the  author  of  affcdion  : 
but  caliM  it,  an  honeil  method  ;  as  wholefome  as  fweet, 
and  by  very  much  more  handfbmc  than  fine.  One 
fpeech  in  it  I  chiefly  lov'd  :  'twas  /£neas'  tale  lo  Dido  ; 
and  there  about  of  it  efpecially,  v/here  he  fpeaks  .of 
Priam's  flaughter  ;  If  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin 
at  this  line  ;  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  ; — 

The  rugged  Pyrrhiis — like  the  Hjrcanlan  hsafi, — 'tis 
not  fo;  it  begins  v/ith  Pyrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus , — he,  ^uhofe  fable  arms. 
Black  as  his  purpofe.  did  the  night  refembU 
When  he  lay  couched  Z*?  the  omincus  horje.-^ 
Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexivn  fmar^ d 
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With  heraldry  more  difmal :  head  to  foot 

jNon^v  is  he  total  gules  j  horridly  tricked 

With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  fons  y 

Bak^d  and  imfafted  ivith  the  parching  Jlrests, 

That  lend  a  tyrrannous  and  a  damned  light 

To  their  lord's  murder :  Roafted  in  <wrath  and  fire. 

And  thus  o'^er-fi^ed  uoith  coagulate  gore. 

With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellijh  Pyrrhus 

Old  gran  dfire  Priam feeks  :■  So,  proceed  you. 

Pol.  'Fore  God,    my  lord,  well  fpoken  ;  with 
good  accent,  and  good  difcretion. 
I  Play.  Anon  he  finds  him. 
Striking  too  Jhort  at  Greeks  ;  his  antique  fword, 
P>.ehellio^4^  to  his  arm,  lies  <where  it  falls, 
'Repugnant  to  command  :  U?2equal  matched, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives  j  in  rage,  firikes  ivide  y 
But  "Jjith  the  ^-whiff  and  nvind  of  his  fell  fword 
The  unner-ved  father  falls.     Then  fenfelefs  llium^ 
Seeming  to  feel  this  hloixj,  nvith  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  hafe  ;  and  ujith  a  hideous  crajh 
Takes  prifoner  Pyrrhus^  ear  ;  for,  lo  I  his  fword, 
Which  uoas  declining  on  the  milky  head 
Of  reaver  end  Priam,  feem^d  P  the  air  to  flick: 
So,  as  a.  painted  tyrant  ^  Pyrrhus  flood  ; 
And,  like  a  neutral  to  his  ^jjHI  and  ?natter. 
Did  nothing. 

But,  as  njje  often  fee,  againft  fome  ftorm, 
A  filence  in  the  heauens,  the  rack  fland flill, 
The  hold  ^jinds  fpeechlefs,  and  the  orb  helo^ 
As  hujh  as  death  ;  anon,  the  dreadful  thunder 
Both  rend  the  region  :  So,  after  Pyrrhus'  parfe, 
A  roufed  ^vengeance  fets  him  nevj  a-ivork  ; 
And  ne  ver  did  the  Cyclops'  hammer:  fall 
On  Mars'  armour,  forg'd for  proof  et erne. 
With  lefs  remorfe  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  fword 

No'W  falls  on  Priam,  ■ 

Out,  cut,  thou  ft  rumpet  Fortune  !  All  you  gods. 
In  general  Jynod,  take  a-voay  her  po'wer  : 
Break  ail  thefpokes  and  fellies  from  her  ^heel. 
And  boivl  the  round  na^e  do^xvn  the  hill  of  heaven, 
As  Urw  as  tc  the  fiends  ! 
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Pol,  This  is  too  long. 

Ham*  It  fhall  to  the  barber's  with  your  beard. — 

Pr'ythee,  fay  on  :  He's  for  a  jigg,  or  a  tale  of 

bawdry,  or  he  fleeps : — fay  on  ;  come  to  Hecuba. 

I  Play.   Butnjoho,  O  ^oe  /  had  feen  the  mohled 

queen,  

Ham,  The  mobled  queen  ? 
PoL  That's  good  ;  mobled  queen  Is  good. 
1  Pla^/.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  doivn,  threafning  the 
fames 

With  bi£on  rheum  :  a  clout  upon  that  head. 
Where  late  the  diadem  flood  :  and,  far  a  robe. 
About  her  lank  and  all  0^ er -teemed  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up  : 
Who  this  had  feen  y  'with  tongue  in  'venom  feep^d. 
Gain  ft  fortune"  s  ft  ate  ^ould  treafon  ha'ue  pronounc''  d  : 
But  if  the  gods  themfel^es  did  fee  her  then. 
When  floe  fai.v  Fyrrbus  make  malicious  fport 
In  mincing  ^ith  his  fvord  her  hufland'' s  limbs  ; 
The  infant  burft  of  clamour  that  floe  made, 
{Unlefs  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all ) 
Would  ha^e  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of,heaueny 
And paf/ion  in  the  gods ,  v 

FoL  Look,  whe'r  he  has  not  turn'd  his  colour, 
and  has  tears  in's  eyes. — Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Ham,  'Tis  well  ;  PlI  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  rell 
■of  this  foon  — Good  my  lord,  w  ill  you  fee  the  players 
well  beflow'd  ?  Do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well  ufed; 
for  they  are  the  abflrad,  and  brief  chronicles  of  the 
time ;  After  your  death,  you  were  better  have  a  bad 
epitaph,  than  their  ill  report  while  you  live. 

Pol,  My  lord,  I  will  ufe  them  according  to  their 
defer  t. 

Ham,  Odd's  bodikins,  man,  much  better:  Ufe 
every  man  after  his  defert,  and  w^ho  {liall  'fcape  whip- 
ping ?  Ufe  them  after  your  o\vn  honour  and  dignity  : 
The  lefs  they  deferve,  the  moremerit  is  in  your  bounty. 
Take  them  in. 

Pel,  Come,  firs.  \Bxit  Polonius. 
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Ham.  Follow  him,  friends :  we'll  hear  a  play  to- 
morrow.— Doft  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ;  can  you 
play  the  murder  of  Gonzago  ? 

I  Play,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha*t  to-morrow  night.  You  could,  for 
a  need,  ftudy  a  fpeech  of  fome  dozen  or  fixteen  lines, 
which  I  would  fet  down,  and  infert  in't?  could  you 
not  ? 

I  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  lord  ;  and  look  you 
mock  him  not. — My  good  friends,  [To  Rofincrantr^ 
and  GtrJdenflern.']  Til  leave  you  till  night:  you  are 
welcome  to  Elfmeur. 

Rof.  Good,  my  lord.  [_Exeunt  Rof.  and  GuiL 

Ham,  Ay,  fo,  God  bewi'  you: — Now  I  am  alone. 
O,  \s  hat  a  rogue  and  peafant  flave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monflrous,  that  this  player  here. 
But  in  a  fidlion,  in  a  dream  of  paflion. 
Could  force  his  foul  fo  to  his  own  conceit. 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  vifage  warm'd ; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  diftradlion  in's  afped, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  fundlion  fuiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit  ?  And  all  for  nothing  ! 
For  Hecuba ! 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  (hould  weep  for  her  ?  What  would  he  do 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  paflion. 

That  I  have  ?  He  w^ould  drown  the  ftage  with  tears. 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  fpeech  ; 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free. 

Confound  the  ignorant ;  and  amaze,  indeed. 

The  very  faculty  of  eyes  and  ears. 

Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rafcal,  peak. 
Like  Jo'hn-a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  caufe. 
And  can  fay  nothing  ;  no,  not  for  a  king. 
Upon  whofe  property,  and  moil  dear  life, 
A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.    Am  I  a  coward  ? 
Who  calls  me  villain  ?  breaks  my  pate  acrofs  ? 
Plucks  olF my  beard,  and  blov's  it  in  my  face? 
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Tweaks  me  by  the  nofe  ?  gives  me  the  lye    the  throat. 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?  who  does  me  this  ? 

ila !  Why  I  lliould  take  it :  for  it  cannot  be. 

But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppreinon  bitter  ;  or,  ere  this, 

I  fhould  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  flave's  ofFai :  Bloody,  bawdy  villain  \ 

Remorfelefs,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindlefs  villain  ! 

Why,  what  an  afs  am  I !  This  is  mofl  brave ; 

That  I  thefon  of  a  dear  father  murder'd. 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven,  and  hell, 

Mufl,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  v/cr  Js. 

And  fall  a  Curling,  like  a  very  drab, 

A  fcullion  ! 

Fie  upon't  !  foh  ! 

About  my  brains !  Hum!  I  have  heard. 

That  guilty  creatures,  fitting  at  a  play. 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  fcene 

Been  druck  fo  to  the  foul,  that  prefently 

They  have  proclaimed  clieir  malefadlions  : 

For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  fpeak 

With  moft  miraculous  organ.    I'll  have  thefe  players 

Play  fomething  like  the  murder  of  my  father. 

Before  mine  uncle  :  Til  obferve  his  looks  ; 

ril  tent  him  to  the  quick;  if  he  do  blench, 

I  know  my  courfe.    Thefpirit,  that  I  have  feeh. 

May  be  a  devil  :  and  the  devil  hath  power 

To  affume  a  pleafmg  fliape  ^  yea  and  perhaps. 

Out  of  my  weaknefs,  and  my  melancholy, 

(As  he  is  verypot(^nt  withfuch  fpirits) 

Abufes  me  to  damn  me  :  I'll  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this ;  The  play's  the  thing, 

Wherein  I'll  catch  the  confcience  of  the  king.  \^Exit\ 
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A    C    T     III.        SCENE  L 

The  Palace. 

Enter  King,   ^een,    Polonius,   Ophelia,  Rcfencrant^f 
and  Guildenfiern, 

King,    AND  can  you  by  no  drift  of  conference 

jL^et  from  hirn,  why  he  puts  on  this  confufion  \ 
Grating  fo  har&ly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Rpf,  He  does  confefs,  he  feels  himfelf  dlilrafled ; 
But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpeak. 

GtdL  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded  ; 
But,  with  a  crafty  madnefs,  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  confeiTion 
Of  his  true  Rate. 

^cen.  Did  he  receive  you  ^^'ell  ? 

Rcf,  Moil  like  a  gentleman. 

GuiL  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofition. 

Rof.  Niggard  of  quellion ;  but,  of  our  demands^ 
Mofl  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  aflay  him 
To  any  paflime  ? 

Rof.  Madam,  it  fo  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way  :  of  thefe  we  told  him  | 
And  there  did  feem  in  hin*  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it  :  They  are  here  about  the  court ; 
And,  as  J  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tis  moft  true  ; 
And  he  befeech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majeflies. 
To  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  it  doth  much  conte  nt  me 
To  hear  him  fo  inclined. 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge. 
And  drive  his  purpofe  on  to  thefe  delights. 

Rof.  We  fiiall,  my  lord.        [^Exeunt  Rof  and  GuiL 

Ki7zg.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too: 
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For  we  have  clofely  fent  for  Hamlet  hither ; 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
AfFront  Ophelia, 

Her  father,  and  myfelf  (lawful  efpials) 
Will  fo  beftow  ourfelves,  that,  feeing,  unfeen, 
Vv^e  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge ; 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav'd. 
If 't  be  the  afHidion  of  his  love,  or  no. 
That  thus  he  fuffers  for. 

^een,  I  fhall  obey  you  ;  

And,  for  my  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wilh. 

That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 

Of  Hamlet's  wildnefs  ;  fo  fhall  I  hope,  your  virtues 

Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again. 

To  both  your  honours. 

Oph,  Madam,  I  wiih  it  may.  [^Exit  O^ueen*, 

Pol,  Ophelia,  walk  you  here  :-  Gracious,  fo 

pleafe  you, 

We  v/ ill  beftow  ourfelves : — Read  on  thisbcok  ; 

[To  Ophelia. 

That  fliew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 

Your  lonelinefs. — We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, — 

'Tis  too  much  prov'd, — that,  with  devotion's  vifage,. 

And  pious  adion*  we  do  fugar  o'er 

The  devil  himfelf. 

King,  O,  'tis  too  true!  how  fmart 
A  lafli  that  fpeech  doth  give  my  confcience  !  {^AJide.'. 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beauty  with  plall'ring  art, 
Is'  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it. 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  molt  painted  \vord  : 
O  heavy  burden  ! 

PoL  I  hear  him  coming  ;  let's  \vithdraw,  my  lord^ 

[^Exeunt.King  and  Poloniust 
E7iier  Hajnlet, 

Ham,  To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  queflion  ;— 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  fuifer 
The  flings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune  ; 
Or  to  take  arms  againft  a  fea  of  troubles. 
And,  by  oppofmg,  end  them  ? — To  die  '^^ — to  -le^p— - 
Mo  morev^ — and,  by  a  fleep,  to  fay  v.  e  end 
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The  heart-ach,  and  the  thoufand  natural  fhocks 
That  flefh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  confunimation 
Devoutly  to  be  wilh'd.    To  die  ; — to  fleep  ; — 
To  lleep  !   perchance,  to  dream  ; — Ay,  there's  the 
rub  ; — 

For  in  that  fleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come. 

When  we  have  Ihuffled  ofF  his  mortal  coil, 

Muft  give  us  paufe  :  There's  the  refped. 

That  makes  calamity  of  fo  long  life  : 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  time. 

The  oppreffor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely. 

The  pangs  of  defpis'd  love,  the  law's  delay. 

The  infolence  of  office,  and  the  fpurns  ' 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 

When  he  himfeif  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin  !  who  would  fardels  bear. 

To  groan  and  fweat  under  a  weary  life  ; 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  death,  > 

The  undifcover'd  country,  from  w^ ho fe  bourn 
No  traveller  returns — puzzles  the  will  ; 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  v/e  have. 
Than  fly  to  others  that  w  e  know  not  of  I 
Thus  confcience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  refoluiion 
Is  fickly'd  o'er  with  the  pale  call  of  thought  ; 
And  enterprize^  of  great  pith  and  moment. 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  away. 
And  lofe  the  nam.e  of  adion. — Soft  you  now  ! 

The  £iir  Ophelia  ? — Nymph,  in  thy  crifons 
Be  all  my  ilns  remember'd. 

Oph,  Good  my  lord. 
How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Ham,  I  humbly  thank  you  ;  well. 

Oph.  My  lord,  1  have  remembrances  cf  yoursj 
That  1  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver  ; 
1  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I  ; 
I  never  gave  you  aught. 

Oph.  My  honoured  lord,  you  know  right  v,  el]^  yovi 
did; 
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And  with  them,  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compos'd 
As  made  the  things  more  rich  :  their  perfume  loH^ 
Take  thefe  again  ;  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Ha,  ha!  are  you  honeft  ? 
Oph.  My  lord  ? 
Ham.  Are  you  fair  ? 
Oph.  What  means  your  lordfhip  ? 
Ham.  That,  if  you  be  honeil,  and  fair,  you  fliould 
admit  no  dircourfe  to  your  beauty, 

Oph.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce 
than  with  honefty  < 

Ham.  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  fooner 
transform  honefty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd,  than  the 
force  of  bonefly  can  tranflate  beauty  into  its  likenefs  : 
this  was  fometime  a  paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives 
it  proof.    I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 
Hafn.  You  fhould  not  have  believ'd  me  :  for  virtue 
cannot  fo  inoculate  our  old  flock,  but  we  lhall  relidi 
of  it  :  I  lov'd  you  not. 

Oph.  I  v>  as  the  more  deceiv'd. 
Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery  ;  Why  would'il  thou 
be  a  breeder  of  llnners  ?  I  am  myfelf  indifferent  honeft  ? 
but  yet  I  could  accufe  me  of  fuch  things,  that  it  were 
.  better,  my  mother  had  not  borne  me :  I  am  very  proud, 
revengeful,  ambitious  ;  with  more  offences  at  my  back, 
than  1  have  thoughts  to  put  tliem  in,  imagination  to 
give  them  lhape,  or  time  to  a6l  them  in :  What  fhould 
luch  fellovv  s  as  1  do  crawling  between  earth  and  hea- 
ven ^  We  are  arrant  knaves,  all  ;  believe  none  of  us  : 
Go  thy  ways  to  a  nunaery.    Where's  your  father? 
Oph.  At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  lliutupon  him  ;  that  he  may 
play  the  fool  no  where  but  in's  own  houfe.  Farewell. 

Oph.  O  help  him,  you  fweet  heavens  ! 

Ham..  If  thou  doll  marry,  I'll  give  the  this  plague 
for  thy  dowry;  Be  thou  as  chafte  as  ice,  as  pure  as 
faow;  thou  ihalt  not  efcape  calumny.    Get  thee  to  a 
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nunnery;  farewell:  Or,  if  thou  wilt  neeJs  marry, 
marry  a  fool  ;  for  wife  men  know  well  enough,  what 
monfters  you  make  of  them.  To  a  nunnery,  go ;  and 
quickly  too.  Farewell. 

Opb,  Heavenly  powers,  rellore  him  ! 

Ham,  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too  well 
enough ;  God  hath  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make 
ycurfelves  another:  you  jig,  you  amble,  and  you 
lifp,  and  nick-name  God's  creatures,  and  make  your 
wantonnefs  your  ignorance  :  Go  to;  I'll  no  more  oPt; 
it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  fay,  we  will  have  no  more 
marriages :  thofe  that  are  married  already,  all  but  one 
lhall  live  ;  the  rell  fhall  keep  as  they  are.  To  a  nun- 
nery, go.  \_Exit  Hamlet. 

Oph.  O,  w  hat  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrow  n  ! 
The  courtier's,  foidier's,  fcholar's  eye,  tongue,  fword; 
The  expediancy  and  rofe  of  the  fair  H.ite, 
The  glafs  of  fafliion,  and  the  mold  of  form. 
The  oblerv'd  of  all  obfervers  1  quite,  quite  down  1 
And  I,  of  ladies  mofl  dejed  and  wretched. 
That  fuck'd  the  honey  of  his  mufic  vows. 
New  fee  that  noble  and  moll  fovereign  reafon. 
Like  Iweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harlh  ; 
That  unv.jatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth, 
Bladed  v/ith  ecftafy  :  O,  woe  is  me  ! 
To  have  feen  w  hat  I  have  feen,  fee  what  I  fee  \ 
Re-enter  King,  and  Polcnius, 

King.  Love  !  his  affedions  do  not  that  way  tend  ; 
Nor  v;hat  he  fpake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little. 
Was  not  like  madneii.    There's  fomething  in  his  fouL 
O'er  w  hich  his  melancholy  fits  on  brood  ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch  and  the  difclofe, 
V/iil  be  fome  dangler  ;  Which,  for  to  prevent, 
1  have,  in  quick  deternii nation. 
Thus  fet  it  dov.  n  ;  He  ihall  with  fpced  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  negleded  tribute  : 
Haply,  thefeas,  and  countries  different. 
With  variable  objeds,  fliali  expel 
This  fomething  fettled  matter  in  his  heart  ; 
Wherccn  his  brains  illl  bCiiiing,  ruts  him  thus  • 
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From  faihion  of  himfelf.    What  think  you  on't  ? 

Pol.  It  faall  do  well :  Bat  yet  do  I  believe 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  negledled  love, — How  now,  Ophelia? 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  faid  ; 
We  heard  it  all. — My  lord,  do  as  you  pleafe  ; 
Bat,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play. 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  Hiew  his  grief ;  let  her,be  round  with  him  j 
And  Pil  be  plac'd,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference  ;  If  flie  find  hirn  not, 
To  England  fend  him  ;  or  conSne  him,  where 
Your  wifdom  befl  fhail  think. 

King.  It  fnall  be  fo  : 
Madnefs  in  great  ones  muH  not  unwatch'd  go.  {^Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
A  HalL 

Enter  Hamkt,  and  t^o  or  three  of  the  Players,  . 

h'am.  Speak  the  fpeech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronoimc'd 
it  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue  :  but  if  you  mouth 
it,  as  many  of  our  players  do,  1  had  as  lieve  the  tov/n" 
crier  fpoke  my  lines.  Nor  do  not  faw  the  air  too  much 
with  your  hand,  thus;  but  ufe  all  gently  :  for  in  the 
very  torrent,  tempeil,  and  (as  I  may  fay)  whirlwind 
of  your  paffion,  you  muft  acquire  and  beget  a  tem- 
perance, that  may  give  it  fmoothnefs.  O,  it  offends 
me  to  the  foul,  to  hear  a  robudious  perriwig-pated 
fellow  tear  a  palTion  to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  fplit 
the  ears  of  the  groundlings  ;  who,  for  the  moll  part, 
ire  capable  of  nothing  but  inexplicable  dumb  Ihews, 
and  noife  :  I  would  have  fuch  a  fellov/  whipp'd  for 
o'er- doing  Termagant;  it  out-herods  Herod :  Pray 
you,  avoid  it. 

I  Play.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Havj.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own 
iifcretion  be  your  tutor:  fuit  the  adlion  to  the  word, 
the  word  to  the  adion ;  with  his  fpecial  obfervance, 
that  you  overHep  not  the  m.odefty  of  nature:  For  any 
thing  fo  over-done  is  from  the  purpofe^of  playing. 


HAMLET. 


Ja  ILL 


whofe  end,  both  at  the  firft,  and  now,  was^  and  is, 
to  hold  as  'twere  the  mirror  up  to  nature  ;  to  fhew 
virtue  her  own  feature,  fcorn  her  own  image,  and  the 
very  age  and  body  of  the  time  his  form  and  prefiure. 
Now  this,  over-done,  or  come  tardy  off,  though  it 
make  the  unfkilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judi- 
cious grieve  ;  the  cenfure  of  which  one,  mail,  in  your 
allowance,  o'er- weigh  a  whole  theatre  of  others.  O, 
there  be  players,  that  I  have  feen  play., — and  heard 
others  praife,  and  that  highly, ---not  to  fpeak  it  pro- 
fanely, that,  neither  having  the  accent  of  ehriilians, 
nor  the  gait  of  chriftian,  pagan,  nor  man,  have  fo 
fcrutted,  and  bellow 'd,  that  I  have  thought  fome  of 
nature's  journeymen  had  made  men  and  not  made 
them  well,  they  imitated  humanity  fo  abominably. 

I  Play.  1  hope^  we  have  reformed  that  indiiFerently 
with  us, 

Ham.  O,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  thofe,  that 
play  your  clovvns,  fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  fjr 
them:  For  there  be  of  them,  that  will  themfeives 
laugh,  to  fet  on  fome  quantity  of  barren  fpedlators  to 
laugh  too ;  though,  in  the  mean  time,  fome  necefiary 
queilion  of  the  play  be  then  to  be  conlidered  ;  that's 
villainous  ;  and  fhev/s  a  moft  pitiful  ambition  in  the 
fool  that ufes  it.    Go,  make  yoa  ready. — ■ 

\_Exeunt  Players, 
Enter  Polonius,  Rofettcrantz,  and  Guildcnjlern, 
How  now,  my  lord  ?  will  the  king  hear  thi^  piece  of 
work  ? 

Pol.  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  prefently. 

Ham.  Bid  the  players  make  hafle. —  {Exit  Pel. 
Will  you  two  help  to  haften  them? 

Both.  Ay,  my  lord.  {Exeunt  Rof^  and  GuiL- 

Ham.  What,  ho ;  Horatio  ! 

Enter  Horatio. 

Hor.  Here,  fweet  lord,  at  your  fervlce. 

Ham.    Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  juft  a  man 
As  e'er  my  converfation  cop'd  withal. 

Hor.  O  my  dear  lord,  > 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter  : 
For  ^^  hat  advancement  may  I  hope  from,  thee. 
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That  no  revenue  haft,  but  thy  good  fplrits. 
To  feed,  and  clothe  thee  ?   Why  (hould  the  poor  be 
flatter'd  ? 

No,  let  the  candy 'd  tongue  lick  abfurd  pomp  ; 

And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee, 

Wiiere  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Doll  thou  hear? 

Since  my  dear  foul  vvas  miftrefs  of  her  choice. 

And  could  of  men  diftinguifh,  her  eledlion 

Hat>i  feaPd  thee  for  herfelf :  for  thou  haft  been 

As  one  in  fnfFering  all,  that  fuft*ers  nothing  ; 

A  man,  that  fortune's  buftets  and  rewards 

Haft  ta'en  with  equal  thanks :  and  bleft  are  thofe, 

Vv^hcfe  blood  and  judgment  are  fo  well  co-mingled  ; 

That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 

To  found  what  ftop  the  pleafe  :  Give  me  that  man 

Thr.t  is  not  palTion's  ftave,  and  I  will  wear  him 

In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart. 

As  I  do  thee. — Something  too  much  of  this. — 

There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king  : 

One  fcene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumftance. 

Which  I  have  told  thee,  of  my  father's  death. 

I  pr'ythee,  when  thou  fee'ft  that  ad:  a- foot. 

Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  foul 

Obferve  my  uncle  :  if  his  occulted  guilt 

Do  not  itfelf  unkennel  in  one  fpeech. 

It  is  a  damned  ghoft  that  we  have  feen ; 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 

As  Vulcan's  ftithy  :  Give  him  heedful  note  : 

For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face  ; 

And,  after  we  will  both  our  judgements  join 

Incenfure  of  his  feeming. 

Hor,  Well,  my  lord : 
If  he  fteal  aught,  the  Avhilft  this  play  is  playing, 
And  fcape  dete£ling,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  play  ;  1  muft  be  idle* 
Get  you  a  place. 

DaniJI:?  march.    A  flcurijh. 

Enter  Kingy  Qjieeny  Polonins,  Ophelia,  Rofe-icraniz^ 
Guildenjierny  and  others, 

^/.v^.  H.'W  fares  our  coufm  Hamlet? 
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Ham.  Excellent,  i'  faith  ;  of  the  camelion's  difh  : 
I  eat  t  ie  air,  promife-cram'd :  you  cannot  feed  on 
capons  fo. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  anfwer,  Hamlet ; 
thefs  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now — Mj  lord,  you  play'd 
once  i' the  univerfity,  you  fay  [To  Polonius. 

PoL  That  I  did,  my  lord  :  and  was  accounted  a 
good  a<5tor. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  ena6l  ? 

PoL  I  did  enad  Julius  Casfar :  I  was  kill'd  i'  the 
Capitol ;  Brutus  kiil'd  me. 

Ham,  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  fo  capital  a 
calf  there— Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  lord;  they  Hay  upon  your  patience. 

^een.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  fit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  mother,  here's  metal  more  attra6live. 

Pol.  O  ho  !  do  you  mark  that  ?  \_To  the  King, 

Ham,  Lady,  lhall  I  lie  in  your  lap  ? 

\^Lying  doi,vtt  at  Ophelia' s  feet, 

Oph.  No,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 
Oph,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think,  I  meant  country  matters  ? 
Oph,  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 
Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maids'  legs. 
Oph,  What  is,  my  lord? 
Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 
Ham,  Who,  I? 
Oph,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  O  !  your  only  jig-maker.  What  fhould  a 
man  do,  but  be  merry  ?  for,  look  you,  how  cheerfully 
my  mother  looks,  .and  my  father  died  within  thefe  two 
hours. 

Oph.  Nay  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long?  Nav,  then  let  the  devil  wear  black, 
for  iil  have  a  fuit  of  fables.  O  heavens !  die  two 
months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet  ?  Then  there's  nope, 
a  great  man's  memory  may  outlive  his  life  half  a  year  : 
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But,  by'r-lady,  he  muft  build  churches  then  :  or  elfe 
lhall  he  fufFer  not  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby  horfe ; 
whofe  epitaph  is,  Fory  O,  for,  O,  the  hobby  horfe  is 
forgot. 

Trumpets  found.  The  dumb  Jheiv  follow' s . 
Enter  a  King  and  ^een,  ^jery  lovingly  j  the  O^ueen 
embracing  him,  a,nd  he  her.  She  kneels,  and  makes  Jkeixj 
of  protejiations  unto  him.  He  takes  her  up,  and  declines 
his  head  upon  her  neck  :  lays  him  do^n  upon  a  bank  of 
fouuers  ;  Jhe  feeing  him  afeep,  halves  him*  Anon,  comes 
■in  a  fello^-w,  takes  off  his  cro^n,  kiffes  it,  and  pours 
poifon  in  the  King"*  s  ears,  and  exit.  The  ^ueen  returns  ; 
finds  the  King  dead,  and  makes  pajjionate  a^ion.  The 
poifoner,  njjith  fome  tujo  or  three  mutes,  comes  in  again , 
feeming  to  lament  'with  her.    The  dead  body  is  carried 

away.  The  poifoner  wooes  the  S^een  with  gifts ;  Jhe 
feems  loath  and  unwilling  a  while,  hut,  in  the  endy 
accepts  his  lo've,  ^Exeunt* 

Oph,  What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 

Ha^n.  Marry,  this  is  miching  malicho ;  it  means 
mifchief. 

Oph,  Belike,  this  fhow  imports  the  argument  of  the 
play. 

Enter  Prologue, 

Ham,  We  fhall  know  by  this  fellow  :  the  players 
cannot  keep  counfel  ;  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph,  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  fhew  meant  ? 

Ham,  Ay,  or  any  fhew  that  you'll  Ihew  him  : 
Be  not  you  afliam'd  to  Ihew,  he'll  not  fhame  to  tell 
you  what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught ;  I'll  mark 
the  play. 

Pro,      For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy. 

Here  floopiag  to  your  clemency, 
^*  Wc  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 
Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue  or  the  pofy  of  a  ring  ? 
Qph.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 
Ham,  As  woman's  love. 

Vol,  vni,  Q 
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Enter  a  Ki72gy  and  a  ^een. 
P.  King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus'  cart  gone 
round 

Neptune's  fait  wafh,  and  Tellus'  orbed  ground  ; 
And  thirty  dozen  moons,  with  borrowed  Iheen 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been  ; 
Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands. 
Unite  commutual  in  moll  facred  bands. 

P.  ^een.  So  many  journeys  may  the  fun  and  moon 
Makes  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done  !  . 
But,  woe  is  me,  you  are  fo  fick  of  late. 
So  far  from  cheer,  and  from  your  former  flate. 
That  I  diftruft  you.    Yet,  though  I  diftruft, 
Difcomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  muil  : 
For  women  fear  too  much,  even  as  they  love. 
And  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity  ; 
In  neither  ought,  or  in  extremity. 
Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know; 
And  as  my  love  is  fiz'd,  my  fear  is  fo. 
Where  love  is  great,  the  littlefl  doubts  are  fear  ; 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

P.  King.  'Faith,  I  muft  leave  thee,  love,  and  fliort- 
lytoo; 

My  operant  powers  their  funflions  leave  to  do ; 
And  thou  (halt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour'd,  beloy'd ;  and,  haply,  one  as  kind 
For  hulband  fhalt  thou  ■ 

P.  ^een.  O,  confound  the  reft ! 
Such  love  muft  needs  be  treafon  in  my  breafl : 
In  fecond  hufband  let  me  be  accurft  ! 
None  wed  the  fecond,  but  who  kill'd  the  firfl. 

Ham.  That's  wormwood. 

P.  ^een.  The  inflances,  that  fecond  marriage  move. 
Are  bafe  refpeds  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love  : 
A  fecond  time  1  kill  my  hufband  dead. 
When  fecond  hufDind  kiffes  me  in  bed. 

P.  King.  I  do  believe,  you  thiak>  what  now  you  fpe.k: 
•'it  what  we  do  detennins,  oft  we  break, 
urpofe  is  but  the  Have  to  memory  ; 
>f  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity  ! 
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Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  fticks  on  the  tree ; 
But  fall,  unfnaken,  w  hen  they  mellow  be. 
Moll:  neceflkry  'tis,  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourfelves  Avhat  to  ourfelves  is  debt; 
What  to  ourfelves  in  pafTion  we  nropofe. 
The  palTion  ending,  doth  the  purpofe  lofe. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy. 
Their  own  enadures  v/ith  themfelves  deflroy  : 
Where  joy  moH  revels,  grief  doth  mofl  lament ; 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  flender  accident. 
This  \^  orld  is  not  for  av  ;  nor  'tis  not  ftrange. 
That  even  our  loves  fhould  with  our  fortunes  change  5 
For  'tis  a  queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove. 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  elfe  fortune  love. 
Tiie  great  man  down,  you  mark,  his  favourite  flies ; 
The  poor  advanc'd  maizes  friends  of  enemies. 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend  ; 
For  who  not  needs,  (hall  never  lack  a  friend  ; 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 
Dire£lly  feafons  him  his  enemy. 
But,  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, — 
Oap-%vills,  and  fates,  do  fo  contrary  run> 
That  our  devices  flill  are  overthrown ; 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own  ; 
So  think  thou  wilt  no  fecond  hufband  wed ; 
But  die  thy  thoughts,  ^^  hen  thy  £rft  lord  is  dead, 
P.  ^een.  Nor  earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  heaven 
light.!' 

Sport,  and  repofe,  lock  from  me,  day,  and  night! 

To  defperation  turn  my  trufl  and  hope  1 

An  anchor's  cheer  in  prifon  be  my  fcope  ! 

Each  oppof.te,  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy. 

Meet  what  i  v.  ould  have  well,  and  it  dedroy  ! 

Both  here  and  hence,  purfue  me  lalling  ftrife, 

If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife  ! 

Ham,  If  Hie  fhould  break  it  now. —  \To  Oph, 

P.  King,  'Tis  deeply  fworn.    Sweet,  leave  me  here 
a  while ; 

My  fpirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  flsep,  [Sleeps, 
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P,  i^ieen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain; 
And  never  come  mifchance  betwixt  us  twain  I  [^Exit. 
Ham.  Madam,  how  like  yoa  this  play  ? 
O^ueen.  The  lady  doth  protefl  too  much>  methinks. 
Hatn.  O,  but  llie'll  keep  her  word. 
King,  Have  you  heard  the  argument  ?  Is  there  no 
offence  in't  ? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  dobutjefl,  poifon  in  jell  ;  no 
offence  i'  the  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

Ham.  The  moufe-trap.  Marry,  how?  Tropically. 
This  play  is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna  : 
Gonzago  is  the  duke's  name  ;  his  wife  Baptiila  :  you 
ihali  fee  anon  ;  'tis  a  knavifli  piece  of  work:  But 
what  of  that?  your  majelly,  and  we  that  have  free 
fouls,  it  touches  us  not :  Let  the  gail'd  jade  wince, 
our  withers  are  unwrung. — 

Enter  Lucianus. 
This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  duke. 

Opb,  You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love, 
if  I  could  fee  the  puppets  dallying. 

Oph,  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham,  It  would  coft  you  a  groaning  to  take  olF  my 
edge. 

Oph,  Still  better,  and  worfe. 

Ham.  So,  you  miftake  your  hufbands. 

Begin,  murderer.  Leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and 

begin. 

Come — The  croaking  raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Luc.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and 
time  agreeing ; 
Confederate  feafon,  elfe  no  creature  feeing  ; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  coilefted. 
With  Hecat's  ban  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infcded. 
Thy  natural  magic,  and  dire  property. 
On  whoiefome  life  ufurp  immediately. 

\ Pours  the  pQtfon  into  his  ears. 

Ham.  He  poifons  him  i'  the  garden  for  his  eftate. 
His  name's  Gonzago  :  the  flory  is  extant,  and  ^vritten 
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in  very  choice  Italian :  You  ftiall  fee  anon,  how  the 
murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonzago's  wife. 
Oph.ThQ  king  rifes. 
Ham,  What !  frighted  with  falfe  fire  ? 
i^een.  How  fares  my  lord  ! 
Pol.  Give  o'er  the  play. 
King,  Give  me  fome  light : — away  ! 
AIL  Lights,  lights,  lights! 

[  Exeunt  all  hut  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham,  Why,  let  the  ftrucken  deer  go  weep. 
The  hart  ungalled  play  : 
For  fome  muft  watch,  while  fome  muil  Heep ; 
Thus  runs  the  world  away. — 
Would  not  this,  fir,  and  a  forell  of  feathers,  (if  the 
reil  of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me)  with  two 
Provincial  rofes  on  my  rayed  Ihoes,  get  me  a  fellow- 
Ihip  in  a  cry  of  players,  fir  ? 
Hor,  Half  a  lliare. 
Ham,  A  whole  one,  I. 

For  thou  doll  know,  O  Damon  dear. 

This  realm  difmantled  was 
Of  Jove  himfelf ;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very — peacock. 
Hor,  You  might  have  rhym'd. 

Ham,  O,  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghofl's  word 
for  a  thoufand  pound.    Didll  perceive  ? 

Hor,  Very  well,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poifoning, — 

Hor,  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham,  Ah,  ha  ! — Come,  fome  mufic  ;  come,  the  re- 
corders.— 

For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy, 
Why  then,  belike,  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. 
Enter  RofencrantXy  and  Guildevfiern, 
Come,  fome  mufic. 

Guil,  Good  my  lord,  vouchfafe  me  a  word  with  you. 

Ham,  Sir,  a  w  hole  hiflory. 

Gull,  The  king,  lir, — 

Ham,  Ay,  fir,  what  of  him  ? 

Guil,  Is;  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  dlfleniper'd. 
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Ham,  With  drink,  fir  ? 

Guil.  No,  my  lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wifdom  fliould  fhew  itfelf  more  richer, 
to  fignify  this  to  the  doctor  ;  for  me  to  put  him 
to  his  purgation,  w^ould,  perhaps,  plunge  him  into 
more  choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  your  difcourfe  into  fome 
frame,  and  ftart  not  fo  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.  I  am  tame,  fir:  pronounce. 

GuiL  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  moft  great  afflic- 
tion of  fpirit,  hath  fent  me  to  you. 

Ham,  You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtefy  is  not  of 
the  right  breed.  If  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a 
wholefome  anfwer,  I  will  do  your  mother's  command- 
ment: if  not,  your  pardon,  and  my  return,  fhall  be  the 
end  of  my  bufinefs. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

GuiL  What,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholefome  anfwer  ;  my  wit's 
difeas'd  :  But,  fir,  fuch  anfwer  as  I  can  make,  you 
fhall  command;  or,  rather,  as  you  fay,  my  mother: 
therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  matter  :  My  mother, 
you  fay, — 

Rof.  Then  thus  fhe  fays :  Your  behaviour  hath  ilruck 
her  into  amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham.  O  wonderful  fon,  that  can  fo  allonifh  a  mother!  — 
But  is  there  no  fequei  at  the  heels  of  this  mother's 
admiration  ?  impart. 

Rcf  She  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  clofet  ere 
you  go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  fhall  obey,  were  flie  ten  times  our  mo- 
ther.   Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us  ? 

Rof.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  And  do  fliil,  by  thefe  pickers  and  fcealers 

Rof.  Good  lord,  what  is  your  caufe  of  diftemper  ? 
you  do,  lurely,  bar  tiie  door  upon  your  o  vn  liberty, 
\f  you  denv  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham,  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 
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Rof,  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of 
the  king  himfelf  for  your  fucceflion  in  Denmark  ? 

Ham,  Ay,  fir,  but  While  the grafs gro^wSy — the  pro- 
verb is  fomething  mufly. 

Enter  the  Players,  nvith  Recorders,  * 

O,  the  recorders :  let  me  fee  one. — To  withdraw 

with  you  : — Why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind 
ofme>  as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 

GuiL  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love 
is  too  unmannerly. 

Ham,  I  do  not  well  underfland  that.    Will  you  play 
upon  this  pipe  ? 

GuiL  My  lord,  I  cannot. 
Ham,  I  pray  you. 
GuiL  Believe  me,  1  cannot. 
Ham,  I  do  befeech  you. 
GuiL  I  knov/  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 
Ham,  'Tis  as  eafy  as  lying :  govern  thefe  ventages 
with  your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with 
your  mouth,  and  it  will  difcourfe  moll  eloquent  mufic. 
Look  you,  thefe  are  the  Hops. 

GuiL  But  thefe  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance 
of  harmony  ;  I  have  not  the  fkill. 

Ham,  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing 
you  make  of  me !  You  would  play  upon  me  ;  you 
^  would  feem  to  know  my  Hops  ;  you  would  pluck  out 
the  heart  of  my  myftery  ;  yuu  would  found  me  from 
my  low  eft  note  to  the  top  of  my  conipafs:  and  there 
is  much  mufic,  excellent  voice,  in  this  little  organ  ; 
yet  cannot  you  make  it  fpeak.  Why,  do  you  think, 
that  I  am  eafier  to  be  play'd  on  than  a  pipe ;  Call  me 
what  in'lrument  you  './ill,  though  you  can  fret  me, 

you  cannot  play  upon  me.  \^E7iter  P^lonius.']  God 

blefs  you,  fir  ! 

PoL  M  lord,  the  queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and 
prefently. 

Ham,  Do  you  fee  yonder  cloud,  that's  almoft  in 
lhape  of  a  camel  ? 

Pol,  By  t!}e  mafs,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 
Ham,  Methinks  it  is  like  a  weazel. 
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PoL  It  isback'd  like  a  weazel. 
Ham.  Or,  like  a  whale  ? 
PoL  Very  alike  whale. 

Ham,  Then  will  1  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by, — 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. — I  will  come  by 
and  by. 

PoL  I  will  fay  fo. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  eafily  faid.  Leave  me,  friends. 

[Exeunt  Rof,  GuzL  Hor,  i^c. 
'Tis  now  the  very  ./itching  time  of  night ; 
When  church-yards  yawn,  and  hell  itfelf  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world  :  Now  could  1  drink  hot  blood. 
And  do  fuch  bufmefs  as  the  bitter  day 
Would  qual  e  to  look  on.  Soft  ;  now  to  my  mother. — 
O,  heart,  lofe  not  thy  nature  ;  let  not  ever 
The  foul  of  Nero  enter  this  f!rm  bofom  : 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural : 
I  will  fpeak  daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none ; 
My  tongue  and  foul  in  this  be  hypocrites  : 
How  ia  my  words  foever  Ihe  be  Ihent, 
To  give  them  feals  never,  my  foul,  confent  11 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  the  King^   Rofencrantz,  and  Guildenjiern. 

King.  \  like  him  not ;  nor  ftands  it  fafe  with  us. 
To  let  this  madnefs  range.    Therefore  prepare  you  ;  , 
1  your  Gommiilion  w^ili  forthwith  difpatch. 
And  he  to  England  (hall  along  v.  ith  you;. 
The  terms  of  cur  eflate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  \o  neu.r  us,  as  doth  hourly  grow  ' 
Out  of  his  lunes. 

GuiL  We  will  ourfelves  provide  : , 
Moit  holy  and  religious  fiar  it  is 
To  keep  thofe  many  bodies  fafe. 
That  live  and  feed,  upon  your  majefty. 

Rof.  The  fingle  and  peculiar  life  is  bound, 
V/ith  all  the  ftrengthand  armour  of  the  mind,  ^ 
To  keep  itfelf  from  ^noyanre  ;  but  much  more, . 
That  fpirit,  upon  whofe  v/eai  depend  and  reft. 
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The  lives  of  many.    The  ceafe  of  majefly 
Dies  not  alone  ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What's  near  it,  with  it.  It  is  a  malTy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  fummit  of  the  higheft  mount. 
To  whofe  huge  fpokes  ten  thoufand  lelTer  things 
Are  mortis'd  and  adjoined  ;  which,  when  it  falls^, 
Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  confequence. 
Attends  the  boillerous  ruin.    Never  alone 
Did  the  king  figh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  fpeedy  voyage  ; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear. 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Both,  V/e  will  hafle  us.       [Exeunt  Rof.  and  GuiL 
Enter  Polonius, 

Pel.  My  lord,  he's  going  to  his  mother's  clofet ; 
Behind  the  arras  I'll  convey  myfelf. 
To  hear  the  procefs ;  I'll  warrant  fhe'U  tax  him  home: 
And,  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 
'Tis  meet,  that  fome  mere  audience  than  a  mother. 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  f^ould  o'er-hear 
The  fpeech  of  vantage.    Fare  you  well  my  liege  ; 
ril  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
And  tell  you  what  I  know.  {Exit^ 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 
O,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  heaven  ; 
It  hath  the  prim.al  eldell  curfe  upon't, 
A  brother's  murder  I- — Pray  can  I  not. 
Though  inclination  be  as  fiiarp  as  will ; 
My  llronger  guilt  defeats  my  ftrong  intent; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  bufmefs  bound, 
I  Hand  in  paufe  where  1  (hall  firft  begin. 
And  both  negledl.    What  if  this  curfed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itfelf  with  brother's  blood  ? 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweet  heavens. 
To  wafn  it  white  as  inow  ?  Whereto  ferves  mercy. 
But  to  confront  the  vifage  of  offence  ? 
And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  two-fold  force, — 
To  be  fore- flailed,  ere  we  come  to  fall. 
Or  pardon'd,  being  down  ?  Then  I'll  look  up ; 
My  fault  is  pafl.  But  O,  what  form  of  prayer 
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Can  ferve  my  turn  ?  Forgi  ve  me  my  foul  murder  I— 
That  cannot  be  ;  fmce  I  am  Hill  pofTefs'd 
Of  thofe  eiFeds  for  which  I  did  the  murder. 
My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen^ 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  the  oiience  ? 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  fhove  by  juftice  ; 
And  oft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  itfeif 
Buys  out  the  law  :  But  'tis  not  fo  above  :. 
There  is  no  HiuiHing,  there  the  adlion  lies 
In  his  true  nature  ;  and  we  ourfelves  compel] 'd-y 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults. 
To  give  in  evidence.    What  then  ?  what  refts  1 
Try  what  repentance  can  ;  What  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent? 
O  wretched  Hate  !  O  bofom,  black  as  death  f 
O  limed  foul :  that,  Itruggling  to  be  free. 
Art  more  engag'd  !  Help,  angels,  make  allay  ! 
Bow,  ilubborn  knees !  and,  heart,  with  firings  of  flee!,. 
Be  foft  as  (inev/s  of  the  new-born  babe  : 
All  may  be  well !  \The  king  kneels. 

Enter  Hamlet, 
Ham,  New  might  I  do  it,  pat,  now  he  is  praying 
And  now  Til  do't And  fo  he  goes  to  heaven  : 
And  fo  am  I  reveng'd  ?  That  would  be  fcann'd  : 
A  villain  kills  my  father  ;  and,  for  that, 
I,  his  fole  fon,  do  this  fame  villain  fend 
To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  falary,  not  revenge. 

lie  took  my  father  grolHy,  full  of  bread  ; 

With  all  his  crimes  broad-blown,  as  flulh  as  May 

And,  how  his  audit  (lands,  who  knows,  fave  heaven? 

But,  in  our  circumflance  and  courfe  of  thought, 

*Tis  heavy  with  him  :  And  am  I  then  reveng'd. 

To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  foul. 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafon'd  for  his  pa/Tage  ? 

No. 

Up,  fword  ;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  bent : 
When  he  is  drunk,  afleep,  or  in  his  rage; 
Or  in  the  incelluous  pleafures  of  his  bed.; 
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At  gaming,  fwearing ;  or  about  fomc  a;5l 
1  i)at  xhas  rc  rciifh  of  Salvation  in  't  : 
Tijen  trip  liim,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven  3 
And  that  his  ioulmay  be  as  damn'd,  and  black. 
As  he'l,  V  here  CO  it  goes.    My  mother  Itays  : 
Triis  phyfic  bul  pr(  longs  thy  fickly  days.  {Exit. 
Tks  king  rifes. 
King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below: 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go.  \Exk, 

SCENE  IV. 
The  ^een''s  Clofef. 

Enter  ^een,  and  Polonius* 
PoL  He  will  come  ftraight.    Look,  ycu  lay  homtJ 
to  him  : 

Tell  him,  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with ; 
And  that  your  grace  hath  fcreen'd  and  flood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.    I'll  fiience  me  e*en  here. 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Hci?n,  [zuit.binj.  Mother,  mother,  mother  !  

^.een.  Pll  v/arrant  you  ;  fear  r^e  not. 
Withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming.  \^Polcnius hides  himfelf. 
Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now,  mother;  ^\  hat's  the  matter  ? 

(lueen.  Haml-et,  thou  haft  thy  father  mnch  ofTended. 

Ha?n.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

(lueen.  Come,  come,  youanfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Uam.  Go,  go,  you  queflion  V,  ith  a  wicked  tongue. 

Q^ueen,  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  ¥/hat's  the  matter  now  ?  ■ 

^een.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  notfo: 
You  are  the  queen,  your  hufband's  brother's  wife  ; 
And — 'would  it  were  not  fo  ! — you  are  my  mother. 

Qjteen,  Nay,  then  VW  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 

Plam.  Come,  come,  and  fit  you  down  ;  you  fhall 
not  budo-e ; 
You  c^o  not,  'till  i  fet  you  u  ^  a  r^lafs 
Vv  acre  you  may  fee  tne  inmo'i  p  irt  of  you. 

^leen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  wilt  not  murder  me ! 
Hejp,  help,  ho? 
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PoL  iBehmcl.]  What,  ho  !  help  1 

Ham,  How  now  !  a  rat  ? 
Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead. 

[  Hamlet ftrikes  at  Polonius  through  the  arras^ 

PoL  [Behind/.]  O,  I  am  flain. 

Q^ueen,  O  me,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Hatn,  Nay,  I  know  not;  . 
Is  it  the  king? 

^een,  O,  what  a  ralh  and  bloody  d«ed  is  this  ! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed; — almoft  as  bad,  good  mother. 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother, 

^een.  As  kill  ^  king  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  lad/,  'twas  my  word.  

Thou  wretched,  ralh,  intruding  fool,  farewell  ! 

\_To  Polonius^ 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better  ;  take  thy  fortune : 
Thou  find'ft,  to  be  bufy,  is  fome  danger  : 
Iicave  wringing  of  your  hands  :  Peace,  fit  you  down. 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart ;  for  fo  I  fliall. 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  ftuff  ; 
If  damned  cuftom  have  not  braz'd  it  To, 
That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  againft  fenfe.  ^ 

Q^ueen,  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'ft  wag  thy 
tongue 
In  noife  fo  rude  agaift  me? 

Ham»  Such  an  ad. 
That  blurs  the  grace  a.ad  blufh. of  modefty  : 
Calls  virtue,  hypocrite  ;  takes  oft  the  rofe 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love. 
And  fets  a  blifter  there;  makes  marriage  vows 
As  falfeas  dicers'  oaths :  O  !  fuch  a  deed. 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  foul,  and  fweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapfody  of  words :  Heaven's  face  doth  glow  ; 
Yea  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs. 
With  triftful  vifage,  as  againft  the  doom. 
Is  thought-fick  at  the  a£l. 

^een.  Ay  me,  what  a6l. 
That  roars  fo  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index? 

Har/i.  Look  here,  upon  this  pidure,  and  on  this; 
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The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers. 

See,  what  a  grace  was  feated  on  this  bro^v  : 

Hyperion's  curis  ;  the  front  of  Jove  himfelf ; 

An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command  ; 

A  ftation  like  the  herald  Mercury, 

New -lighted  on  a  heaven-ki  fling  hill ; 

A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed. 

Where  every  god  did  feem  to  fet  his  ferd. 

To  give  the  world  aiTurance  of  a  man  : 

This  was  your  hulband: — ^^Lookyou  now,  v^hat  follows: 

Here  is  your  hufband  ;  like  a  mildewed  ear, 

BlalHng  his  Avholefome  brother.    Have  you  eyes  ? 

€ouldyou  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed. 

And  batten  on  this  moor?  Ha  !  have  you  eyes? 

You  cannot -call  it  love  :  for,  at  your  ao  e. 

The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble. 

And  waits  upon  the  judgment ;  And  what  judgmerjt 

Would  ftep  from  this  to  this  ?  Scnfe,  fare,  }ou  have, 

Elfe,  could  you  not  have  motion  :  But  fure,  that  fcnfc 

Is  apoplex'd  ;  for  madnefs  would  not  err ; 

Nor  ftnfe  to  ecflacy  was  ne'er  fo  thrall 'd. 

But  it  referved  fome  quantity  of  choice  ^ 

To  ferve  in  fuch  a  difl'erence.    What  devil  was't. 

That  thus  hathcozen'd  yow  at  hoodman-blind  r 

Eyes,  without  feeling,  feeling  without  nght. 

Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  imelling  fims  all. 

Or  but  a  fickly  part  of  one  true  fenfe 

Could  notfo  mope. 

O  fliame  !  where  is  thy  blufh  ?  Rebellious  hell, 

Jf  thou  canil  mutiny  in  a  matron's  bones. 

To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax. 

And  melt  in  her  own  Hie  :  proclaim  no  ihame. 

When  the  compulfive  ardour  gives  the  charge ; 

Since  froft  itfelf  as  actively  doth  burn. 

And  reafon  panders  will. 

^een.  O  Hamlet,  fpeak  no  more  : 
Thou  turn'il  mine  eyes  into  my  very  foul ; 
/.nd  there  1  fee  fuch  black  and  grained  fpots. 
As  will  not  leave  their  tiu£l. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

Vol.  VilL  P 
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In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  incediious  bed  ; 

Stev/'d  in  corruption;  honeying,  and  making  love 

Over  the  nairy  ftye  ; — 

^ecn.  O,  fpeak  to  me  no  more  ; 
Theie  words  like  dagge]j|  enter  in  mine  ears ; 
No  morc^  fweet  Kamlet. 

Ham.  A  murderer,  and  a  villain  : 
A  Have,  that  is  not  tv/entieth  part  tlie  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  lord  : — a  vice  of  kings : 
A  cutpurfe  of  the  empire  and  the  rule  ; 
Thp.t  from  a  fhelf  the  precious  diadem  Hole:, 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket ! 

Oiiscn,  No  more. 

Enter  Ghoft, 
Ham.  A  king  of  Ihreds  and  patches : — 
Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings. 
You  heavenly  guards  i — What  would  your  gracious 
figure  I 
^.een.  Alas,  he's  mad. 

}lam.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  Ton  to  chide. 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  pamon,  lets  go  by 
The  important  ading  of  your  dread  command  ? 
O,  % ! 

Ghojl.  Do  not  forget:  This  vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  aimofl  blunted  purpofe. 
But,  look !  amazement  on  thy  mother  fits : 
O,  fcep  betvv^een  her  and  her  f  ghting  foul ; 
Conceit  in  weakcfi  bodies  frrongcil  works  ; 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  ? 

Queen.  Alas,  hov/  is^t  with  you  i 
That  you  do  bend  your  eves  on  vacancy. 
And  with  the  incorporeal  air  do  hold  difcourfe  ? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  fpirits  wildly  peep  ; 
And,  as  the  deeping  foldiers  in  the  alarm, 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements, 
Starts  up,  and  Hands  on  end.    O  gentle  fon  1 
Upon  the  heat  and  {l.irne  of  tay  diitemper 
Sprinkle  cool  paiience.     Whereon  do  you  look  r 

Ham.  On  liim  !  on  him  I  Look  youj  how  pale 

he  glares  ! 
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His  form  and  caufe  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  il^ipes. 

Would  make  them  capable. — Do  not  look  upon  me  ; 

Lefl,  wi'iw  this  piteous  action,  you  convert 

My  flern  efFe«5ls  :  then,  what  I  have  to  do 

Will  want  true  colour  ;  tears,  perchance  for  blocd. 

Qjiee?2,  To  whom  do  yoti  fpeak  tliis  ? 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  nothing  there  ? 

^^iec7-7.  Nothing  at  all  ;  yet  all  that  is,  I  f^c. 

Ham,  Nor  did  ycu  no  tiling  hear  ? 

l^een.  No,  nothing,  but  ourfelves. 

Ha?n,  Why,  look  you  there  !  look,  how  it  ile.il^i 
away  ! 

My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv\i  ! 

Look,  v/here  he  goes,  even  now,  owx.  at  tlie  portal  ! 

[Exit  Gh^jL 

^een   This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain  : 
This  bodilefs  creation,  ecflafy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Uam,  Ecftafy  1 
My  pulfe,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time. 
And  makes  as  healthful  mafic  :  It  is  not  madnefs. 
That  I  have  utter'd  :  bring  me  to  the  tell:. 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-yvcrd  ;  which  madnefs 
Would  gambol  from.    Mother,  for  lovs  of  grace. 
Lay  not  that  flattering  un£lion  to  your  foul. 
That  not  your  trefpafs,  but  my  madnefs,  fpeaks  :^ 
It  will  but  Hiin  and  flm  the  ulcerous  place  ; 
Whiles  rank  corruption  mining  all  within, 
Infedls  unfeen.    Confefs  yourklf  to  heaven  ; 
Pvepent  v;  hat's  pall:  ;  avoid  what  is  to  come  ; 
And  do  net  fpread  the  compoH  on  the  v/eeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.    Forgive  me  this  my  virtue : 
For,  in  the  fatncfs  of  thefe  purfy  times. 
Virtue  itfelf  of  vice  mufl  pardon  beg  ; 
Yea,  curb,  and  woo,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Qjicen,  O,  Hamlet  !   thou  hafc  cleft  my  heart  in 
twain. 

Ham,  O,  throw  a.way  the  worfer  part  of  it. 
And  live  the  purer  wiih  the  ether  half. 
Qood  night  :  but  go  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed  ; 
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AfTame  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 

That  mffnjer,  cafiom,  who  allfenfe  doth  eat. 

Of  habits  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this  ; 

That  to  the  ufe  of  adions  fair  and  good 

He  likev  ife  gives  a  frock  or  livery. 

That  ripLy  is  put  on  :  Refrain  to-night 

And  ih::t  lha,il  lend  a  kind  ofeaiineis 

To  the  Lext  cibitinence  :  the  next,  more  eafy  : 

For  ufe  can  almoil:  change  the  ilamp  of  nature. 

And  eiiher  mailer  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 

With  wondrous  potency.    Once  more  good  night  • 

/\nd  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  bleft, 

rii  blcfiing  beg  of  you, — For  this  fame  lard, 

[  PohitiJig  to  Pcloniiiu 
1  do  repent :  Eat  heaven  hath  pleas 'd  it  fo, — 
To  punifn  him  with  me,  and  me  with  this, — 
That  1  mull  be  their  fcourge  and  mdniiler. 
I  will  bellow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.    So,  again  good  night  !— 
1  mail  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind  : 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  vvorfe  remains  behind.. — 
One  word  more,  good  lady. 
(lue^n.  What  fiiall  I  do  ? 

llam.  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do  : 
Let  t'le  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed ; 
Finch  v/anton  on  your  cheek  ;  call  you  his  mc  ufe  ; 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  ki/Tes, 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  v/ith  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
Tliat  I  effentially  am  not  in  madnefs, 
But  m.ad  in  craft.    'Twere  good,  yet  let  hhn  knoW;», 
For  v/ho,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  fober,  wife. 
Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gib,  ^ 
Such  dear  concerning  hide  ?  who  would  do  fo  ? 
No  in  defpight  of  fenfe,  and  fecrecy. 
Unpeg  the  bafket  on  the  houfe's  top. 
Let  the  birds  fly  ;  and,  like  the  famous  ape,. 
To  try  conclufions,  in  the  bafket  creep. 
And  break  your  neck  down. 

^licen.  Be  thou  affur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath,. 
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And  breath  of  Mfc,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hail  faid  to  me. 

Ham,  I  mull;  to  England  ;  you  know  that? 

Alack,  I  had  forgot ;  'tis  fo  concluded  on. 

Ham.  There's  letters  feal'd :  and  my  two  fchool- 

fellows,  

Whom  I  will  trufi:,  as  I  will  adders  fang'd, — 

They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  mull:  fv>  eep  my  Avay, 

And  marfhal  me  to  knavery  :  Let  it  work  ; 

For  'tis  the  fport,  to  have  the  engineer 

Hoifi:  with  his  own  petar :  and  it  iliall  go  hard. 

But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines. 

And  blow  them  at  the  moon  :  O,  'tis  mofl  fweet. 

When  in  one  line  two  crafts  diredlly  meet !— - 

This  man  fhall  fet  m^c  packing. 

I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room : — 

Mother,  good  night: — Indeed  this  counfellor 

is  now  moil  ilill,  mofl:  fecret,  and  moil  grave. 

Who  was  in  life  a  fooliih  Dratine  knave. 

Come,  fiY,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you  : 

Good  night,  mother. 

[Exit  the  ^een,  and HuTnlet  dragging  in  Polonius. 


A  C  T    IV^       SCENE  I. 

A  Royal  Apart?neni . 

Enter  King,  Ojueeny  Rofincrant^,  and  Guildenjlern, 

King.  ^  I  "^HERE'S  m.atter  in  thefe  iighs,  thefepro- 

JL         found  heaves ; 
You  mufl  tranfiate  ;  'tis  fit  we  underhand  them  : 
Where  is  your  fon  ? 

i'iueen.  Bellow  this  place  on  us  a  little  while.— 

S^lo  Rcf.  and  Guil,  ^vho  go  out. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  feen  to-night  ? 
King.  What,  Gertrude  ?  Flow  does  Hamlet  ? 
^een.  Mad     the  fea,  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
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Which  is  the  mightier :  In  his  lawlefs  fit, 

Behind  the  arras  hearing  fomething  frir. 

He  whips  his  rapier  out,  and  cries,  A  rat !  a  rat  I 

And,  in  his  brainifn  apprehenlion,  idiis 

The  unfeen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed  1 
It  had  been  fo  with  us,  had  we  been  there : 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all ; 
To  you  yourfelf,  to  us,  to  every  one, 
AlaS !  how  inall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwer'd  ? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us;  whole  providence 
Should  have  kept  fhort,  reftrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt, 
Tliis  mad  young  man :  but  fo  much  was  our  love, 
¥/e  would  not  underlland  v/hat  was  moft  fit; 
But,  lii  e  the  owner  of  a  foul  difeafe. 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.    Where  is  he  gone? 

^ejn.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  had  kilPd : 
O'er  whom  his  madnefs,  like  feme  ore. 
Am  ong  a  mineral  of  metals  bafe. 
Shews  itfelf  pure  ;  he  weeps  for  what  is  done* 

King,  O,  Gertrude,  come  away  ! 
The  fun  no  fooner  fhall  the  mountains  touch, 
gut  v/e  Vv  ill  {hip  him  hence  i  and  this  vile  deed 
We  m\x?i,  with  ail  our  majefly  and  ikill. 
Both  countenance  and  cxcufe. — Ho  !  Guildenflern  ? 

Enter  Rofencranfz  and  Guildenjiern^ 
Friends  botli,  go  join  you  vvith  feme  further  aid  : 
Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Polonius  ilain, 
And  from  his  mother's  clofet  hath  he  drag'd  him  ; 
Go  feek  him  out ;  fpeak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.    I  pray  you,  hafte  in  this. 

[_Exeunt  Rof,  and  GuiL 
Come,  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wifeft  friends ; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 
And  what's  untimely  done  ;  for  haply,  flander, 
Whofe  whi fper  o'er  the  world's  diameter. 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank, 
Tranfporto  his  poifon'd  lliot,  may  mifs  our  name,. 
And  hit  tl^e  woundlefs  air  — O,  come  away  ! 
My  foul  2^  full  of  difcord,  and  difmay.  [Exer^nU 


Aa  IF. 


HAMLET. 


167 


SCENE.  II. 

Another  Room.    Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.   Safely  flow'd.    But  foft,  

Rof.  ^c.  within.  Hamlet !  Lord  Hamlet ! 
Ham,  What  noife ?  who  calls  on  Hamlet?  O,  here 
they  come. 

Enter  Rofencrantz  and  Guildenjlern, 
Rof.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord  with  the  dead 
body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  duft,  whereto  'tis  kin. 
Rof.  Tell  us  where  'tis;  that  we  may  take  it  thence. 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 
Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 
Rof.  Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counfel,  and  not  mine 
own.  Belides  to  be  demanded  of  a  fpunge  ! — what 
replication  fhould  be  made  by  the  fon  of  a  king  ? 

Rof.  Take  you  me  for  a  fpunge,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  fir;  that  foaks  up  the  king's  counte- 
nance, his  rewards,  his  authorities.  But  fuch  officers 
do  the  king  beR  fervice  in  the  end  :  He  keeps  them, 
like  an  ape,  in  the  corner  of  his  jaw  ;  firft  mouth'd, 
to  be  laft  fwallow'd  .  When  he  needs  what  you  have 
glean'd,  it  is  but  fqueezing  you,  and,  fpunge,  you 
ihall  be  dry  again. 

Rof  I  underlland  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it  :  A  knavifh  fpeech  fleeps  in 
a  foolifii  ear. 

Rof  My  lord,  you  mufl  tell  us  where  the  body  is, 
and  go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is 
not  with  the  body.    The  king  is  a  thing  

GuiL  A  thing,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Of  nothing  :  bring  me  to  him.    Hide  fox, 
and  all  after.  \_Exeunt, 
SCENE  m. 

Another  Room.    Enter  the  King, 

King,  I  have  fent  to  feek  him,  and  to  iind  the 
body. 
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How  dangerous  is  it,  that  this  man  goesloofe  ? 
Yet  muft  not  we  put  the  ilrong  law  on  him  : 
He's  lov'd  of  the  diftraded  multitude. 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes  ; 
And>  where  'tis  fo,  the  offender's  fcourge  is  weigh'd. 
But  never  the  offence.    To  bear  all  fmooth  and  even. 
This  fudden  fending  him  away  mull  feem 
Deliberate  paufe  :  Difeafes,  defperate  grown. 
By  defperate  appliance  are  relieved. 
Or  not  at  all. — How  now  ?  what  hath  befallen  ? 
Enter  Rofencrant%. 

Rof.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bellowed,  my  lord. 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King,  But  where  is  he  ? 

Rof.  Without,  my  lord  ;  guarded,  to  know  your 

pleafure. 
King.  Bring  him  before  us. 
Rof.  Ho,  Guildenftern  !  bring  in  my  lord. 

E72fer  Hamlet  and  Guzldenjiern. 
King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where's  Polonius  ? 
Ham.  At  fupper. 
King.  At  fupper  ?  Where  ? 

ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten  : 
a  certain  convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e'en  at 
him.  Your  worm  is  your  only  emperor  for  diet  : 
we  fat  all  creatures  elfe,  to  fat  us ;  and  we  fat  ourfelves 
for  maggots:'  Your  fat  king,  and  your  lean  beggar, 
is  but  variable  fervice  ;  tv/o  difhes,  but  to  one  table  ; 
that's  the  end. 

King,  Alas,  alas  ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  filh  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat 
of  a  king  ;  and  eat  nf  the  fifh  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 

King.  What  doll  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

Ha?n,  Nothing,  but  to  fnew  you  how  a  king  may 
go  a  progrefs  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Folonius  ? 

Ham.  In  heaven;  fend  thither  to  fee:  if  your 
meffenger  find  him  not  there,  feek  him  i'  the  other 
place  yourfelf.  But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not 
within  this  month,  you  fhall  nofc  him  as  you  go  up 
the  flairs  into  the  lobby. 
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King  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ha?n .  Ke  will  flay '  till  you  come .  [ Exeunt  Attendants. 

King,  Hamlet,  this  deed^  for  thine  efpecial  fafety, — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hafl:  done, — muft  fend  thee  hence 
With  £ery  quick nefs  :  Therefore,  prepare  thyfelf ; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
The  aiTcciates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham,  For  England  > 

King,  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'il  our  purpofes. 

Ham.  1  fee  a  cherub,  that  fees  them. — But,  come; 
for  England  !■ — Farewell,  dear  mother. 

King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham,  My  mother  : — Father  and  mother  is  man  and 
wife  ;  man  and  wife  is  one  fleih  ;  and,  fo,  my  mother. 
Come,  for  England.  \Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot :  tempt  him  with  fpeed 
aboard  ; 

Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night: 

Away  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 

That  elfe  leans  on  the  affair  :  Pray  you,  makehafte. 

\_Exeunt  Rof.  and  Guih 
And,  England  !  if  my  love  thou  hold'ft  at  aught, 
(As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  fenfe  ; 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danifli  fword,  and  thv  free  a^ve 
Pays  homage  to  us)  thou  may 'ft  not  coldly  fet 
Otir  fovereign  procefs  ;  which  imports  at  full. 
By  letters  conjuring  to  tliat  efted. 
The  prefcnt  death  of  Hamlet.    Do  it,  England  ; 
For  like  the  hedic  in  my  blood  he  rages. 
And  thou  mufl  cure  me  :  'Till  1  know  'tis  done, 
Howe'er  my  haps,  my  joys  were  ne'er  begun.  {Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 
The  Frontiers  of  Denmark. 
Enter  Fortinbras^  njuith  an  /irmy. 
For,  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danilh  king  : 
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Tell  him,  that,  by  his  licence,  Fortinbras 
Craves  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  mar-h 
Over  his  kingdom.    Y ou  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majelly  woaid  aught  with  us. 
We  fhall  exprefs  cur  duty  in  his  eye. 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Capt.  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 

Fcr,  Go  ioftiy  on.  [Exit  Fcriinhras,^i\ 

Filter  Hamlet,  Rofencrant%,  Gnildenjiern,  ijc. 

Ham.  Good  fir,  whofe  po'.v  ers  are  thefe  ? 

Capt,  They  are  of  Norway,  fir. 

Hoim,  How  purpo;s'd,  fir,  I  pray  you  ? 

Capt.  A^ainft  fome  Dart  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who  commands  chem,  fir? 

Capt,  The  nephew  of  eld  Norway,  Fortinbras. 

Ham,  Goes  ic  againft  the  main  of  Poland,  lir. 
Or  for  fome  frontier  ! 

Capt,  Truly  to  fpeak,  and  with  no  addition. 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground. 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it ; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway,  or  the  Pole, 
A  ranker  rate,  fhould  it  be  fold  in  fee. 

Ham,  Why,  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Capt.  Yes,  'tis  already  garrifon'd. 

Flam.  Two  thoufand  fouls,  and  twenty  thoufand 
ducats. 

Will  not  debate  the  queHion  of  this  ftraw  : 
This  is  the  impoflhume  of  much  wealth  and  peace  ; 
That  in\Nard  breaks,  and  fhews  no  caufe  without 
Why  the  man  dies. — I  humbly  thank  you,  fir. 

Capt.  God  be  wi'ye,  fir.  [^Exit  Captain, 

Rof,  Will't  pleafe  you  go,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  will  be  wich  you  fi:raight.  Go  a  little  be- 
fore. \^Exeiifit  Rof.  and  the  rejh 
How  all  occaiions  do  inform  againft  me, 
And  fpur  my  .dull  revenge  I  What  is  a  man. 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market  of  his  time. 
Be  but  to  fleep,  and  feed  ?  a  beafl,  no  more. 
Sure,  he,  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  difcourfe. 
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Looking  before,  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  god-like  reafon 
To  full  in  us  unus'd.    Now,  v^iiether  it  be 
Bellial  oblivion,  or  fome  craven  fcruple 

Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  the  event,  

A  thought,  which,  quarter'd,  hath  but  one  part  wif- 
dom. 

And,  ever,  three  parts  coward, — I  do  not  know 

Why  yet  I  live  to  fay.  This  thing's  to  do  ; 

Sith  I  have  caufe,  and  will,  and  ilrength,  and  means 

To  do't.    Examples,  grofs  as  earth,  exhort  me: 

Witnefs,  this  army,  offuch  mafs,  and  charge. 

Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince  ; 

Whofe  fpirit,  with  divine  ambition  puft. 

Makes  mouths  at  the  invifible  event ; 

Expofmg  what  is  mortal,  and  unfure. 

To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger,  dare. 

Even  for  an  egg-fhell.    Rightly,  to  be  great 

Is  not  to  ftir  without  great  argument  ; 

But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  flraw. 

When  honour's  at  the  {lake.    How  Rand  I  then. 

That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  ftain'd. 

Excitements  of  my  reafon,  and  my  blood. 

And  let  all  fleep  ?  while  to  my  ihame,  I  fee 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thoufand  men. 

That,  for  a  fantafy,  and  trick  of  fame. 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds ;  fight  for  a  plot, 

V/hereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 

V/hich  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent  . 

To  hide  the  (lain      O,  from  this  time  forth^ 

My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth  ! 

\JE.xit, 

S    C    E    N    E  V. 

El/tnenr.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  (hieen,  and  Horatio. 

(j^ucen,  — I  w  ill  not  fpeak  with  her. 
Hor.  She  is  importunate  :  indeed,  dillradcd  ; 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pity'd. 
Q^v.een.  What  would  fhe  have  ? 
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Hor.  She  Tpeaks  much  of  her  father  ;  fays,  fhe  hears. 
There's  tricks  i'  the  world  ;  and  hems,  and  beats  her 
heart ; 

Spurns  envioully  at  ftraws  ;  fpeaks  things  in  doubt. 
That  carry  but  half  fenfe  :  her  fpeech  is  nothing. 
Yet  the  unfhaped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  colleftion  ;  they  aim  at  it. 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts  ; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think,  there  might  be  thought. 
Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Queen,  'Twere  good,  fhe  were  fpoken  with;  for 
fhe  may  ftrew 
Dangerous  conjedlures  in  ill  breeding  minds  : 
Let  her  come  in.  \^Exit  Horatio, 

To  my  fick  foul,  as  fin's  true  nature  is. 
Each  toy  feems  prologue  to  fome  great  amifs : 
So  full  of  artlefs  jealoufy  is  guilt. 
It  fpills  itfelf,  in  tearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Re-enter  Horatio y  ^with  Ophelia, 
Oph,  Where  is  the  beauteous  majefiy  of  Denmark  f 
^een.  How  now,  Ophelia  ? 
Oph.  Honjj  jhould  I  your  true  loye  knoiv 
I'rom  another  one? 
By  his  cockle  hat,  and ftaff. 

And  hy  his  Jandal Jhoon.  [Singing. 
Queen,  Alas,  fweet  lady,  what  imports  this  fong? 
Oph,  Say  you,  nay  ?  pray  you,  mark. 
He  is  dead  and  gone ,  lady, 

He  is  dead  and  gone  ; 
At  his  head  a  grafs -green  turf, 
u4t  his  heels  a  Jione, 

O,  ho  ! 

pueen.  Nay,  but,  Ophelia, — 
Oph.  Pray  you,  mark. 

White  his  Jhro^'jd  as  the  mountain  fnoiv. 
E/iter  King, 
Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 
Otr)h.  Larded  all^viih fweet flo^jjers  ; 

V/hich  be^:ept  to  the  gra^e  did  go, 
Wiih  true-h've  fjo'wers. 
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King.  How  do  you,  pretty  lady  ? 
Oph,  Vv'ell,  God  'ield  you  !  They  fay,  the  owl 
was  a  baker's  daughter.    Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  . 
but  know  not  what  we  may  be.    God  be  at  your  table ! 
King.  Conceit  upon  her  Either. 
Oph.  Pray,  let  us  have  no  words  of  this ;  but  when 
they  alk  you,  what  it  means,  fay  you  this : 
To-morronjj  is  Sai?it  Valentine's  day. 

All  in  the  morning  hefime. 
And  1  a  maid  at  your  ^xvindouj, 

To  be  your  P'^alentine  : 
Then  up  he  rofe,  and  don'' d  his  cloaths^ 

And  dupt  the  chamher  door  j 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 
Ne'uer  departed  more. 
King.  Pretty  Ophelia  ! 

Oph.  Indeed,  without  an  oath,  I'll  make  an  end  on't. 
By  Gis,  and  by  Saint  Charity, 

Alack,  and  fie  for  jhame  ! 
Young  men  "will  do^t,  if  they  co'me  to^t ; 

By  cock,  they  are  to  bla?ne. 
^luoth  Jhe,  before  you  tumbled  jne. 

You  promised  me  to  ^^ed :  He  anfwers. 
So  nfjoidd  1  ha"*  done,  by  yonder  fun, 
An  thou  hafi  not  come  to  my  bed. 
King.  H^ow  long  hath  {he  been  thus  ? 
Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  v/ell.    V/e  mufc  be  patient : 
but  1  cannot  choofe  but  weep,  to  think,  they  fhould 
lay  him  i'  the  cold  ground :  My  brother  fliall  know 
of  it,  andfo  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counfel.  Com.e, 
my  coach  !   Good  night,  ladies ;  good  night  fweet 
ladies:  goodnight,  c^ood  night,  [Exit. 
King.  Follow  her  ciofe  ;  give  her  good  watch  I  pray 
^  you.         .  ^  {Exit  Horatio. 

O  !  this  is  the  poifon  of  deep  grief ;  it  fprings 
All  from  her  father's  death:   And  nov/,  behold,  O 

Gertrude,  Gertrude, 
When  forrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  fpies. 
But  in  battalions  1  Firil,  her  father  flain  ; 
Next,  V  ur  fon  gone  ;  and  he  molt  violent  author 
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Of  his  own  jafl  remove  :  The  people  muddy 'd. 
Thick  and  unwholefcme  in  theirthouglits  and  whifpers. 
For  good  Polouius'death;and  we  have  done  but  greenly. 
In  hugger-mugger  to  inter  him  :  Poor  Ophelia, 
Divided  from  herfelf,  and  her  fair  judgment ; 
Without  the  \vhich  we  are  pid:ures,  or  miere  beafls. 
Lad,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe. 
Her  brother  is  in  fccret  come  from  France  : 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds. 
And  wants  not  bijzzers  to  infed  his  ear 
With  peftilent  fpeechcs  of  his  father's  death ; 
Wherein  necefnty  of  matter  beggared. 
Will  nothing  ftick  our  perfon  to  arraign, 
Jn  ear  and  ear.    O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this. 
Like  to  a  murdering  piece,  in  miany  places 
Gives  me  fjperiluous  death  !  [  A  noife  ^ujltkin. 

■Queen,  Alack  !  vvhat  noife  is  tliis  ? 

E7zier  a  Gejitleman, 
KLig,  Attend.    Where  are  my  S  vvitzers  ?  Let  them 
guard  the  door : — 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

Gen.  Save  yourfelf,  my  lord  ; 
The  ocean,  over-peering  of  his  lift, 
Eats  not  the  flits  with  more  impetuous  halle. 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'er-bears  your  oilicer^;  !  The  rabble  call  him,  lord  ; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin. 
Antiquity  forgot,  euftom  not  known. 
The  ratiiiers  and  props  of  every  ward. 
They  cry,  Choofe  ^vje,  Laertes jh ail  be  King! 
Caps,  hands;  and  ton  Hies,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
Laertes  ftjall  he  king^  Laertes  king  \ 

Queen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  falfe  trail  they  cry! 
■P,  this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Dani.li  dogs. 

King.  The  doors  are  broke.  [^Ncife  ^jjithin. 

Enter  !Mert3Sy  ^:ith  ethers, 
Laer.  Where  is  this  king  ?  Sirs,  fland  you  all  without. 
AU^  No,  let's  come  in. 
J^aer.  1  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 
AIL  We  will,  we  will.  \Exeunt. 
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Laer.  I  tliank  you  :— Keep  the  door.—  O  thou  vile 

king. 
Give  me  my  fcither. 

^een.  Cr.lmiy,  good  Laertes, 

Laer.  That  drop'of  biood,  tliat's  calm,  proclaims 

me  bailard  ; 

Cries,  cuckold,  to  my  father  ;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  bet^veefi  the  ch'afle  u-nfmirched  brcv/ 
Of  my  true  mother. 

Kifi^.  What  is  the  caufe,  Laenes, 
That  thy  rebellion  looks  fo  giant-iike?— 
Let  him  go  Gertrude  ;  do  not  fear  our  perfon  ; 
There's  fuch  divinity  do'ch  hedge  a  king, 
That  treafoncan  but  peep  to  \/hatii  vv^uld. 
Ads  iitde  of  his  v.  ill. — Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  tliouart  thus  inceas'd  ji—L-iihia: go, Gertrude  ; — 
Speak,  r;:::n. 

Lac>\  Where  is  :ny  father  ? 

A7/7:?-.  Dead. 

Oueen,  But  not  by  him. 

Kifjg.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Lacr.   How  came  he  dead  ?  Pli  not  be  juggled' with  : 
To  hell,  allegiance  1  vows,  to  the  blac:<eil:  devil ! 
Confcience,  and  grace,  to  the  profoundeil  pit  1 
1  dare  damnation :  To  this  point  1  fland, — 
That  both  the  vv^crlds  1  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes  ;  onlv  Til  be  revene'd 
Mo  ft  thoroughly  for  my  father. 

Ki:ig,  Who  fiiall  (lay  you? 

Lacr.  My    ill,  not  all  the  worlds : 
And,  for  m.y  means,  i'll  hnfD.aid  them  fo  well. 
They  fliall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 
If  you  defire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  fatlier's  death,  is'tv.  rit  in  your  revenge, 
Tnat,  f  .veepflake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe. 
Winner  and  lofer  ?  - 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King,  Will }  ou  know  them  then  ? 
Lacr.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  Pll  ope  my 
arms; 


^/■^^  HAMLHT.  M 

And,  like  the  kind  life-rend'ring  pelican, 
Rapaft  thera  with  my  blood. 

King,  Why,  now  you  fpeak 
Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
'I'hjit  1  am  guiltlels  of  your  father's  death. 
And  am  moll;  feniible  in  grief  for  it. 
It  fhalKis  level  to  your  judgment  'pear. 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 
rcTvd  -v^ithin.    Let  her  come  in. 

Laer.  How  now  !  what  noife  is  that  ^ 
E?itcr  Ophs'ia^anta/iically  drefs' duvith fira^uos  andflouoers .. 
O  heat,  dry  up  my  br?ins  I  tears,  feven  times  fait. 
Burn  out  the  lenfe  and  virtue  of  mine  eye  1  — 
Ey  heaven,  thy  madnefs  Ihall  be  pay'd  with  weight 
'  rill  oar  o  wn  fcale  turn  the  beam.    O  rofe  of  May  ! 
Dear  maid,  kind  fifler,  fweet  Ophelia  ! — — 
O  heaven  1  is  \  po.Tible,  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  .? 
-.Nature  is  fms  in  love  :  and  where  'tis  iine. 
It  fends  feme  precious  imlance  of  itfelf 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.  Tkey  bore  him  hare-fac^d  on  the  bier  > 
Hey  no  /zonny,  nonny  hey  nonny  : 

And  on  his  grave  rain'd  matiy  a  tear  ;  . 

Fi  re  you  well,  my  dove  ! 

Laer.  Had  it  thou  thy  wits, and  didllperfuade  revenge. 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph,  You  mail  fmg,  Do-ivn  a-do-iXiny  an  you  call  him 
a-dto-vjti- a. 

O,  how  the  wheel  becomes  it !  It  is  the  falfe  Heward^ 
That  fiole  his  mafcer's  daughter. 

Laer,  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

Oph.  There's  rofemary,  that's  for  remembrance ; 
pray  you,  love,  remember:  and  there  is  paniies, that's 
for  thoughts. 

Laer,  A  document  in  madnefs  ;  thoughts  and  re- 
membrance fitted. 

Oph.  'I'here's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines. 
Thcre's  rue  for  you  ; — and  here's  fome  for  me  : — we 
may  call  it,  herb  of  grace  o'Sundays : — you  may  v/ear 
your  rue  with  a  difference — I'here's  a  daify  : — I  would 
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give  you  fome  violets;  but  they  vvither'd  all,  v/hen 
my  father  died  : — They  fay,  he  made  a  good  end, — 
For  bonny  fvutst  Rchin  is  all  ?ny  joy^ — • 
La3r,  Thought,  and  afHidlion,  palfion,  hell  itfelf. 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettinefs. 

Oph.  And  "will  he  not  ccjne  again  ? 
And  ^ill  he  not  come  again  ? 

No^^  noy  he  is  dead. 

Go  to  thy  death-bed. 
He  ne'ver  "vjill  co7ne  arain* 

His  beard  "vjas  as  njjhite  as  ffic^jjy 
All  fiaxen  njjas  his  poll : 

He  is  gene,  he  is  go/ie. 

And  n^e  caft  aujay  moan  : 
God  a'  mercy  on  his  foul ! 

And  oi^all  chriHian  fouls!  I  pray  God.    God  be  wi' 
you.  \Exit  Oph, 

Laer,  Do  you  fee  this,  O  God  ? 

King.  Laertes,  I  mull  common  Avith  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right.    Go  but  apart. 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeil  friends  you  will. 
And  they  fliall  hear  and  judge  'tvvixt  you  and  me  : 
If  by  diredl  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give. 
Our  crown,  cur  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours. 
To  you  in  fatis faction ;  but,  if  not. 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us. 
And  vv^e  fhall  jointly  labour  with  your  foul 
To  give-it  due  content. 

Laer^  Let  this  be  fo  : 
His  means  of  death,  his  obfiure  funeral, — 
No  trophy,  fworJ,  nor  hatchment  o'er  his  bones. 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  oftentation, — 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  eartfi. 
That  I  mud  call't  in  queilion. 

King,  So  you  ill  di ; 
And,  where  t.ie  olf«;nce  is,  let  the  gr^at  axe  fdl. 
i  pray  you,  go  wi:h  m.t .  [^Exeunt, 

Q.2 
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S    C    E    N    E  VI. 
Ancihcr  Room. 

Jlnter  Eoratio,  <^vith  a  Ser-'vaiit. 

Hoy.  ^T7]iat  are  they,  that  would  fpcak  with  me  ? 

Sew.  Sailors,  fir; 
They  lay,  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Hor.  Let  them  come  in.  

I  do  not  know  from  \vhr;t  part  of  the  world 
I  iiiouid  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailors, 

^ail.  God  blefs  you^  fir. 

hor.  Let  him  blefs  tliee  too. 

Sail,  He  ihall,  fir,  an  't  pleafe  him.  There's  a 
letter  for  you,  fir  :  it  comes  from  the  embafTador  that 
v/as  bound  for  England  ;  if  your  name  be  Hor:tio,  as 
1  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

I-Joratio  reads  the  letter. 
iI0Fi  4'ri0y  (vjhen  thou  fhalt  have  o-oeclGok' d  this^ 
give  thefe  jcllo'-ivs  fame  means  to  the  ki?ig  ;  they  ha<ve  let- 
ters fo'-  /'/-•,  Ere  ive  ^jjere  tvjo  days  eld  at  fea,  a  pirate 
■'/  '^'^>y  'I'j^irlUiS  appoi?itrnent  ga-ve  us  chace  :  Finding  our- 
J  elves  too  jlo'iV  of  fail,  'we  put  on  a  cG:npelled  njalour  y 
aKd  i.t  thj  ^rcifjple  I  hoarded  them:  072  the  inftant,  they 
got  clear  rf  our  Jhip  ;  /b  I  alone  he  came  their  prifoner. 
'I'hey  have  dealt  ^i,vith  ?ne,  like  thieves  of  mercy  ;  hut 
th.y  knevj  vjhat  they  did  ;  I  a7n  to  do  a  good  turn  for 
them.  Let  the  king  have  the  letters  1  have  fent  ;  and 
repair  thc:<  to  me  vjith  Us  inuch  hajle  as  thou  <vjoiddJi  fy 
death.  1  have  vjords  to  [peak  in  thine  ear^  voill  make 
thee  dufnh  ;  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  bore  of  the 
?natter.  Thefe  good  felloi,vs  ^ill  bring  thee  ivhere  1  am. 
Rrfencrantz:,  and  Guildenftcrn  hold  their  courfe  for  Eng- 
land ;  cf  ihe?n  J  have  much  to  tell  thee.  Farevjell. 

He  that  thou  knoivef  thine y  Hamlet, 
Come,  I  will  make  you  way  for  thefe  your  letters  ; 
iAnd  do 't  the  fpeedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him  ff  .)ai  v/hom  you  brought  them.  \Exeu::t. 
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SCENE  VIL 

Another  Roo?7i. 
Enter  King,  <njjith  Laertes, 

King.  Now  mull  your  confcience  my  acquittance 
feal. 

And  you  mufl  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend ; 
Such  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear. 
That  he,  ^vhich  hath  your  noble  father  flain, 
Purfu'd  my  life. 

Laer.  it  well  appears  : — But  tell  me. 
Why  you  proceeded  not  againfl  thefe  feats. 
So  crimeful  and  fo  capital  in  nature. 
As  by  your  fafety,  greatnefs,  wifdom,  all  things  elfe. 
You  mainly  were  ftirr'd  up  ? 

Kitig.  O,  for  t'jvo  fpecial  reafons  ; 
Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  feem  much  unfmew'd 
And  yet  to  me  they  are  ilrong.     The  queen,  his 
mother. 

Lives  almoil  by  his  looks  ;  and  for  myfelf, 
(My  virtue,  and  my  plague,  be  it  either  which) 
She  is  fo  conjunclive  to  my  life  and  foul. 
That,  as  the  flar  moves  not  but  in  his  fphere, 
1  could  not  bat  by  her.    The  other  motive. 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go. 
Is,  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him  : 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  alFe£lion, 
Work,  like  the  fpring  that  torneth  wood  to  ftone. 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces :  fo  that  my  arrows. 
Too  flightly  timbered  for  fo  loud  a  wind, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again. 
And  not  vv^here  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer,  And  fo  have  I  a  noble  father  loft : 
A  Mer  driven  into  defperate  terms  : 
Whofe  worth,  if  praifes  may  go  back  again. 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections  : — But  my  revenge  will  come. 
King,  Break  not  your  deeps  for  that:  you  mull  not 
think. 

That  we  are  made  of  iluff  fo  flat  and  dull. 
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That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  fhook  with  danger. 
And  think  it  paflime.    You  (hortiy  lliali  hear  more  : 
1  lov'd  your  father,  and  Ave  love  ourfelf  • 
And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine, — 
How  now  ?  what  nev.  s  ? 

Enter  a  MeJJfenger. 

Meff.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet: 
This  to  your  majeily  ;  this  to  the  queen, 

FJng,  From  Hamlet !  Who  brought  them  ? 

Mejf.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  fay  ;  I  faw  them  not.: 
They  were  given  me  by  Ciaudio,  he  receiv'd  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King,  Laertes,  you  fnall  hear  them  :  

Leave  us.  \Exit  Meff. 

HIGH  and  mighty,  you  Jhall  kno-iv,  I  am  fet  naked  on 
your  kingdom.  lo-morro^w  J}?all  I  beg  leaue  td  fee  your 
kingly  eyes  :  ^jjhen  1  JhalU  firji,  ajkingyour  pardon  there-^ 
unto,  recount  the  occafion  of  my  fudden  and  mofi  f  range 
return,  Hamlet. 

What  iliould  this  mean  ?  Are  all  the  reft  come  back  ? 
Or  is  it  fome  abufe,  and  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King,  'Tis  Hamlet's  cliara^^er.    Naked, — 
And,  in  a  poftfcript  here,  he  fays,  alone: 
Can  you  p.dvife  me  ? 

L^er,  I  amjoU  in  it,  my  lord.    But  let  him  come  ; 
It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart. 
That  I  fliali  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
T'hus  diddeft  thou. 

King,  Ifitbefo,  Laertes,— 
As  how  fhould  it  be  fo  ? — hov/  otherv/ife  r*— 
Will  you  be  ruPd  by  me  ? 

Laer,  Ay,  my  lord  ; 
So  you  will  not  o'er-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace.  If  he  be  now  returned, — 
As  checking  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it. — I  an  ill  \\  ork  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  advice. 
Under  the  w  hich  he  fliaii  not  choofe  but  fall : 
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And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fliall  breathe ; 
But  even  his  mother  Hiall  uncharge  the  pradlice, 
.■\nd  call  it,  accident. 

Laer,  My  lord,  I  will  be  ruPd  ; 
The  rather,  if  yoa  could  devife  it  fb. 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

y^T/./j.  It  falls  right. 
You  have  been  talk'd  cf  fince  your  travel  much. 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  fay,  you  (liiiie  :  your  fum  cf  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  him. 
As  did  chat  one  :  and  that  in  my  regard. 
Of  the  unworthiefl  fiege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ? 

King.  A  very  ribband  in  the  cap  of  youth. 
Yet  needfal  too  :  for  youth  no  lefs  becomes 
The  light  and  carelefs  livery  that  it  wears. 
Than  fettled  age  his  fables  and  his  weeds. 
Importing  health  and  gravenefs. — Two  months  fince. 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy, — 
I  have  feen  myfelf,  and  ferv'd  againft,  the  French, 
And  they  can  well  on  horfeback  :  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't  ;  he  grew  unto  his  feat ; 
And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horfe. 
As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demy-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beaft :   fo  flir  he  topp'd  my  thought, 
Thac  I,  in  forgery  of  fhapes  and  tricks. 
Come  fhcrt  of  v/hat  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman,  wT.s't? 

Kincr.  A  Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamcnd, 

King.  The  very  fam.e. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch,  indeed. 

And  gem  cf  ail  the  nation. 

Ki?ig,  Ke  made  confeffion  of  you ; 
And  gave  you  fuch  a  maflerly  report. 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence. 
And  for  your  rapier  moil  efpecial, 
That  he  cried  out,  'Tv.  ould  be  a  fight  indeed. 
If  one  could  match  you  :  The  fcrimers  of  their  nation. 
He  fvvcre  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye. 
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If  youopposM  tiem  :  Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenom  with  his  envy. 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wim  and  bsg 
Your  fudden  coming  o'er  to  play  vvidi  him. 
Now  out  of  this,  

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

Kz.'zg.  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  yoa  ? 
Or,  are  you  likj  the  painting  of  aforrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

Laer.  WhyaHi  you  this? 

Ki/2g.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  £ither 
But  that  1  know,  love  is  begun  by  time; 
And  that  I  fee,  in  paffages  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  Ipark  and  fre  of  it. 
There  lives  within  the  very  fiame  of  love 
A  kind  of  v/ick  or  Aiulr',  that  v/ill  abate  it: 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodnefs  (1:111  ; 
For  goodnefs,  grovv  ing  to  a  pleurify, 
Dies  in  his  own  too  much  :  That  we  would  da. 
We  fhould  do  when  we  would;  for  this  ^'j^;^/<^changcs. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many. 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents  ; 
And  then  this /^:?///^  is  like  a  fpend thrift  figh 
That  hurts  by  eafmg.    But,  to  the  quick  o'  the  nicer  i 
Hamlet  comes  back  ;  What  would  you  undertake, 
Toflie  w  yourfclf  your  father's  fan  in  deed 
More  than  in  -words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i'  the  church. 

Ki;2y.  No  place,   indeed,  ll:iould  murder  fanclua- 
rize  ; 

Revenge  fhould  have  no  bounds.    But  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  clofe  within  your  chamber  : 
Hamlet,  returned,  fnali  know  you  are  come  home  : 
We'll  put  on  thofe  (hall  praifs  your  excellence. 
And  feta  double  varniili  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you  ;  bring  you,  in  £ne,  to- 
gether. 

And  wager  o'er  your  heads :  he,  being  remifs, 
Moft  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving, 
Will  notperufe  the  foils  ;  fo  that,  with  eak. 
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Or  Avith  a  little  flrafiiing,  you  may  choofe 
A  fword  unbated,  and,  in  a  pafs  of  pradlice. 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer,  I  will  do 't : 
And,  for  the  purpofe,  I'll  anoint  my  fword. 
I  bought  an  undtion  of  a  iTountebank, 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  cataplafm  fo  rare, 
Colledled  from  all  fmipies  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death. 
That  is  butfcratch'd  withal  :  I'll  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion  ;  that  if  I  gall  him  flightly. 
It  may  be  death.  . 

King,  Let's  further  think  of  this ; 
Weigh,  ^^  hat  convenience,  both  of  time  and  means. 
May  fit  us  to  our  lhape  :  If  this  fhould  fail. 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance, 
'Twere  better  not  alTav'd  ;  therefore,  this  projedl 
Should  have  a  back,  or  fecond,  that  might  hold, 
if  tliis  fhould  blaft  in  proof.    Soft ; — let  me  fee  : — 
We'll  make  a  folemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, — 
Iha't: 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  or  dry, 

(As  m.ake  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end) 

And  that  be  calls  for  drink,  I'll  have  prepared  him 

A  chalice  for  tlie  nonce  ;  whereon  bu.  fipping. 

If  he  by  chang  e  efcape  your  venom'd  cuck. 

Our  purpofe  may  hold  there.    But  flay,  what  noife  } 

Enter  ^een. 
How  now,  fweet  quc^  ^ 

^teen.  One  woe^doth  tread  upon  another's  heel. 
So  fall  they  follovv  T— Your  filter's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'd  1  O,  where  ! 

^een.  There  is  a  wiUow  grows  afcaunt  the  brook. 
That  {hews  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glalTy  iiream  ; 
There witii  fantailic  garlands  did  fhe  make, 
Otcrcw-liowers,  nettles,  dairies,  and  long  purples. 
Thai  liberal  fnepherds  give  a  grolTer  name. 
But  our  coid  maids  do  dead  men'^  fingers  call  them; 
There  on  the  pendant  boughs  her  coronet  w  eeds 


HAMLET, 


Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  lliver  broke  ; 

When  down  her  weedy  trophies,  and  herfelf, 

Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.    Her  cloaths  fpread  wide  ; 

And,  mermaid -like  a  while  they  bore  her  up  : 

Which  time,  flie  chaunted  fnatches  of  old  tunes; 

As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diilrefs. 

Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indu'd 

Unto  that  element  :  but  long  it  coufd  not  be, 

'Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with' their  drink, 

Pull'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 

To  muddy  death. 

Laer,  Alas,  then,  is  fhe  drown'd 

Qjiecn^  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer,  Too  much  of  water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears  :  But  yet 
It  is  our  trick  ;  nature  her  cuftom  holds. 
Let  ihame  fay  what  it  will  :  when  theie  are  gone,  ^ 
The  woman  will  be  out. — Adieu,  my  lord  1 
I  have  a  fpeech  of  fire  ;  that  fain  would  blaze. 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  .  [Exit, 

King,  Let's  follow,  Gertrude  : 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  1 
Now  fear  1,  this  will  give  it  ftart  again  ; 
Therefore,  let's  follow.  \Exeunt, 
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A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  L 

A  church -yard.    Enter  t^ivo  clo^uons,  njjith  f^ades, 

I  Clo-vjn.  TS  file  to  be  bury'd  in  Chriftian  burial, 
that  v/ilfuUv  feeks  her  own  falvaticn  ? 

2  Qlo'von.  I  tell  thee,  fhe  is  ;  therefore,  make  her 
grave  ftraight ;  the  crowner  hath  fat  on  her,  and  finds 
it  Chriftian  burial. 

iC^q^/z.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  ftie  drov/'d  herfelf 
in  her  own  defence  ? 

2  Clcwn,  Why,  tis  found  fo. 


A't  l'\  MAM  LET.  ^335 

iClo^n.  It  miifl:  ht/e  offendendo  ;  il  cannot  be  ell^a* 
For  here  lies  the  point :  Ifl  drown  myfelf  wittingly,  it 
argues  an  ad  :  and  an  ad  hath  three  branches  ;  it  is, 
to  ad,  to  do,  and  to  perform:  Argal,  ilie  dro\\  n'd  her- 
felf  wittingly. 

2  Clo^vn.  Nay,  but  hear,  yon,  good  man  delver. 

iClown  Give  mc  leai^e.  Here  lies  the  water ;  good  : 
here  ftands  the  man  ;  good  :  If  the  man  go  to  tliis  wa- 
ter, and  dix)wn  himlelf,  it  is,  will  he,  nill  he,  lie 
goes ;  mark  you  that  :  bat  if  the  water  come  to  Iiiin, 
and  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himfelf  i.  .A  rgal,  he 
that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death,  lliortens  not 
his  own  life. 

2  Clown.  But  is  this  law  ? 

1  Clcivn.  Ay,  m.arry  is't  ;  crov/ner's-qiiell  law. 

2  Clo^n.  Will  you  lia'  the  truth  on't  ?  [f  this  had 
not  been  a  gentlewoman,  llie  fhoald  have  becnbury'd 
out  of  chriftian  burial. 

1  Cloi.vn.  Why,  there  thou  fay*il:  ;  and  the  more 
pity  ;  that  great  folk  fliould  have  countenance  in  this 
world  to  drown  or  hang  themfelves,  more  than  their 
even  chriflian.  Come  ;  itiy  fpade.  There  is  no  an- 
cient gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers,  and  grave- 
makers  ;  they  hold  up  Adam's  profeflion. 

2  CLo-wn,  Was  he  agentlem.an  ? 

I  Clon^vn,  He  was  the  nril  that  ever  bore  armiS. 

2.Clo^n.  Why,  he  had  none.  >• 

I  Clo^jjn.  Wha|,  art  a  heathen  ?  How  doft  thou  un-  ' 
deriland  the  fcripture  ? — The  fcripture  fays,  Adam 
digged  ;  Coald  he  dig  without  arms   I'll  put  another 
queilion  to  thee  :  if  taou  anfwer'lt  me  not  to  the  pur- 
^3ore,  confefs  to  thyfelf — 
,  2  Clo~cvJi.  Go  to. 

1  C\Wv'//.  Wliat  is  he,  that  builds  fa*onger  than  either 
the  mafon,  the  fhipwright,  or  the  carpenter  ? 

2  Clo'wn,  The  gallows-maker  ;  for  that  frame  out- 
lives a  thoufand  tenants. 

I  Clow?2:  \  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith;  the 
gallows  does  well  :  But*  liow  does  it  well  ?  it  docs  well 
10  thofe  that  do  ill  :  now  thou  dofl:  ill.  to  fiy,  the 
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gallows  is  built  ftronger  than  the  church  :  argal.  The 
gallows  may  do  well  to  thee.    To't  again  ;  come. 

2  Clo^n,  Who  builds  ftronger  than  a  niafon,  a 
fhipwight,  or  a  carpenter? 

1  Clonjj7i.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clcnx^n.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

X   Clo^cV'rl,  To't. 

2  Clczvn.  Mafs,  1  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  arid  Horatio,  at  a  dlftance. 
I  Cio^-n.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for 
your  dull  afs  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating  ; 
and,  when  you  are  afK^d  this  queftion  next,  fay  a 
grave-maker;  the  hcufes  that  he  makes,  laft  'till 
doomfday.  Go  get  thee  to  Youghan,  and  fetch  m^e  a 
Hoop  of  liquor.  \_Exit  z  Clo^ivn, 

He  digs,  and  fings. 
■In youth  <vjhen  1  did  lo've,  did  io^e, 

Methcught,  it  ^vas  <very  fvjeet. 
To  contratty  O,  the  time,  for,  ah,  77iy  heho^e 
0/  7riethoT{9ht  there  ^vds  nothirio-  meet. 
-   Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bufmefs  ? 
^he  fings  at  grave  making. 

hV.Cuftom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  eaiinefs. 
Ham.  'Tis  e'en  fo  :  the  hand  of  little  employment 
hath  the  daintier  fenfe. 

Clown  fmgs. 
Biii  age,  with  his  Jiealing Ji^ps, 
Hath  cla'zv  dme  in  his\SHtch^ 
And  hath  jl'ipped  me  into  the^ana. 
As  if  1  had  ne  ver  heenfucj?. 
IJam.  That  fcull  iiad  a  tongue  in  it,  and  cou'd 
;fing  once  :  How  the  knave  jov^^s  it  to  the  ground,  as 
if  it  were  Cain's  jaw  bone,  that  did  the  [Irit  murdj^r ! 
I'his  might  be  the  pate  of  a  politician,  which  thisafs 
now  o'er- reaches  ;  one  that  would  circumvent  God, 
jixight  it  not  ? 

Hor.  It  might,  m.y  lord. 

Ha?n.  Or  of  a  courtier  ;  v.  hich  could  f<iy,  ^  Good- 
morrow,  fwcet  Icr'i !  How  doll  thou,  good  lord  ?' 
This  might  be  my  lord  fucli-a-one,  that  prais'd  niy 
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lordfuch-a-one'shcrfe,Aviienhe  meant  to  beg  it;  might 
it  not  ? 

Hor,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Why  e'en  fo  :  and  now  my  lady  worms  ; 
chaplefs,  and  knock'd  about  the  mazzard  with  a  fex- 
'ton'sfpade.  Here's*  fme  revolution,  an  we  had  the 
trick  to  fee't.  Did  thefe  bones  coO:  no  more  the 
breeding,  but  to  play  at  ioggats  with  them  ?  mine 
ache  to  think  on't. 

Clown  fmgs. 
A  pick- axe ^  andafpade,  ajpads. 

For — and  a  JJoro-jjding  j'hest  :■ 
O;  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  fuch  a  gueft  is  meet. 

Ham,  There's  another  :  V/hy  may  not  tViat  be  the 
fcull  of  a  Lawyer  ?  Where  be  his  qiiidults  now,  his 
quillets,  his  cafes,  his  tenures,  and  his  tricks  ?  why 
does  he  fuffer  this  rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  about 
the  fconce  with  a  dirty  fhovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of 
his  a6lion  of  battery  \  Hum  !  This  fellow  might  be 
in's  time  a  great  buyer  of  land,  with  his  (latutes,  his- 
recognizances,  his  fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  re- 
coveries :  Is  this  the  fme  of  his  fines,  and  the  recovery 
of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his  fme  pate  full  of  fine  dirt? 
will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchafe^;, 
and  double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of 
a  pair  of  indentures  ?  The  very  conveyances  of  his 
lands  will  hardly  lis  in  this  box  ;-  and  mufi  the  in- 
heritor himfel.f  have  no  more  ?  ha  1 

Her.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Is  not  parchment  made  of  Hieep-fkins  ? 
>  Hor,  iiy,  my  lord,  and  of  calves-fl^ins  too. 

Haiti.  They  are  Iheep,  and  calves,  which  feek  out 
aiTu ranee  in  that.    I  will  fpeak  to  this  fellov/  :  Whofe. 
grave's  this,' firrah  ? 

C/(5-Ttv7.  Mine,  fir. — — 

O ,  a  pit  cf  clay  for  to  hs  made — 
For.  fuch  a  gueft  is  meet, 

H^rn.  I  think  it  be  thine  indeed;  for  thou  ly'il:  iiv'c. 
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You  lie  out  on't,  fir,  and  therefore  it  is  not 
yours  :  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in't,  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  doll  lie  in  't,  to  be  in 't,  and  fay  it  is 
thine  :  'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore 
thou  ly'il. 

Clc-wn.  'Tis  a  quick  lye,  fir  ;  ''tVv'ili  away  again 
from  me  to  }  cu. 

}la??i.  VVIic.tman  doll  thou  dig  it  for? 

Clc.^jun.  For  no  man,  fir. 

Hcifn,  What    Oman,  then? 

CU^jon.  Fornone  neither. 

Ka77i.  Who  is  to  he  buried  in  't  ? 

CIl'z^u,  Qiic  ihat  Vv  as  a  woman,  fir  ;  but,  reft  her 
iciil,  flie'^  de:.d. 

Ih  ?n,  ..bfolute  the  knave  is  !  we  mxx^k  fpeak 

by  the  cuiU.  equivocation  will  undo  us.  Ey  the 
hjrd,  ilcratiOj  thcie  three  years  1  liave  taken  note  of 
n  ;  vi  e  cge  is  ["rown  fo  picked,  that  the  toe  of  the 
peafant  comes  fo  near  the  heel  of  the  courtier,  he 
oalLs  his  kicc. — How  long  hall  thou  been  a  grave- 
maker  ? 

Of  ajl  the  days  i'  the  year,  I  came  to't  the 
day  that  our  h.il  king  I-iamJet  overcame  Fortinbras. 
Jh^;!.  Kcw  long  is  that  f  nee  ? 

CIc-zv^i.  Cannot'you  tell  that  ?  Every  fool  can  tell 
that:  It  was  that  very  day  that  young  liamlet  ^vas 
bcrn  ;  ]ie  that  is  mad,  and  fcnt  into  England. 

IJjm.  Ay,  niarry,  why  was  he  fent  into  England  ? 

Clo^v/i,  Why,  becaufe  he  was  m.ad  :  he  fliall  recover 
his  V,  its  there  ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  'tis  no  great  matter 
th:re. 

Ham,  Why? 

'  i  ^Aill  not  be  feen  in  him  there  ;  there  the 
men  are  as  mad  as  he. 

Ha?;i.  Kovv'  catne  lie  mad  ? 

Ciozvy2.  Very  flrangely,  they  fay. 

I  lam.  How  H  ran  gely 

Clci.vn.  'Faith,  e"cn  ^^•ith  lofmg  his  ^^  its. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground  ? 

Clo-ivn.  Why,  here  in  Denmark  :  I  have  been  fexton 
here,  man,  and  boy,  thirty  years. 
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Ham,  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'  the  earth  ere  he 
rot  ? 

Clonjon,  'Faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die, 
(as  we  have  many  pocky  corfes  now-a-days,  that  will 
fcarce  hold  the  laying  in)  he  will  lafl  you  fome  eight 
vear,  or  nine  year:  a  tanner  will  laft  you  nine  y^ar. 

Ham,  Why  he  more  than  another? 

Clonxin,  Why,  fir,  his  hide  is  fo  tann'd  with  his 
trade,  that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while  ;  and 
your  water  is  a  fore  decayer  of  your  whorefon  dead 
body.  Here's  a  fcull  now  has  lain  you  i'  the  earth 
three  and  twenty  years. 

Ham,  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Clomjn,  A  whorefon  mad  fellow's  it  was ;  W^hofe 
do  you  think  it  was  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Clo^-wf2,  A  peftilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue!  he- 
pour'd  a  Haggon  of  Rhenifh  on  my  head  once.  This 
fame  fcull,  fir,  was  Yorick's  fcull,  the  king's  jefter* 

Ham.  This  ? 

Clo^jn.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Aias,  poor  Yorick ! — -I  knew  him,  Horatio; 
i  fellow  of  infinite  jeil,  of  moll  excellent  fancy:  he' 
hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a  thoufand  times,  and  now, 
how  abhorr'd  in  my  imagination  it  is !  my  gorge  rifes 
at  it.  Here  hung  thofe  lips,  that  1  have  kifs'd  I  know 
not  how  oft.  V/here  be  your  gibes  now  ?  your  gam- 
bols ?  your  fongs  ?  your  flafhes  of  merriment,  that 
were  wont  to  fet  the  table  on  a  roar  ?  Not  one  nov>', 
to  mock  your  own  grinning  ?  quite  chap-fallen  ?  Now 
get  you  to  my  lady's  chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her 
paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favour  fne  muH  come; 
make  her  laugh  at  that.— i^r'ythee,  Horatio,  tell  me 
one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  lord?  ^. 

Ham.  Doft  thou  think,  Alexander  look'd  o'  this 
fafhion  i'  the  earth  ? 

Her,  E'en  fo. 

Ham,  And  fmelt  fo  ?  pah  ! 

Hor,  E'en  fo,  my  lord. 
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Ham,  To  v/hat  bafe  ufes  we  may  return^  Horatfo  ! 
Why  may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dull  of 
.Alexander,  till  he  fmd  it  flopping  a  bunghole? 

Hor,  It  were  to  confider  too  curioufly  toconfider  fo. 

Hri?n.  No,  'faith,  not  a  jot ;  but  to  follow  him 
thither  ^^  ith  modefty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead 
it;  As  thus;  Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried, 
Alexander  returneth  to  dull;  the  duU  is  earth;  of 
earth  wc  m.ake  loam  ;  And  why  of  that  loam,  whereto 
he  was  converted,  might  they  not  flop  a  beer-barrel  ? 

Imperial  Cs'far,  dead,  and  turn'd  to  clay. 
Might  flop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  a^vay : 
O,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's  flaw  ! 

But  foft !  but  fort,  afide; — Here  comes  the  king. 
Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  ti  e  corfe  of  Ophelia y  -ojith 

Lords  and  Pritjfts  attending. 
The  queen,  tlie  courtiers :   Who  is  this  they  follow  ? 
And  M'ith  fuch  maimed  rites !  This  doth  betoken. 
The  code,  they  follow,  did  with  deiperate  hand 
Foredo  its  own  life.    'Twas  of  fome  ellate  : 
Couch  we  a  Nvhile,  and  mark. 

Lacr,  What  ceremony  elfe  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes. 
A  very  noble  youth  :  Mark. 

Lc.cr,  What  ceremony  elfe  ? 

Friefi,  Kcr  obfequies  have  been  as  far  enlarged 
As  Ave  have  warranty  :  Her  death  was  doubtful ; 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'erfways  the  order, 
;>he  fhould  in  ground  unfandify'd  have  lodg'd 
rill  the  lafe  trumpet ;  for  charitable  pravers. 
Shards,  fliiUs,  and  pebbles,  Ihould  bf  thrown  on  her: 
Yet  here  fhe  is  allow 'd  her  virgin  crants. 
Her  maiden  ilrevif:ments,  and  the  bringing  hom.e 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Muil  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

Priejl,  No  more  be  done  ; 
We  fhould  profane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 
Tq  fing  a  requiem,  and  fuch  reil  to  her  . 
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As  to  peace-parted  fouls. 

Lcier,  Lay  her  i'  the  earth  ; — 
And  Irom  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flelh 
-May  violets  fpring  ! — I  tell  thee,  churlifli  prieft, 
A  miniftring  angel  Ihall  my  filler  be. 
When  thou  lieft  howling. 

Ham,  What,  the  fair  Ophelia  1 

^2cn.  Sweets  to  the  fweet :  Farewell ! 

\_Scattering  Jlonvers, 
I  hop'd,  thou  fnouldft  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife ; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  fweet  maid, 
A.nd  not  have  ftrew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer,  O,  treble  woe 
Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  curfed  head, 
Whofe  wicked  deed  thy  mofl  ingenious  fenfe 
Depriv'd  thee  of! — Hold  olF  the  earth  a  while, 
'Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms  : 

[  Laertes  leaps  into  the  gra^ve* 
Now  pile  your  dufl  upon  the  quick  and  dead ; 
'Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made. 
To  p*er-top  old  Pelion,  or  the  Ikyifti  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.  [advancing.']  What  is  he,  whofe  grief 
Bears  fuch  an  emphafis  ?  whofe  phrafe  of  forrow 
Conjures  the  wand'ring  liars,  and  makes  them  Hand 
Like  wonder-v/ounded  hearers  I  this^'is  I, 

[  Hamlet  leaps  into  the  granjc. 

Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Laer,  The  devil  take  thy  foul ! 

\Grappling  ^ith  him. 

Ham,  Thon  pray'fl:  not  well. 
I  pr'y  thee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For  though  I  am  not  fplenetive  and  rafh. 
Yet  have  I  in  me  fomething  dangerous. 
Which  let  thy  wifdom  fear  :  Hold  oft  thy  hand. 

Kijig,  Pluck  them  afunder. 

^een,  Hamlet,  Hamlet ! 

All,  Gentlemen, — 

Hor,  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[  The  attendants  part  them. 
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Ham,  Why,  I  will  fight  ^vith  him  upon  this  theme. 
Until  my  eye-lids  %vill  no  longer  wag. 

Ojueen.  O  my  fon  !  what  theme  ? 

Bam.  I  lov'd  Ophelia ;  forty  thou(and  brothers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  fum. — What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ?  . 

King.  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

^.een.  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham,  Shew  me  what  thou'lt  do  : 
Woo't  weep?  woo't  fight?  woo't  flid  ?  woo't  tear 
thyfelf? 

Woo't  drink  up  Efil  ?  eat  a  crocodile  ? 

I'll  do't  Doit  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 

To  out  face  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  fo  will  I : 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us ;  'till  our  ground. 
Singeing  his  pate  againil  the  burning  zone. 
Make  OlTa  like  a  wart !  Nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth,. 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Quee}f.  This  is  mere  madnefs : 
And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him  : 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove. 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  aredifclos'd. 
His  filence  will  fit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  fir  ; 
What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thuj  ? 
I  lov'd  you  ever :  But  it  is  no  matter 
Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may. 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day.  \Exit, 

King,  I  pray  thee,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him.— 

{EDcit  Hor, 

Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  lafl  night's  fpeech  ; 

\To  Lasrtcs* 
We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  prefent  puili. — 
Good  Gertrude,  fet  fome  watch  over  your  fon. — 
This  grave  fhall  have  a  living  monument ; 
An  hour  of  quiet  fhortly  ihail  v/e  fee  ; 
'Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  \Excimt, 
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SCENE  IL 
A  Hall  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Hamlet  and  H  or  at  to » 
Ham,  So  much  for  this,  fir :  now  fhall  you  fee  the 
other ; — 

You  do  remember  all  the  circumllance  ? 
Hor,  Reniember  it,  my  lord  ! 

Ham,  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  ©fighting. 
That  Yvould  not  let  me  fieep  ;  methought,  I  lay 
V/orfe  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.  Fvalhly, 
And  praisM  be  raflmefs  for  it — Let  us  know. 
Oar  indifcretion  fometime  ferves  us  well. 
When  our  deep  plots  do  fail  :  and  that  fhould  teach  us. 
There's  a  divinity  thatfhapes  our  ends. 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hor,  That  is  moft  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  cabin. 
My  fea-govvn  fcarPd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  1  to  find  out  them  :  had  my  defire ; 
Finger'd  their  packet ;  and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again  :  making  fo  bold. 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unfeal 
Their  grand  conimilTion  ;  where  I  found,  Horatio, 
A  royal  knavery  ;  an  exa6l  command, — 
Larded  with  many  feveral  fort  of  reafons. 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too. 
With,  ho  \  fuch  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life — 
That,  on  the  fupervize,  no  leifure  bated. 
No,  not  to  ftay  the  grinding  of  the  axe,  - 
My  head  (hould  be  itruck  off. 

Hor,  Is'c  poiTible  ? 

HanuVkCXQ'^  the  commifTion  ;  read  it  at  more  leifure— 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed  ? 
Hor,  Ay,  'befeech  you. 

Ham,  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villainies. 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains. 
They  had  begun  the  play  ; — I  fat  me  down  ; 
Devis'd  a  new  commiiHon  ;  wrote  it  fair  : 
I  once  did  held  it,  as  our  llatiils  do. 
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A  bafenefs  to  write  fair,  and  laboured  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning  ;  but,  lir  ;  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  fervice  :  Wilt  thou  know 
The  eifed  of  what  1  wrote  ? 
Hor,  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham,  An  earneii  conjuration  from  the  king,— 
As  England  was  his  Eiithful  tributary  ; 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourilh. 
As  peace  fnould  Hill  her  w^heaten  garland  wear. 
And  Hand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities  ; 
And  many  fuch  like  as's  of  great  charge — 
That  on  the  view  and  kno\ving  of  thefe  contents,: 
V/ithout  debatement  further,  more  or  lefs. 
He  fliould  the  bearers  put  to  fuddea  death. 
Not  fhriving  time  ailow'd. 

Hor.  Ho^^  was  this  feal'd  ? 

Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant ; 
I  had  my  father's  fignet  in  my  purfe. 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Daniih  feal  : 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other  ; 
Subfcrib'd  it ;  gave 't  the  im.prellion  ;  plac'  it  fafely  ; 
The  changeling  never  known  :  Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  fea-fght  ;  and  what  to  this  Avas  lequent 
Thou  know 'It  already. 

Hor.  So  GuildenRern  and  Rofencrantz  go  to  it. 

Ham,  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this  em- 
ployment ; 

They  are  not  near  my  confcience  ;  their  defeat 
Doth  by  their  own  infmuation  grow  : 
'Tis  dangerous,  when  the  bafer  nature  comes 
Between  the  pafs  and  fell  intenfed  points 
Of  might '  oppofites. 

Hor,  Why,  what  a  king  is  this  ! 

Ham.  Does  it  net,  think  thee,  ftand  me  now  upon? 
He  that  hath  kiil'd  my  king,  and  whor'd  my  mother ; 
Fopt  in  between  the  eiedion  and  my  hopes ; 
Thrown  cut  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with  fuch  cozenage  ;  is 't  not  perfed:  confcience. 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm  ;  and  is 't  not  to  be  damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  cur  nature  c  ome 
In  further  evil  ? 
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//cr.  It  muft  be  Ihortly  known  to  him  from  Eng- 
land, 

What  is  the  iffue  of  the  buiinefs  there. 

Ham,  It  will  be  iliort  :  the  interim  is  mine; 
And  a  man's  life  's  no  more  than  to  fay,  one. 
Bat  I  am  very  forry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myielf ; 
For,  by  the  image  of  my  caufe,  I  fee 
The  portraiture  of  his:  I'll  count  his  faveurs  : 
But,  fure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towering  pafion. 

Hor,  Peace  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Ojrick, 

Ofr,  Your  lordfhip  is  right  v/elcome  back  to  Den- 
mark. 

Ha?n,  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir,  Doll  know  this 

vvater-fly  ?  - 
Hor.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham,  Thy  iiate  is  the  more  gracious  :  for 'tis  a  vice 
to  know  him  :  He  hath  much  land,  and  fertile  :  let  a 
beaft  be  lord  of  beafcs,  and  his  crib  lliall  fiand  at  the 
king's  mefs  :  'Tis  a  chough;  but,  as  I  fay,  fpacious 
in  the  poffeflion  of  dirt. 

0/r.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordOiip  were  at  leifure,  I 
fhould  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  liis  majefly. 

Ham,  1  will  receive  it,  iir,  with  all  diligence  of 
fpirit  :  Put  your  bonnet  to  his  right  ufe  ;  'tis  for  the 
head. 

Ojr,  I  thank  your  lordiliip,  'tis  very  hot. 
Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold  ;  the  wind  is 
northerly. 

Ofr,  It  is  indifFerent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet,  methioks,  it  is  very  fuliry  and  hot ; 
or  rny  complexion-  

Ofr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord  ;  it  is  very  fultry, — 
as  'twere, — I  cannot  tell  how. — My  lord,  his  ma- 
*::il:y  bade  mc  fignify  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great 
vager  v^n  your  head  :  Sir,  this  is  the  matter, — 

Uam,  I  befeech  you,  remember  

\Hamht  ?nc=-jes  him  io  tut  on  his  hat. 
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Ofr.  Nay,  good  my  lord;  for  my  eafe,  in  good 
faith. — Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court,  Laeries : 
believe  me,  an  abfolute  gentleman,  fall  of  moll  ex- 
cellent differences,  of  very  foft  fociety,  and  great 
iliewing  :  Indeed,  to  fpeak  feelingly  of  him,  he  is 
the  card  or  calender  of  gentry  ;  for  you  lhall  fmd 
in  him  the  continent  of  what  part  a  gentleman  would 
fee. 

Ham,  Sir,  his  delinement  fufFers  no  perdition  in 
you  ; — though,  I  know,  to  divide  him  inventorially, 
would  dizzy  the  arithmetic  of  memory  ;  and  yet  but 
raw  neither,  in  refped  of  his  quick  fail.  But,  in  the 
verity  of  extolment,  I  take  him  to  be  a  foul  of  great 
article ;  and  his  infuiion  of  fuch  dearth  and  rarenefs, 
as,  to  make  true  didion  of  him,  his  femblable  is  his 
mirror  ;  and,  who  elfe  would  trace  him,  his  umbrage, 
nothing  m.ore. 

[   0/r,  Your  lordlhip  fpeaks  moft  infallibly  of  him. 

Ha7n»  The  concernancy,  fir 't  why  do  w  e  wrap  the 
gentleman  in  our  more  rawer  breath  ? 

Ofr.  Sir. 

Hor.  Is  't  not  poiTible  to  underftand  in  another 
tongue  ?  You  will  do  't,  fir,  really. 

Ham,  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gen- 
tleman ? 

Ofr.  Of  Laertes? 

Hor,  His  purfe  is  empty  already ;  all 's  golden  words 
are  fpent.  g/k 
Ham,  Of  him,  fir.  ,  ^ 


Ofr,  I  know  you  are  not  ignorant  

liam,  I  w  ould,  you  did,  iir ;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you 
did,  it  would  not  much  approve  me  : — Well,  fir. 

Ofr,  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laer- 
tes is. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confefs  tliat,  leil  I  fliould  compare 
v>'ith  him  in  exceilence  ;  but,  to  knov»'  a  man  well, 
were  to  know  himfelf. 

Ofr,  I  mean,  fit,  for  his  weapon  ;  but  in  the  im- 
putation Liid  on  him  by  them,  in  his  meed  he's  un- 
fellow'd. 
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Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ? 

Ofr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 
■  llam.  That's  two  of  his  weapons:  but,  we'l 

0/r  The  king,  fir,  hath  wager'd  with  him  fix  Bar- 
bary  horfes:  againft  the  which  he  has  ijnpon'd,  as  I 
take  It,  fix  French  rapiers  and  poniards,  v  ith  their 
affigns,  as  girdles,  hangers,  and  fo  :  Three  of'the 
carriages,  in  faith,  are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very  ref- 
ponfive  to  the  hilts,  moft  delicate  carriages,  and  of 
V£ry  liberal  conceit.  ^   »  'luu  or 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Hor.  I  knew,  you  muft  be  edified  by  the  raar^ent, 
«re you  had  done.  "^c.-"-. 

Ofr.  The  carriages  fir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrafe  would  be  more  germane  to  the 
mtter,  if  we  could  carry  a  cannon  fy  our  fides  1 
would,  it  might  be  hangers  'till  then.  But,  on:  Six 
?ndS.  KK  '  fg^'^ft.fi^/rench  fwords,  their  affigns, 
and  three  liberal -conceited  carriages;  that's  the  French 
be«  againft  the  Danifh  :  Why  is^thi;  impon'd:  i:yt 

Or/  The  king,  fir,  hath  lay'd,  that  in  a  dozen 
paffes  between  yourfelf  and  him,  he  lhall  not  eS 
70U  three  hits :  he  hath  lay'd  on  twelve  for  nine ;  ard 
It  would  come  to  immediate  trial,  if  your  lordfliin 
would  vouchfafe  the  anfwer.  'orainip 

Ham.  How  if  I  anfwer,  no?  - 

fonlJ-triar"'  ''''  ^^^-'^  P<=- 

Ham  .  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall  :  If  it  pkafe 
fct  ZJ"A'  U  f       ^'"''^-^''S  time  of  day  with  me 

the"odd  Mts.  '  '"^'^g-'^-^^-g!'"tmyfl.ame,  and 

O/r.  Shall  I  deliver  you  fo  ? 
nattr;,m!         '''''''        '''''  -hatflourifi.you. 
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Ham,  Yours,  yours. — He  does  well,  to  commend 
it  himfelf ;  there  are  no  tongues  elfe  for's  t*  /n. 

Hor,  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  Ihell  on  his 
head. 

Ha?n,  He  did  compliment  with  his  dug,  before  he 
fuck'd  it.  Thus  has  he  (and  many  more  of  the  fame 
breed,  that,  I  know,  the  drolTy  age  dotes  on)  only 
got  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  outward  habit  of  en- 
counter; a  kind  of  yefty  colle6lion,  which  carries 
them  through  and  through  the  moil  fond  and  win- 
nowed opinions ;  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  trial, 
the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord, 

Lord.  My  Lord,  his  majeily  commended  him  to 
you  by  young  Ofrick,  who  brings  back  to  Yiiva,  that 
you  attend  him  in  the  hall :  he  fends  to  know,  if  your 
pleafure  hold  to  play  with  Laertes,  or  that  you  will 
take  longer  time. 

Ham,  I  am  conftant  to  my  purpofes,  they  follow 
the  king's  pleafure  :  if  his  fitnefs  fpeaks,  mine  h 
ready  ;  now,  or  whenfoever,  provided  I  be  fo  able  as 
now. 

Lord,  The  king,  and  queen,  and  all,  are  coming 
down. 

Ham,  In  happy  time. 

Lord,  The  queen  defires  you  to  ufe  fome  gentle 
entertainment  to  Laertes,  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham,  She  well  inflrudls  me.  \_Exit  Lord. 

Hor.  You  will  lofe  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  fo,  fmce  he  went  into  France, 
I  ha  \^e  been  in  continual  practice;  I  fhall  win  at  the 
odds.  But  thou  would'fc  not  think,  how  ill  all's 
here  about  my  heart :  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  my  good  lord,^ — 

Ham,  It  is  but  foolery  ;  but  it  is  fuch  a  kind  of 
gain-giving,  as  would,  perhaps,  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  diflike  any  thing,  obey  it : 
I  will  foreftall  their  repair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not 
fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury ;   there  is  a 
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fpecial  providence  in  the  fall  ofafparrow.  If  it  be 
now,  'tis  not  to  come  ;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will 
be  now  ;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come :  the 
readinefs  is  all :  Since  no  man  knows  aught  of  what 
he  leaves,  what-is*t  to  leave  betimes  ?  Let  be. 
Enter  the  King,    ^een,   Laertes,   Lords,  Ofrick,  and 

Attendants  njoith  foils,  l£ c, 
[[  King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come^  and  take  this  hand 
from  me. 

[  The  King  puts  the  hand  of  Laertes  into  that  of 
Ilamlet, 

Ham,  Give  me  your  pardon,  fir:  I  have  done  you 
wrong  ; 

But  pardon  it,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 

This  prefence  knows,  and  you  mufl:  needs  have  heard. 

How  I  am  punilh'd  with  a  fore  diflradion. 

V/hat  I  have  done. 

That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception. 

Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madnefs. 

Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes  ?  Never  Hamlet; 

If  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  ta'en  away. 

And,  when  he's  not  himfelf,  does  wrong  Laertes, 

Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 

Who  does  it  then  ?  FJis  madnefs :  IPt  be  fo, 

Hamlet  is  of  the  fiction  that  is  wrong'd; 

His  madnefs  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 

Sir,  in  this  audience. 

Let  my  difclaiming  from  apurpos'd  evil 

Free  me  fo  far  in  your  rnoH  generous  thoughts. 

That  I  havi?  Ihot  my  arrow  o'er  thehcufe. 

And  hurt  my  brother. 

Lacr.  I  am  fatisfy'd  in  nature, 
Whofe  motive,  in  this  cafe,  fhould  Itir  me  mofl: 
To  my  revenge  :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour 
I  Hand  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 
'Till  by  fome  elder  mafters,  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace. 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd  :  but,  'till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  oiter'd  love  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 
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Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely  ; 
And  will  this  brother's  \¥ager  frankly  play. — 
Give  us  the  foils ;  come  on. 

Laer,  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham,  ril  be  your  foil,  Laertes;  in  mine  ignoranct 
Your  flull  lliall,  like  a  ftar  i'  the  darkefl  night. 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer,  You  mock  me,  fir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

Ki'rig,  Give  them  the  foils^  young  Ofrick. — Coufm 
Hamlet, 
You  kno\\^  the  wager  ? 

Ham.  Very  Vv'ell,  my  lord  ; 
Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  fide. 

King.  1  do  not  fear  it  ;  1  have  feen  you  both  :  — 
Bat  fmce  he's  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer,  That  is  too  heavy,  let  me  fee  another. 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well  :   thefe  foils  have  all  a 
-  length  ?  [They  prepare  to  play. 

Ofr.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

}.irig.  Set  me  the  flcops  of  wine  upon  that  table  : — 
If  Hamlet  gives  the  firft,  or  fecond  hit. 
Or  quit  inanfwer  of  the  third  exchange. 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordinance  fire ; 
rhe  king  fhall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath ; 
And  in  the  cup  an  union  (hall  he  throw, 
Ivicher  than  that  which  four  fuccelTive  kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn  :  Give  me  the  cups : 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  fpeak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to  earth, 
IJo'W  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet. — Come,  begin  ; 
And  you,  t!ie  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye. 

Ham.  Corxieon,  fir. 

Laer.  Come,  my  lord.  S^They  Flay. 

Ham.  One. 

Laer.  No. 

Llam.  Judgment. 

Ofr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well,  again,  
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Ki.^.g.  vStay,  give  me  drink  :  Hamlet,  this  pearl  is 
thine  ; 

Here's  to  chy  health. — Give  him  the  cup. 

\Trumpei  founds ;  JJ?ot  goes  off\ 
Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  firft,  fet  it  by  a  while. 

[They  play. 

Come,  another  hit  ;  What  fay  you  ? 

Laer.  A  touoii,  a  touch,  1  do  confefs. 

Kz.ig,  Our  ibn  fhall  win. 

^een.  He's  fat,  and  fcant  of  breath.  

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows  : 
The  queen  caroufes  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Good  madam,  

Ki?ig,  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Quee/i,  I  will,  my  lord  ; — I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

King,  It  is  the  poifon'd  cup  ;  it  is  too  late.  [Ajide. 

Ham.  \  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam  ;  by  and  by, 
-  Ojieen,  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer,  My  lord,  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King,  I  do  not  think  't. 

Lacr,  And  yec  it  is  almofl  againll  my  confcience. 

{Jfide. 

Ham,  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes  :  You  do  but 
dally  ; 

I  pray  you,  pafs  with  your  bed  violence  ; 
1  am  afraid,  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer,  Say  you  fo  ?  come  on.  [  Flay^ 

Ofr.  Nothing  neither  v/ay. 
Laer,  Have  at  yen  now. 

[Laeries  vjounds  Hamlet  y  thazj  in  fcuffli'ap-y. 
they  chi2nge  rapiers,  and  Hamlet  ^vounds 
L  aertes. 

King.  Part  them^,  they  are  inccns'J. 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again, 

Ofr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho ! 

[  TJje  i^een  falls. 

Hor,  Tlicv  bleed  on  both  fides  :  Hew  is  it  my 

lord  1 

Ofr,  How  is 't,  Laertes  ? 
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Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  my  own  fpringe, 
Ofrick  ; 

I  am  juRly  kiird  with  mine  own  treachery. 
Ham,  How  does  the  queen? 
King.  She  fw^oons  to  fee  them  bleed. 
Ouee/2,  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink,— O  my  dear 

Hamlet!  

The  drink,  the  drink  ; — I  am  poifon'd". — 

[The  ^een  dies. 
Ham,  O  viilainny  ! — Ho  1  let  the  door  belock'd  : 
Treachery  1  feek  it  out. 

Laer,  It  is  here,  Hamlet:  Hamlet,  thou  art  flain; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour's  life  ; 
The  treacherous  inllrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated,  and  envenom'd  :  the  foul  pradlice 
Hath  turnM  itfelf  on  me  ;  lo,  here  I  lie. 
Never  to  rife  again  :  thy  mother's  poifon'd  ; 
I  can  no  more — the  king,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point  envenom'd  too  ! — 
Then,  venom,  to  thy  work.  \^Stabs  the  king, 

AIL  Treafon  ;  treafon ! 

Ki'ng,  O,  yet  defend  me  friends  ;  I  am  but  hurt, 
Ha?n,  Flere,   thou  inceduous,  murd'rous,  damned 

Dane, 

Drink  ofr  tiiis  potion  : — Is  the  union  here  ? 

Follow  my  mother.  [King  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  juRly  ferv'd  ? 
\X  is  a  poiibn  ternper'd  by  himfelf. — 
Exchange  Lrgivenefs  with  me,  noble  Hamlet : 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee  ; 
Nor  thine  on  me  !  {Dies, 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it !  I  follow  thee. 
1  am  dead,  Horatio  : — Wretched  queen>  adieu  ! 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance. 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  a(R;, 
Had  1  bat  time,  (as  this  fell  ferjeant,  death. 
Is  ftritll  in  nis  arrell)  O,  I  could  tell  you, — 
But  let  it  be  : — Horatio,  l  am  dead  ; 
Thou  liv'il ;  report  me  and  my  caufe  aright 
To  the  unfatisfied. 
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Hor.  Never  believe  it ; 
I  am  more  an  antique  P^oman  than  a  Dane, 
Here's  yet  fome  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thou'rt  a  man, — 
Give  me  the  cup  ;  let  go ;  by  heaven,  I'll  have  it.— 
O  God  I — Horatio,  what  a  v^ounded  name, 
Things  {landing  thus  unknown,  fhall  live  behind  me? 
If  thou  didft  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a  while. 
And  in  this  harih  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain. 

To  tell  my  ftory,  ~ — 

[Marc/?  afar  off,  and jhout  within. 
What  warlike  noife  is  this  ? 

Ofr,  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquell  come  from 
Poland, 

To  the  ambalTadors  of  England  gives 
This  warlike  volley. 

Ham,  O,  1  die,  Horatio ; 
The  potent  poifon  quite  o'er-grows  my  fpirit ; 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England : 
But  I  do  prophefy,  the  eledlion  lights 
On  f  ortinbras ;  he  has  my  dying  voice  ; 
So  tell  him,  with  occurents  more  or  lefs. 
Which  have  folicited — The  reft  is  filence.  {Dies, 

Hor,  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart : — Good  night  fweet 
prince  ; 

And  flights  of  angels  fing  thee  to  thy  rell ! — 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither  ? 

Enter  F ortinbras ,  the  Englijh  AmhaJJadors ,  and  others. 

Fort,  Where  is  this  fight  ? 

Hor,  What  is  it,  you  would  fee  ? 
If  aught  of  vv  oe,  or  wonder,  ceafe  your  fearch. 

Fort.  This  quarry  cries,  on  havoc—  O  proud  death! 
What  feaft  is  toward  in  thine  infernal  cell. 
That  thou  fo  many  princes,  at  a  (liot, 
So  bloodily  haft  ft  ruck  ? 

Amb.  The  fight  is  difmal ; 
And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late  : 
The  ears  are  fenfelefs,  that  Hiould  give  us  hearing. 
To  tell  him,  his  commandment  is  fuifill'd. 
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That  Rofencrantz  and  Guildenftern  are  dead  : 
Where  fhouid  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth. 
Had  it  the  ability  of  life  to  thank  you  : 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  fmce,  fo  jump  upon  this  bloody  quexHon, 
You  from  the  Fulack  v/ars,  and  you  from  England 
Are  here  arriv'd  ;  give  order,  that  thefe  bodies 
High  on  a  Hage  be  placed  to  the  view  ; 
And  let  me  fpeak,  to  the  yet  unknowing  world. 
How  thefe  things  came  about:  So  fhall  you  hear 
Of  cruel,  bloody,  and  unnatural  afts  ; 
Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  flaughters ; 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forc'd  caufej 
And,  in  this  uplliot,  purpoies  miilook 
FalPn  on  the  inventors'  heads  :  ail  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  halle  to  hear  it. 
And  call  the  nobleft  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  forrow  I  embrace  my  fortune ; 
I  have  fome  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom. 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me, 

Hor.  Of  that  I  (hall  have  aifo  caufe  to  fpeak. 
And  from  his  mouth  whofe  voice  will  draw  no  more 
But  let  the  fame  be  prefently  perform'd. 
Even  V.  hiie  men's  minds  are  wild  ;  led  more  mifchance 
On  plots,  and' errors,  happen. 

Fort.  L.et  four  captains 
Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  ibldier,  to  the  ftage  : 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on. 
To  have  prov'd  moil:  royally  :  and,  for  his  pafTage, 
The  foldiers'  mufic,  and  the  rites  of  v»  ar. 
Speak  loudly  for  him.— 
Take  up  the  bodies : — Such  a  fight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  (hews  much  amifs. 
Go,  bid  the  foldiers  Ihoot. 

S^Exeiint :  after  ^\)hichx  a  peal  of  ordinance  is 
Jhot  off. 
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NOTE. 


If  the  dramas  of  Shakefpeaie  were  to  be  charaftcrifcd,  each  b'y 
i>\t  particular  excellence  which  dif^inguiflies  it  fioni  the  rcfl-,  wc 
mufl  allow  to  the  tiagcdy  of  Hamlet  the  pra-fc  of  variety.  The  in- 
cidents are  fo  nuiTierous,  thai:  the  arguiTient  of  the  play  would  make 
a  long  tale.  The  feenes  are  jaterchangeably  diverfified  with  meri- 
ment  and  -.olemnitv  ;  with  merrimei.>-,  that  includes  judicious  and 
inllruetive  otfervations  ;  and  folemnity,  not  ftrained  by  poetical  vio- 
lence above  the  natural  fentiments  of  man.  New  characPters  ap- 
pear from  time  to  time  in  continual  fuceeirion,  exhibiting  various 
forms  of  life  and  particular  m.odes  of  converfation.  The  pretended 
madnefs  of  Hamlet  cnufrs  miuch  mirth,  the  m.ournful  diftraftion  of 
Ophelia  fills  the  heart  with  tendcrnefs,  and  every  perfonage  produces 
the  effeft  Intended,  from  the  rpparkion  that  ui  the  firft  a^t  chills 
the  blood  with  horror,  to  the  fop  in  the  laft,  that  expofts  affcdlatica 
to  juft  contem.pt. 

The  condufl  is  perhaps  not  wholly  fecure  againfl  objedtions.  The 
adlion  is  indeed  for  the  moft  part  in  continual  progrefTion,  but  there 
are  fom.e  fccncs  which  ne'ther  forward  nor  retard  it.  Of  the  feign- 
ed niadnefs  of  Hamlet  theie  appears  no  adequate  caufe^  for  he  does 
nothing  which  he  might  not  have  done  with  the  reputation  of  fanity. 
He  plays  the  madman  moft,  when  he  treats  OpV-lia  with  fo  mxuch 
rudenels,  which  feems  to  be  ufelefs  and  wanton  cruelty. 

HamJet  is,  through  the  v/hple  piece,  rather  an  inflrum.ent  than 
an  agent.  After  he  has,  by  the  ftratagem  of  the  plav,  convided  the 
king,  he  makes  no  attempt  to  punilh  him  ;  and  his  death  is  at  laft 
CifeiSled  by  an  incident  which  Hamlet  had  no  part  in  producing. 

The  cataftrophe  is  not  very  happily  produced  ;  the  exchange  of 
weapons  is  rather  an  expedient  of  neceffity,  than  a  fl"roke  of  art. 
A  fchem-e  might  eafily  have  been  formed  to  kill  Hamlet  with  the 
dagger,  and  Laertes  with  the  bowl. 

The  poet  is  accufed  of  having  fliewn  little  regard  to  poetical  juf- 
tice,  and  m.ay  be  charged  with  equal  negledt  of  poetical  probability. 
The  apparition  left  the  regions  of  the  dead  to  little  purpoTe  :  tlic 
revenge  which  he  demands  is  not  obtained,  but  by  the  death  of  him 
that  was  requ'"-fd  t  )  take  it  ;  and  the  gratification,  which  would 
arife  from  the  dcftrucflion  of  an  ufurper  and  a  miurderer,  i.s  abated  by 
the  untimely  death  of  Ophelia,  the  young,  the  beautiful,  the  harm- 


lefs,  and  the  picus. 


THE  END. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duke  of  Venice. 
Brahantio,  a  Senator. 
Two  other  Senators. 
Gratiano,  Brother  to  Brabatitio. 
Lodoinco,  Kinfman  to  Brabaritio  and  Gratiano. 
Othelloy  the  Moor. 
CaJJio,  his  Lieutenant. 
lago,  his  Ancient. 
Rodcrigo,  a  Venetian  jGentleman. 
Montana,  the  Moor's  Predecefibr  in  the  government 

of  Cyprus. 
Clown,  Servant  to  the  Moor. 
Herald. 

Defdemcna,  Daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  Wife  to  Othell 
j^milia.  Wife  to  lago. 
Bianca,  Miitr^fs  to  Caffio. 

Officers,  Gentlemen,  MeHengers,  Muficians,  Sailors 
and  Attendants. 

^cene,  for  the  firfl  Ad,  in  Venice;  during  the  refl  c 
the  Play,  in  Cyprus, 
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A  C  T   I-       SCENE  I. 

Venice,    A  Street, 

Enter  RoderigOi  and  lago^ 

Rod,        EVER  tell  me : — I  take  it  much  unkindly^ 
That  thou,  lago, — who  haft  had  my  purfe. 
As  if  the  ftrings  were  thine,-^ — Ihouldft  know  of  this-. 

lago.  But  you'll  not  hear  m€  ; 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me. 
Rod.  Thou  toldft  me,  thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy 
hate. 

lag,  Defpife  me  if  I  do  not.    Three  great  ones  of 
the  city. 

In  perfonal  fuit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant. 
Ore  capp'd  to  him ;  and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worfe  a  place  ; 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purpofes. 
Evades  them,  with  a  bombaft  circumftance. 
Horribly  Itulf'd  with  epithets  of  war  ; 
And,  in  conclulion, 

Non-fuits  my  mediators;  for  certesy  fays  he^, 

/  ha^e  already  choj'en  my  ojjicer. 

And  what  was  he  ? 

Forfooth,  a  great  arithmetician. 

One  Michael  Caffio,  a  Florentine, 

A  fellow  almofl  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife  ; 

That  never  fet  a  fquadron  in  the  field. 

Nor  the  divifion  of  a  battle  knows 

More  than  a  fpinfcer  ;  unlefs  the  booki(h  theoric^ 

Wherein  the  toged  confuls  can  propofe 

As  mafteriy  as  he  :  mere  prattle,  without  pradice. 

Is  all  his  foldierdiip.    But  he,  fir,  had  theeledlion; 

And  I, — of  whom  his  eyes  had  feen  the  proof. 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus  :  and  on  other  grounds 
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Chriftian  and  heathen,  mufi:  be  be-Iee'd  and  calm'd  * 
By  debtor  and  creditor,  this  counter-cailer  ; 
He,  in  good  time,  mufi:  his  lieutenant  be^ 
.And  I,  fir,  (blefs  the  mark)  his  Moor-lhip's  ancient. 
Rod,  By  hearen,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hang- 
man. 

lago   But  there's  no  remedy  ;  'tis  the  curfe  of  fervice; 
Preferment  goes  by  letter,  and  afFedicn, 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 
Stood  heir  to  the  firil.    Now,  fir,  be  judge  yourfelf. 
Whether  I  in  any  juft  term  am  affin'd 
To  love  the  Moor. 

Rod,   1  would  not  follow  him  then. 

lago.  O,  fir,  content  you  ; 
I  follow  him  to  ferve  my  turn  upon  him  : 
We  cannot  all  be  mailers,  nor  ail  m.ailei  s 
Cannot  be  truly  foilow'd,    Ycu  fhall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave. 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obfequious  bondage. 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  maker's  afs. 
For  nought  but  provender,  and  when  he's  old,  cafhler'd. 
Y/hip  me  fuch  honelt  knaves  :  others  there  are, 
W^ho  trimm'd  in  forms  and  vifages  of  duty. 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  thernfelves  ; 
And,  throwing  but  fhews  of  fervice  on  their  lords. 
Do  w  ell  thrive  with  them,  and,  when  they  have  lin'd 
their  coats. 

Do  thenifelves  homage  :  thefe  fellows  have  fome  loul ; 
And  fuch  a  one  1  do  profefs  myfelf. 
For,  fir. 

It  is  as  fure  as  you  areRoderigc, 

Were  I  the  Moor,  I  v.  ould  net  be  lago : 

In  foilov.  ing  him,  I  follow  butmyfelf; 

Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  \  for  love  and  duty. 

But  feeming  fo,  for  my  pec  uliar  end  : 

For  when  my  out\^  ard  adion  doth  demonflrate 

The  native  ad  ^nd  figure  of  my  heart 

In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 

But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upc  n  my  ileeve 

Por  daws  to  peck  at ;  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
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Rcii,  What  a  fali  fortune  does  the  thick  lips  ov.  e. 
If  he  can  carry 't  thus ! 

J  ago.  Call  up  her  father, 
Rouie  him  :  make  after  him,  poifon  his  delight, 
Frcclaim  him  in  the  ftreets ;  incenfe  her  kinimen. 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
I^Iague  him  with  fiies :  though  that  his  joy  be  joy. 
Yet  throw  fach  changes  of  vexation  cn't. 
As  it  may  lofe  fome  colour. 

Rod.  Here  is  her  fuher's  houfe;  Til  call  aloud, 

Ingo.  Do  ;  with  light  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell. 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  fpy'd  in  populous  cities. 

Rod.  What  ho  !  Brabantio!  fignior  Brabantio,  ho! 

lazo.   Awake !    what,  ho  !   Brabantio !    thieves  I 
thieves !  ^r"'^ 
Look  to  your  houfe,  your  daughter,  and  your  bags ! ' 
Thieves !  thieves ! 

Brabantio,  abo've,  at  a  njoindoiM, 

Bra.  What  is  the  reafon  of  this  terrible  fummcns  ? 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod,  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  ? 

l!3go.  Are  your  doors  lock'd  ? 

Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore afk  you  this? 

lago.  Sir,  yoaare  robb'd  ;^.^for  fliame,  put  on  your 
gown; 

Your  heart  is  buril,  }  ou  have  loft  half  your  foul ; 
Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  }  our  v,  hite  ev.  e.    Arife,  arife ; 
A -A  ake  the  Inorting  citizens  w  ith  the  bell. 
Or  elfe  the  devil  will  make  a  grandfire  cf  you  : 
Arife,  I  fiy. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  wits  ? 

Rod,  Moft  reverend  fjgnior,  do  you  know  my  voice  ? 

Bra.  Not  1  ;  What  are  you  i 

Rod.  My  name  is — Roderigo. 

Bra,  The  ^^  orfe     clcome  : 
I  have  charged  thee,  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors : 
In  honeft  plainnefs  thou  haft  heard  me  fay, 
iVIy  daughter  is  not  for  thee ;  and  now,  in  madnefs. 
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Being  full  of  fupper,  and  diftempering  draughts. 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dofl  thou  come 
To  Hart  my  quiet. 

Rod.  Sir,  fir,  fir^ — 

Bra,  But  thou  muft  needs  be  fure, 
My  fpirit,  and  my  place,  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod,  Patience,  good  fir. 

Bra,  What  teirn  thou  me  of  robbing  ?  this  13  Venice  j 
My  hoiife  is  not  a  grange. 

Rod,  MoR  grave  Brabantio, 
In  fmiple  and  pure  foul  I  come  to  you. 

Jago.  Sir,  you  are  one  of  thofe,  that  will  not  ferve 
God,  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Becaufe  we  come  to  do 
you  fervice,  you  think  we  are  ruffians.  You'll  have 
your  daughter  cover'd  with  a  Barbary  horfe  ;  you'll, 
have  your  nephews  neigh  to  you:  you'll  have  courfers 
for  coufins,  and  gennets  for  germans. 

Bra.  What  profane  wretch  art  thou  ? 

Jago.  I  am  one,  fir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your 
daughter  and  the  Moor  are  now  making  the  beaft  with 
two  backs. 

Bra,  Thou  art  a  villain. 

Jagc,  You  are — a  fenator.  1 
Bra,  This  thou  Tialt  anfv/er ;  I  know  thee  Roderigo 
J^od.  Sir,  I  will  anfwer  any  thing.     But  1  befeec' 
you,- 

Tf 't  be  your  pleafure,  and  moil  wife  ccnfent, 
(As  partly,  I  find,  i':  is)  that  your  fair  daughter. 
At  this  odd  even  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night, 
Trafported — with  no  worfe  nor  better  guard, 
But  with  a  knave  of  comm^^n  hire,  a  gondalier, — 
To  the  grofs  clafps  of  a  laicivious  Moor  :— 
If  this  be  kno^vn  to  you,  ^nd  your  allowance, 
We  then  have  done  you  bold' and  fancy  v/rongs; 
But,  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me. 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.    Do  not  believe. 
That,  from  the  ieafe  <  f  ail  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trine  vv  ith  your  reverence : 
Your  daughter,--~if  you  have  not  given  her  leayej,-^ 
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I  fay  again,  hath  made  a  grofs  revolt ; 

Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes. 

To  an  extravagant  and  v  heeling  ftranger. 

Of  here  and  every  where  :  Straight  fatisfy  yourfelf : 

If  fne  be  in  her  chamber,  or  >our  houle, 

Letloofeon  me  the  juftice  of  the  Hate 

For  tnus  deluding  you. 

Bra,  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho  ! 
Give  me  a  taper  ; — call  u;^  all  my  people  : 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream. 
Belief  of  it  cpprefles  me  already  : — 
Light,  I  fay  !  light ! 

lago,  Fare^vell ;  for  I  muft  leave  you  : 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholefome  to  my  place. 
To  be  produc'd  (as,  if  I  ftay,  I  fnali) 
Againft  the  Moor  :  For  I  do  know,  the  flate, — 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  check,— 
Cannot  withfafety  caft  him  ;  for  he's  embark'd 
With  fuch  loud  reafon  to  the  C  yprus'  v.ar, 
(Which  even  now  (lands  in  a£l)  that,  for  their  fouls 
Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  not. 
To  lead  their  bufmefs :  in  which  regard. 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains. 
Yet  for  necefTity  of  prefent  life, 
I  mull  fhew  out  a  flag  and  fign  of  love. 
Which  is  indeed  but  iign.     That  you  fhall  furely  find 
him^ 

Lead  to  the  Saggitary  the  rais'd  fearch  ; 
And  there  will  1  be  with  him.   So,  farewell.      \_Ex{i^  . 
Enter,  belonjj,  Erabantio,  and  S er'v ants. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil :  gone  flie  is ; 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  defpiied  time. 
Is  nought  bat  bitternefs.-  Now,  IVoderigo, 
Where  didit  thou  fee  her  ?  O  unhappy  giri  !- — 
With  the  Moor,  fay 'il  thou  r — V7hc  would  be  a  f  ither?-  - 
How  did'il  thoukaovv  'tv/asfhe? — 0,t;-iOudeceiv'fl me 
Pall  thought!— Wnat  laid  (he  to  you?  — Get  more  tapers; 
ilaife  ail  my  kindred, — Are  they  marry 'd,  think  }ouf 

RqcI,  Truly,  I  think  they  are. 
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Bra,  O  heaven! — how  got  fhe  out? — O  treafon  of 
the  blood  ! 

Fathers,  from  hence  truH  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  fee  them  ad.— Are  there  not  charms. 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abused  ?  Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Offome  fuch  thing  ? 

Red.  Yes,  fir ;  I  have,  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  brother.— O,  'would  you  had  had 
herU- 

Some  one  way,  fonie  another.— Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor? 

Rod.  I  think,  I  can  difcover  him  ;  if  vou  pleafe 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  v^  ich  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on.    At  every  houfe  I'll  call ; 
I  may  command  at  mod  :— -Get  weanons,  ho  ! 
And  raife  fome  fpecial  officers  of  might. — 
On,  good  Koderigo  ;  I'll  deferve  your  pains. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE.  II. 

Another  Street. 
Enter  Othello  y  I  ago,  and  Attendants^ 

lago.  Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  ilain  menp. 
Yet  do  1  hold  it  very  fcuit'o'  the  confcience 
,To  d)  no  contriv'd  murder;  1  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes,  to  do  me  fervice  :  Nine  or  ten  times 
1  iiad  thought  to  h  ive  jerkM  him  here  under  the  ribs» 

0th.  '  l  is  better  as  it  is. 

lago.  Nay,  but  he  prated. 
And  (poke  iach  fcurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Agaiiiil  }  our  honour. 
That,  with  the  little  godlinefs  I  have, 
I  did  fall  hard  forbear  him.    But,  I  pray  you,  fir, 
Are  you  fait  marrv'd  I  for,  be  fure  of  this, — 
That  the  magnifico  is  much  belov'd ; 
And  hath,,  in  iiis  elFed,  a  voice  potential 
.As  d  uble  as  tiie  duke's :  he  will  divorce  you  ; 
Or  put  upon  you    hat  reflraint  and  grievance 
The  la  'v  (with  all  his  might  to  enforce  it  onX 
Will  give  him  cable. 
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0th,  Let  him  do  his  fpite: 
My  fervices,  \vhich  I  have  done  the  figniory. 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.    'Tis  yet  to  know, 
(Which,  wrien  I  kno^^  that  boading  is  an  honour, 
1  lhall  proTiulg.ite)  i  fetch  my  life  and  being  ' 
From  men  of  royal  fiege ;  and  my  demerits 
Mav  fpe^k,  and  unbonnetted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reached  :  For  know,  lago. 
But  that  I  love  \.he  gentle  Defdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhoufed  free  condition 
Put  into  circumfcription  and  confine 
For  the  fea's  worth.     But,  look  !   what  lights  come 
yonder  t 

Enter  Caffto.,  nvith  others, 

lago.  Thefe  are  the  raifed  father,  and  his  friends. 
You  were  bell:  go  in. 

0th.  Not  1 :  1  muil  be  found  ; 
My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfed  foul. 
Shall  munifcil  me  rightly.    Is  it  they  ? 

lago.  By  Janus,  1  think  no. 

0th.  The  fervants  of  the  duke,  and  my  lieutenant. 
The  goodnefs  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends  ! 
What  is  the  news  ? 

Caf.  The  duke  does  greet  you,  ge'neral ; 
And  he  requires  your  haile,  pofl-halie  appearance. 
Even  on  the  inftant. 

0th,  What  is  the  matter,  think  you  ! 

Caf.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine;. 
It  is  a  bufmefs  of  iome  heat :  the  gallics 
Have  fcnt  a  dozen  fequent  meiiengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels  ; 
And  many  of  the  confuls,  rais'd,  and.  met, 
Areat  the  duke's  already ;  You  have  been  hotly  call'd  fojj: 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found. 
The  lenate  hath  fent  about  three  ieveral  quells. 
To  fearch  you  out. 

0th.  '  ris  well  I  am  found  by  you. 
^   Twill  but  fpend  a  word  lie  re  in  the  houfe, 
I    And  go  ^vitll  you.  [Exih 

^aj^.  Ancient^  what  makes  he  here  ? 


2l6  OTHELLO.  Jcl  L 

Jago.'FdLithyhe  to-night  hath  boarded  aland  carrack; 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 
Caf.  L  do  not  underftand. 
Jap'o,  He's  married. 
Ca/.  To  who  ? 

Re-enter  Othello, 
lago.  Marry,  to — Come,  captain,  will  you  go? 
Oth.  Have  with  you. 

Caf.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  feek  for  ycu. 

Enter  Brahaniio,  Roderigo.  ^ith  OJicers, 
lago.  It  is  Brabantio  : — general,  be  advised ; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 
Oth.  Hoial  ftand  there! 
Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra,  Down  with  him,  thief!  [They  dranv  on  both  fdes, 
lago.  You,  Roderigo  !  come,  fir,  1  am  for  you. 
Oth,  Keep  up  your  bright  fwords,  for  the  dew  will 
rull  them. — 

Good  fignior,  you  diall  more  command  with  years. 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra,  Othou  foul  thief!  where  haft  thou  flowed  my 
^        daughter  ? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hafc  enchanted  her  ; 
For  I'll  refer  me  to  all  thino-s  of  fenfe. 
If  (he  in  chains  of  magic  wxre  not  bound. 
Whether  a  maid — fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy. 
So  oppoQte  to  marriage,  thatlhe  fhunn'd 

The  vveal thy  curled  darlings  of  our  nation,  

Vv^ould  ever  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock. 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  tlie  footy  bofcm 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou  ;  to  fear,  not  to  deliglit. 
judge  me  the  v/orld,  if 'tis  not  grofs  in  fenie, 
That  thou  hafl  praftis*d  en  her  with  foul  charms  ^ 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs,  or  minerals^ 
T  iiat  vv-Caken  motion:  — I'll  have  it  dh^puted  on 
*  JL  is  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
}  or  an  abufcr  of  the  world,  a  pradifer 
Of  a/t  inhabited  and  out  of  warrant - 
L:iy  hold  upcnJiiin  3  if  he  do  refill;, 
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Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

0th.  Hold  your  hands. 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  refl:  : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  i  fliould  have  icnown  it 
Without  a  prompter.— Where  will  you  that  1  go 
To  anfwer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra,  To  prifon  ;  'till  fit  time 
Of  law,  and  courfe  of  direct  feffion. 
Call  thee  to  anfwer.  \ 

0th.  What  if  I  do  obey  ? 
How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  fatisiied  ; 
Whofe  meffengers  are  here  about  my  iide. 
Upon  fome  prefent  bufmefs  of  the  flate. 
To  bring  mj  to  him  ? 

Offi.  'Tis  true,  m.ofl  worthy  fignior. 
The  duke's  in  council;  and  your  noble  felf, 
I  am  fure,  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How  !  the  duke  in  council ! 
In  this  time  of  the  night  !  Bring  him  away  ; 
Mine's  not  an  idle  caule  :  the  duke  himfelf. 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  ftate. 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own  : 
For  if  fuch  actions  may  have  pafTage  free. 
Bond  ilaves,  and  Pagans,  ihall  ourftatefmen  be.  [^^^«^^* 

S.   C    E    N    E  III. 

A  Council- chamber. 
t)uke  and  Senators,  fitting, 
Duke.  There  is  no  compofuion  in  tiiefe  news^ 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1  indeed,  they  are  difprop  rtion'd ; 
My  letters  fay,  a  hundred  and  i'even  gallies. 

Duke.  And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty, 

2  Sen.  And  mine,  two  hundred: 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juil  account, 
(As  in  thefe  cafes  v,  here  they  aim  reports 
'Tis  oft  with  diiFerence)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  ']  urkiili  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke,  Nay,  it  is  pofllble  enough  to  judgment ; 
\  do  not  f.)  fe^ure  me  in  the  error. 
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But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
In  fearful  fenfe. 

Sailor  njjiihin,']  What  ho  !  v/hat  ho  !  what  ho  ! 
S.nfer  an  officer ,  ^vith  a  Sailor, 

Off,  A  mefTenger  from  the  gallics. 

Duke,  Now  ?  the  bufinefs  ? 

Sail,  The  Turkilh  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes  ; 
S©  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  flate, 
Ey  fignior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  fay  you  by  this  change.? 

I  Sen,  This  cannot  be, 
Ey  no  ailay  of  reafon  ;  'tis  a  pageant. 
To  keep  us  in  falfegaze  :  When  we  conuder 
Theimportancy  of  Cyprus  to  tlie  Turk  ; 
And  let  ourfeives  again  but  underiland. 
That,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  queflion  bear  it. 
For  that  it  flands  not  in  fuch    arlike  brace,. 
But  altoceiher  lacks  the  abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  drelTedin:— if  we  make  thought  of  this> 
We  mufl  not  think  the  1  urk  is  fo  unlkilful. 
To  leave  that  iateil:^  which  concerns  him  firil ; 
Negleding  an  attempt  of  eafe,  and  gain, 
To  wake,  and  wage,  a  danger  profitlefs. 

Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence  ,  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Off,  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Mcjftnger. 

Mef.  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious. 
Steering  with  due  courfe  toward  tlieiide  of  Rhcdes, 
Have  tnere  enjointed  them  with  an  after-fleet. 

I  Sen.  Ay,  fo  1  thought How  many,  as  ^  ou  gaefs 

Mef.  Of  thirty  fail  :  and  now  they  do  re-flem 
Their  backward  courfe,  bearing  with  frank  appearanc 
Their  purpofes  toward  Cyprus.    Signior  Montano, 
Your  trull V  and  moft  valiant  fervitor. 
With  his  free  duty,  recommends  you  thus. 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke,  'Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus  — 
Mariu.  Lucchefe,  is  not  he  in  town? 

I  Sen,  He's  now  in  Florence.' 
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Duke.  Write  from  us;  wifn  him,  poU:,  poil-hafle: 
dirpatch. 

Sen,  Here  comes  Erabriiuio,  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

Enter  Brabanfio,  Othello^  Ictgo^  Roderigc,  and  Officers, 
Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  v.  e  mull  firaight  employ  you 
Againil  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. — 
I  did  not  iee  you  ;  welcome,  gentle  fignior ;    [To  Brab, 
We  lack'd  vour  counfel  and  }  our  help  to-nigjit. 

Bra,  So  did  I  yours:  Good  your  grace,  pardon  me; 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  1  heard  of  b' iinefs. 
Hath  raised  me  from  my  bed;  n*  rdoth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  on  me ;  for  my  particular  grief 
-  Is  cf  fo  flood-gate  and  o'er-bearing  nature. 
That  it  engluts  and  fwallows  other  forrows. 
And  yet  is  ftili  itlelf. 

Duke,  W'hy,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Bra,  My  daughter !  O,  my  daughter ! 
Sen.  Dead? 
Bra.  Ay,  to  me  ; 
She  is  abus'd,  ftoTn  from  me,  and  corrupted 
Ey  fpeils  and  m.edicines  bought  of  mountebanks  : 
For  nature  fo  prepoilercuily  to  err, 
'  Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  fenfe. 

Sans  witchcraft  could  not  

Duke,  Whoe'er  he  be,  that,  in  this  foul  proceeding. 
Hath  thus  beguird  your  daughter  of  herfelf. 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  fnail  yourfelf  read  in  the  bitter  letter, 

fter  your  own  fenfe  ;  yea,  though  cur  proper  fon 
Stood  in  your  adion. 

Bra.  Humbly  1  thank  your  grace. 
Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor  ;  \'vhom  now,  it  feems. 
Your  fpecial  mandate,  for  the  flats  affairs^ 
Hath  hither  brought. 

Jll.  We  are  very  forry  for  it. 

Duke.  What,  in  your  o-\\  n  part,  can  you  fay  to  thh? 

[To  Oi hello. 

Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 

Oih.  Moll  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  figniors^ 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  ma.l^rs,— 
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That  I  have  ta'enaway  this  old  man's  daughter 
.  It  is  moi-1:  true  ;  true,  I  have  married  her  ; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.    Rude  am  iia  my  fpeech, 
And  little  bleft  with  tue  fet  phrafe  of  peace; 
For  fmce  thefe  arms  of  mine  had  feven  years  pith, 
'Till  now,  fome  nine  moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  deareft  .iClion  in  the  tented  field  ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  fpeak. 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle  ; 
And  therefore  little  fhall  I  grace  my  caufe. 
In  fpeaking  for  myfelf:  Yet,  by  your  gracious  patience, 
I  will  a  round  unvarnifh'd  tale  deliver 
Of  my  ^^'  hole  courfe  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what  charms,^ 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, 
(For  fuch  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal) 
I  won  his  daughter  m  ith. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold  : 
Of  fpirit  fo  ftill  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blufh'd  at  herfelf ;  And  fhe, — in  fpite  of  nature. 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, — 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  Ihe  fear'd  to  look  on  ? 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  moft  imperfedl. 
That  will  confefs — perfedion  fo  could  err 
Againft  all  rules  of  nature ;  and  muft  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell. 
Why  this  lliould  be.    I  therefore  vouch  again. 
That  with  fome  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  bloody, 
Or  with  fome  dram  conjur'd  to  this  effe(3:. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof ; 
Without  more  certain  and  more  over  teft. 
Than  thefe  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  feeming,  do  prefer  againft  him. 

I  Sen,  But,  Othello,  fpeak ; — 
Did  you  by  indired.  and  forced  courfes. 
Subdue  and  poifon  this  young  maid's  affedions? 
Or  came  it  by  reqaeft,  and  fuch  fair  queftion 
As  foul  to  foul  affordeth  ? 

0th.  i  do  befcech  you. 
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Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  father : 
Jf  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  truft,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you. 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  fentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life, 

Duke,  Fetch  Defdemona  hither. 

\_Exeunt  Tkvc  or  Three^ 

0th.  Ancient,  condu6L  them;  you  beft  know  the 

place.—  —  [_Exit  I  ago. 

And,  'till  {he  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confefs  the  vices  of  my  blood. 
So  juflly  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  prefent 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love. 
And  fhe  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

0th.  Her  father  lov'd  me  ;  oft  invited  me ; 
Still  queftion'd  me  the  flory  of  my  life. 
Prom  year  to  year,  the  battles,  fieges,  fortunes. 
That  I  have  pafs'd : 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyilh  days. 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it. 
Wherein  I  fpake  of  moft  difaftrous  chances. 
Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood  and  field  ; 
Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  i'  the  imminent  deadly  breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  foe. 
And  fold  to  flavery  ;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  portance  in  my  travel's  hi{k)ry  : 
Wherein  of  antres  vail,  and  defarts  idle. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  v^^hofe  heads  touch 
heaven. 

It  was  my  hint  to  fpeak,  fuch  was  the  procefs  ; 
And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat. 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whofe  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  fnoulders.  Thefe  things  to  hear, 
Would  Defdemona  ferioully  inrline  : 
Butftiii  the  houfe  affairs  would  dra\\  her  thence  \ 
'  Which  ever  as  Ihe  could  v-ithhafte  difpatch. 
She'd  come  agaiu,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  difcourfe  :  Which  I  obferving, 
VoLVlil.  W 
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Took  once  a  pliant  hour  ;  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earneil:  heart. 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 
Whereof  by  parcels  fhe  had  fomething  heard. 
But  not  intentively  :  I  did  confent ; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  fpeak  pffome  diltreGful  ftroke 
That  my  youth  fulFer'd.    My  ftory  being  done. 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  fighs-: 
She  Avore, — In  faiths  'twas  llrange,   'twas  pafling 
ft  range  ; 

*Twas  pitiful,  twas  v/ondrous  pitiful: 
She  wii4i'd,  flie  hadnot  heard  it ;  yet  {he  wilh'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  fucha  m.an :  (he  thank'd  me ; 
,And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  fhould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory. 
And  that  would  woo  her.    Upon  this  hict,  1  fpake  : 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pafl  ; 
And  I  lov'd  her,  tb.at  fhe  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I.have  us*d  ; 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witnefs  it. 

Enter  Defde?nona,  I  ago,  and  Attendants. 
Duke.  I  think,  this  tale  would  win  my  daughtev 

too.  

Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this -mangled  matter  at  the  befV: 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  ufa^ 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra,  1  pray  you,  hear  her  fpeak  : 
If  fhe  confefs,  that  Ihe  was  half  the  wooer, 
Deftrufiion  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  bhime 
Light  on  the  man  i^Come  hicher,  gentle  miilrefs  ; 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  nouie  company. 
Where  moP:  you  owe  obedience  ? 

DeJ\  My  noble  father, 
I  do  perceive  here  a.divided  duty  : 
To  you  i  am  bound  for  life,  and  education ; 
My  life  and  education,  both  do  iearn  me 
How  to  refped  you  ;  yoj  are  the  lord  of  dut; 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter :  But  here's  my  hulband  : 
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And  fo  much  duty  as  my  mother  (hew'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father. 
So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profefs 
Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Bra,  God  be  with  you  1 — I  have  done  :— * 
Pleafe  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  flate  affairs ; 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child,  than  get  it, — 
Come  hither.  Moor : 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart. 

Which,  but  thou  hail  already,  with  all  my  heart 

I  would  keep  frvom  thee. — For  your  fake,  jewel, 

I  am  glad  at  foul  I  have  no  other  child  ; 

For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  tyranny. 

To  hang  clogs  on  them. — I  have  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Let  me  fpeak  like  yourfelf ;  and  lay  a  fentence;, 
Which,  as  a  grife,  or  flep,  may  help  thefe  lovers 
Into  your  favour. 

When  remedies  are  paft,  the  griefs  are  ended. 

By  feeing  the  worll,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mifchief  that  is  paft  and  gone. 

Is  the  next  way  to.draw  new  mifchief  on. 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  fortune  takes. 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  robb'd,  that  fmiies,  Heals fomething  from tlie thief; 

He  robs  himfelf,  that  fpends  a  bootlefs  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk,  of  Cyprus,  us  beguile  5 
We  lofe  it  not,  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile. 
He  bears  the  fentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears  : 
But  he  bears  both  the  fentence  and  the  forrow. 
That,  to  pay  grief,  mud  of  poor  patience  borrow, 
Thefe  I'entences,  to  fupar,  or  to  call, 
Bemg  ilrong  on  both  fides,  are  equivocal ; 
But  words  are  words :  1  never  yet  did  hear. 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. 
1  humbly  befeech  you,  proceed  to  the  aSairs  of  Hate. 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  mod  mighty  preparation 
makes  for  Cyprus  : — Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the 
place  is  beft  known  to  you  :  And  though  we  have 
there  a  fubftitute  of  moft  allowed  fulhciency,  yet  opi~ 
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nion,  a  fovereiign  miflrefs  of  efFecls,  throws  a  more 
fafe  voice  on  you  :  you  muft  therefore  be  content  to 
flubber  the  glofs  of  your  new  fortunes,  w  ith  this  more 
ftubborn  and  boifterous  expedition. 

0th.  The  tyrant  cuilom,  moil  grave  fenators,- 
Hath  made  tlie  flinty  and  fteel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  cf  down :  I  do  agnize 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 
!  find  in  hardnefs ;  and  do  undertake 
This  prefent  v/ar  againil  the  Ottomites. 
Moft  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  ftate.» 
\  crave  tit  difpofition  for  my  v^'ife  ; 
Due  reverence  of  place,  and  exhibition ; 
With  fuch  accommodation,  and  befor£> 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke,  If  you  pleafe, 
Be*t  at  her  father's. 

Bra,  I  will  not  have  it  fo. 

Gib.  Nor  1. 

Def,  J^or  I ;  I  would  not  there  reMe, 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts. 
By  being  in  his  eye.    MoH  gracious  duke 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  gracious  ear; 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice, 
'To  affiil;  mv  fimplenefs. 

Duke.  What  would  you,  Defdemona  ? 

Df]f.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  hint. 
My  dow  a-right  violence  and  ftorm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world;  my  heart's  fubdu'd 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord : 
I  faw  Othello's  vifage  in  his  mind  ;  _ 
And  to  his  honours,  and  his  valiant  parts. 
Did  I  my  foul  and  fortunes  confecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war, 
rhe  rites,  for  which  I  love  him,  arc  bereft  me. 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  lhall  fupport 
By  his  dear  abfence  :  Let  me  go  with  him. 

'  0th.  Your  voices,  lords : — 1  do  befeech  you,  let 
'i-ln-  will  have  a  free  way. 
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Vouch  with  me,  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not. 

To  pleafe  the  palate  of  my  appetite ; 

Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  (the  young  eifeds, 

In  me  defun6l)  and  proper  fatisfadion  ; 

But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind  : 

And  heaven  defend  your  good  fouls,  that  you  think 

I  will  your  ferious  and  great  bufmefs  fcant. 

For  (he  is  with  me ;  No,  when  light-wing'd  toys 

Of  feather'd  Gupid,  feel  with  wanton  dulnefs 

My  fpeculative  and  adive  inftruments. 

That  my  difports  corrupt  and  taint  my  bufmefs. 

Let  houfewives  make  a  fkillet  of  my  helm. 

And  all  indignand  bafe  adverfities 

Make  head  againft  my  eilimation  ! 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  lhall  privately  determine. 
Either  for  her -ftay,  or  going  :  the  affair  cries — hafle. 
And  fpeed  muft  anfwer  it ;  you  mult  hence  to-night, 

Def.  To-night,  my  lord  ? 

Duh,  This  night. 

0th.  With  all  niy  heart. 

Duke,  Ai  nine  i'  the  morning  here  we'll  meet  again, 
Othello,  leave  fome  olRcer  behind. 
And  he  fhall  our  commifFion  bring  to  you  ; 
And  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  refpedl, 
As  doth  import  you. 

OtJj,  Pleafe  your  grace,  my  ancient, 
A  man  he  is  of  honclty,  and  truft  : 
To  his  conveyance  I  ailiga  my  wife. 
With  what  elfe  needful  your  good  grace  fhall  think 
To  be  fent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  fo.  

Good  night  to  every  one. — And,  noble  fignior, 

[To  Bral-. 

If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack. 

Your  fon-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor  1  ufe  Defdemona  well. 
Bra.  Look  to  her  Moor  :  have  a  quick  eye  to  fee  ; 
She  his  deceiv'd  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

[Exeunt  Duke  and  Senators, 
W  z 
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0th.  My  life  upon  her  faith»— Honeft  lago. 
My  Defdemona  mail  I  leave  to  thee  ; 
i  pr'ythee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her ; 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  befl  advantage.— 
Come,  Defdemona ;  1  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matter  and  diredtion. 
To  fpend  with  thee  :  we  mull  obey  the  time. 

[Exeimt  Othello,  and  Defdemona, 

Rod,  lago,  

lago.  What  fay'H  thou,  noble  heart? 

Rod,  Wliatwilll  do,  think'ftthou? 

lago,  V7hy,  go  to  bed,  and  fleep. 

Rod,  I  will  incontinently  drown  myfelf. 

lago.  Well,  if  thou  doll,  I  fhall  never  love  thee 
after  it.    Why,  thou  filly  gentleman  ! 

RodAl  is  fillinefs  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a  torment : 
and  then  have  we  a  prefcription  to  die,  when  death  is 
€ur  phyfician. 

lagd.  O  villainous  ?  I  have  look'd  upon  the  world 
for  four  times  feven  years :  aad  fmce  I  could  diftinguiHv 
betwixt  a  benefit  and  an  injury,  I  never  found  man 
that  knew  how  to  love  himfelf.  Ere  I  would  fay,  I 
would  drown  myfelf  for  the  love  of  a  Guinea  hen,  i 
would  change  my  humanity  with  a  baboon. 

R.od,  What  fhould  I  do  ?  1  confefs,  it  is  my  lhame 
to  be  fo  fond  ;  bnt  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

lagQ,  Virtue?  a  fig  !  'tis  in  ourfelves,  that  we  are 
thus,  or  thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens;  to  the 
.which,  our  w  ills  are  gardeners :  fo  that  if  we  will  plant 
nettles,  or  (bw  lettuce  ;  fet  hylTop,  and  weed  up  thyme  ; 
fupply  ii:  with  one  gender  of  herbs,  or  diftrad:  it  with 
many  j  either  have  it  fteril  with  idlenefs,  or  manur'd. 
with  indullry  ;  why,  the  power  and  corrigible  autho- 
rity of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If  the  balance  of  our 
Jives  had  not  one  fcale  of  reafon  to  poife  another  of 
fenfuailty,  the  blood  and  bafejaefsof  our  natures  would 
■iondu<^  us  to  moft  prepoflerous  conclufions  :  But  we 
have  reafon,  to  cool  our  raging  motions,  our  carnal 
jftings,  our  unbitted  lufts ;  whereof  I  take  this,  that 
you  call— love,  to  be  a  fed  or  fcyon» 
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Rod,  It  cannet  be. 

lago.  It  is  merely  a  lufl:  of  the  blood,  and  a  permlf- 
fion  of  the  will.     Come,  be  a  man :  Drown,  thy felf^ 
drown  cats,  and  blind  puppies.     I  have  profefs'd  me 
thy  friend,  and  I  confefs  me  knit  to  thy  deferving 
with  cables  of  perdurable  toughnefs  ?  I  could  never  bet- 
ter ftead  thee  than  now.   Put  money  in  thy  purfe  :  fol- 
low thou  thefe  wars ;  defeat  thy  favour  witli  anufurped 
beard;  I  fay,  put  money  in  thy  purfe.  It  cannot  be,  that 
Defdemona  fhould  long  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor, 
— put  money  in  thy  purfe  : — nor  he  his  to  her ;  it  waa 
a  violent  commencement  in  her,  and  thou  (halt  fee  an 
anfwerable  fequellration  ? — put  but  money  in  thy  purfe. 
— Thefe  Moors  are  changeable  in  their  wills  fill 
thy  purfe  with  money  :  the  food  that  to  him  now  is  as 
lufcious'as  locufts,  fhall  be  to  him  fhortly  as  bitter  as 
coloquintida.     She  muft  change  for  youth :  when  fhe 
is  fated  with  his  body,  fhe  will  find  the  error  of  her 
choice. — She  mull  have  change,  fhe  muft  :  therefore 
put  money  in  thy  purfe. — If  thou  wilt  needs  damn  thy- 
felf,  do  it  a  more  delicate  way  than  drowning.  Make 
all  the  money  thou  cainl]::  If  fandimony  and  a  frail 
vow,  betwixt  an  erring  Barbarian  and  a  fuper-fubtle 
Venetian,  be  not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the 
tribe  of  hell,  thou  flialt  enjoy  her ;  therefore  make 
money  .    A  pox  of  drowning  thyfelf !  it  is  clean  out 
of  the  way :  feek  thou  rather  to  be  hang'd  in  compaf- 
fmg  thy  joy,  than  to  be  drown'd  and  go  without  her. 

Rod,  Wilt  thou  be  fail  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on 
the  iffue  ? 

lago.  Thou  art  fure  of  me  ;  Go,  make  nroney  : — I 
have  told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again, 
I  hate  the  Moor :  My  caufe  is  hearted  ;  thine  hath  no 
lefs  reafon  :  Let  us  be  conjundlive  in  our  revenge  againfl 
him :  if  thou  canfl  cuckold  him,  thou  doll  thyfelf  a 
pleafure,  and  me  a  fport..  There  are  many  events  in 
the  womb  of  time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Traverfe ; 
go  ;  provide  thy  money.  We  will  have  more  of  thia 
to-morrow.  Adieu. 

Rod,  Where  fhall  we  meet  i'  tha  morning  ? 
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lagQ,  At  my  lodging. 

Rod,  Pll  he  with  thee  betimes. 

lago.  Goto;  farewell.  Do  you  hear,  Roderigo? 

Rody  What  fay  you  ? 

lagp.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear. 

Rod,  I  am  chang'd.    I'll  go  fell  all  my  land. 

lago.  Go  to  ;  farewell ;  put  money  enough  in  your 
purfe.  [Exit  Roderigo. 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purfe  : 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  fhould  profane. 
If  I  fliould  time  expend  with  fuch  a  fnipe. 
But  for  my  .fport  and  profit.    I  hate  the  Moor  ; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  fheets 
He  has  done  my  office  :  I  know  not  if 't  be  true  i 
But  I,  for  mere  fufpicion  in  that  kind. 
Will  do,  as  if  for  furety.    He  holds  me  well; 
The  better  fnail  my  purpofe  work  on  him. 
Callio's  a  proper  man  :  Let  me  fee  now  ; 
To  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will, 
A  double  knavery, — How  ?  how  1 — Let  me  fee: — 
After  fometime,  to  abufe  Othello's  ear. 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife : — 
He  hath  a  perfon,  and  a  fmooth  difpofe. 
To  be  fufpe6led  ;  fram'd  to  make  women  falfeo 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature. 
That  thinks  men  honeil:,  that  but  feem  to  be  fo  ; 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nofe. 
As  alles  are. 

I  have  't  ; — it  is  engender'd  :  Hell  and  night 

Muft  bring  this  m.onftrous  birth  to  the  world's  light. 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  L 

The  Capital  of  Cyprus,       A  Platform. 
Enter  Mont  am  y  and  t^o  Gentlemen, 
Mont,  T  T  7  H  A  T  from  the  cape  can  you  difcern 

VV  atfea! 
I  Gent,  Nothing  at  all  :  it  is  a  high-wrought  flood; 
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I  cannot,  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main, 
Defcry  a  fail. 

Mont,  Methinks,  the  wind  hath  fpoke  aloud  at  land  9 
A  fuller  biaft  ne'er  ftiook  oar  battlements  : 
If  it  hath  rutiian'd  fo  upon  the  fea, 
V/hat  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them. 
Can  hold  the  mortice  \  V/hat  iTiall  we  hear  of  this  ? 

2  Gent,  A  fegregation  of  the  Turkifh  fleet  : 
For  do  but  ftand  upon  the  foaming  fhore. 
The  chiding  biUow  feems  to  pelt  the  clouds  ; 

The  wild-ihak'd  furge,with  high  and  monitrous  main. 

Seems  to  cad  water  on  the  burning  bear. 

And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixed  pole : 

I  never  did  like  moleflation  view 

On  the  enchafed  flood. 

Mont,  If  that  the  Turkifli  fleet 
Be  not  inflielter'd  and  imbay'd,  they  are  drown'd ; 
It  is  impoffible  they  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman, 

3  Gent,  News  lords  ?  our  wars  are  done  : 

The  defperate  tempeft  hath  fobang'd  the  Turks,  : 
That  their  deflgnment  halts  :  A  noble  fliip  of  Venice 
Hath  feen  a  o-riev^ous  wreck  and  iblferance 

o 

On  moft  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mont,  How  !  is  this  true  ? 

3  Gent,  The  fliip  is  here  put  in, 
A  Veronefe  :  Michael  Gaflio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Iscome  on  fliore  ;  The  Moor  himfelPs  at  fea. 
And  is  in  full  commiilion  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mont,  I  am  glad  on 't  ;  'tis  a  worthy  governor, 

3  Gent.  But  this  fame  Caflio, — though  he  fpeak  of 
comfort. 

Touching  the  Turkiih  lofs, — yet  he  looks  fadly. 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  fafe  :  for  they  w^ere  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempefl. 

Mont,.  Pi-ay  heaven  he  be  ; 
For  I  have  ferv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  foldier.    Let's  to  the  fea-fide,  ho  ! 
As  well  to  fee  the  veflel  that's  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello  ; 
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Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  the  aerial  blue. 
An  indiilincl  regard. 

Gent.  Come,  let's  do  fo  : 
For  every  minute  is  expedancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

Enter  Cajjlo* 

Caf.  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  iHe, 
That  fo  approve  the  Moor  :  O,  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  againft  the  elements, 
.Foj^  1  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  fea  ! 

Mont,  Is  he  v/ell  fhipp'd  ? 

Caf,  His  bark  is  ftoutly  timber 'd,  and  his  pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance  ; 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  furfeited  to  death. 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

Within r\  A  fail,  a  fail,  a  fail  ! 

Caf,  What  noife  ? 

Gent.  The  town  is  em.pty ;  on  the  brow  of  the  fea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry — a  fail. 
^Caf.  My  hopes  do  fhape  him  for  the  governor. 

Ge?2t,  They  do  difcharge  their  ihot  of  courtefy  ; 
Our  friends  J  at  leail.  \_Gun5  heard. 

Caf,  I  pray  you,  fir,  go  forth. 
And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arrived. 

Gent.  I  fhalL  [Exit, 

Mont.  But  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wiv'd  ? 

Caf  Moil  fortunately  :  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  maid 
That  paragons  defcription,  and  wild  fame  ; 
One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning. pens, 
A^id,  in  the  elTential  vefiure  of  creation. 
Does  bear  all  excellency.  How  now-?  who  has  put  in? 
Re-enter  Gentleman. 

Gent.  'Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general. 

Caf  He  has  had  moil  favourable  and  happy  fpeed  : 
Tempefls  themselves,  high  feas,  and  howling  winds. 
The  gutter'd  ro'.ks,  and  congregated  fands,— 
Traitors  enfteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltiefs  keel, — 
As  having  feafe  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  mortal  natures,  letting  go  fafely  by 
The  divine  Defdem^ona. 
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Mont.  What  klhe  ? 

Caf^  She  that  1  Ipake  of,  our  great  captain's  captain^. 
Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  hold  iago  ; 
Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  oar  t-ioughts, 
A  fe'nnight's  fpeed.—  Gve-^t  jove,  Otiiello  guard. 
And  fwcll  his  fail  with  thme  own  pOA^erful  breath  ; 
That  he  may  blefs  this  hxy  with  his  tali  fhip. 
Make  love's  quick  oants  in  Defdcmona's  arms, 
^  Give  reneAv'd  fire  to  oar  c  xt.inded  fpirits. 
And  bring  all  Cypru6  comfort  1 — O,  behold. 

Enter  Defdemona,  iago  .,  Rodertgo,  am/  Mmilits, 
The  riches  of  the  fhip  is  come  on  fhore  ! — 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees: 
Hail  to  thee,  lady  !  and  grace  of  heaven. 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round  ! 

Def,  I  thank  you,  valiant  CaiTio.  , 
What  tidin^rs  can  ycu  tell  me  of  my  lord  ?      ^  - 

Caf.  He  is  not  yet  arriv'd  ;  nor  know  I  au^ht 
But  that  he's  well,  and  ^vill  be  laortly  here. 

Def,  O,  but  1  fsar  : — How  lofl  you  company  ? 

Caf  The  great  contention  of  the  fea  and  Ikies 
'  Parted  our  feliowlhip  :  But,  hark  !  a  fail. 

Within,']  A  fail,  a  fail  !  [Gun  heard, 

Gent.  They  give  this  greeting  to  the  citadel  ; 
This  like  wife  is  a  friend. 

Caf.  See  for  the  news. —       \  An  attendant  gees  out. 

Good  ancient,  you  are  welcome:-  Welcome,  mif- 

trefs.  [To  Kmilia, 

Let  not  it  gall  your  patience,  good  Iago, 
That  1  extend  my  manners :  'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  fhew  of  courtefy.  [Kiffcs  her. 

Iago.  Sir,  Vv^ould  llie  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lips. 
As  of  I\er  tongue  Ihe  oftbeftowson  me, 
You'd  have  enoup-h. 

Def  Alas,  (lie  has  no.fpeech. 

Ugo.  In  f:iith,  too  much  : 
I  fnd  it  frill,  when  I  have  till  to  fleep  : 
Marry,  before  your  ladyf^dp,  1  grant. 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  hearty 
And  chides  with  thinking:. 
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JEmiL  You  have  little  caufe  to  fay  fo. 
lago.  Come  on,  come  on  ;  you  are  pidures  out  ojp 
doors. 

Belles  in  your  parlours,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens. 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended. 
Players  in  your  houfewifery,  and  houfewives  in  your 
beds» 

Def,  O,  fie  upon  thee,  fianderer  ? 
lago.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  elfe  lam  Turk  : 
You  rife  to  play  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 
Mmil  You  fhail  not  write  my  praife. 
la^  j,  liOy  let  me  not. 

Z).^.What  wouidfl  thou^^write  of  me,  if  thou  fhould'ft 

praife  me  ? 
lago,  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't ; 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. 

Def,  Come  on,  aflay  :   ,    There ^.s  one  gone  to  the 

harbour? 
I  ago.  Ay,  madam. 

Def,  I  am  not  merry  ;  but  1  do  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife.-^ — 
Come,  how  wouldfl  thou  praife  me  ? 

lago,  I  am  about  it;  but,  indeed,  my  invention 
Comes  from  my  pate,  as  bird  lime  does  from  frize. 
It  plucks  out  brains  and  all  :  But  my  mufe  labours. 
And  thus  flieis  delivered. 

Ifihebe  fair  and  wife,^ — fairnefs,  and  wit. 
The  one's  for  ufe,  the  other  ufeth  it. 
Def,  Well  prais'd  ;  How  if  ihe  be  black  and  witty  ? 
lago.  If  Ihe  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit. 

She'll  find  a  white  that  ihall  her  blacknefs  fit. 
Def.  Worfe  and  v/orfe. 
JEmiL  How,  if  fair  and  fooUfh  ? 

lago.  She  never  yet  was  foolifh  that  was  fair  ; 
For  even  her  folly  helped  her  to  an  heir. 
Def,  Thefe  are  old  fond  paradoxes,  to  make  fools 
laugh  i'  the  alehoufe.  What  miierable  praife  hail  thou 
for  her  that's  foul  and  foolifh  ? 

lago.  There's  none  fo  foul,  and  foolifli  thereunto 
But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wife  ones 
do. 
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De/,  O  heavy  ignorance  ! — thou  pralfeft  the  worft 
beft.  But  what  praife  couldft  thou  bellow  on  a  deferv- 
ing  woman  indeed  ?  one,  that,  in  the  authority  of 
her  merit,  did  juftly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice 
itlelf? 

lago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud  ; 

Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud; 

Never  lacked  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay ; 

Fled  from  her  wiih,  and  yet  faid — no^  I  may  ; 

She  that,being  anger 'd,her  revenge  being  nigh. 

Bade  her  wrong  Ytay,  and  her  difpleafure  fly ; 

She  that  in  wifSom  never  was  fo  frail. 

To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  falmon's  tail; 

She  thatcould  think, and  ne'er  difclofe  her  mind. 

See  fuitors  following,  and  not  look  behind  ; 

She  was  a  wight, — ifevei  fuch  wight  were, — 
Def.   To  do  what  ? 

lago.  To  fuckle  fools,  and  chronicle  fmall  beer. 

Def,  O  moft  lame  and  inipotent  conclufion  ! — Do 
not  learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  huft>and. 
— How  fay  you,  Caffio  ?  is  he  not  a  moft  profane  and 
liberal  counfellor  ? 

Caf.  He  fpe.iks  home,  madam  ;  you  may  relifh  him 
more  in  the  foidier,  tlian  in  the  fcholar. 

lago.  [  J/tJe.]  He  takes  her  by  the  palm  :  Ay,  well 
faid,  whifper  :  with  as  little  a  web  as  this,  will  I  en- 
fnare  as  great  a  fly  as  Caflio.  Ay,  fmile  upon  her, 
do  ;  I  will  gyve  thee  in  thine  own  courtfliip.  Yoti 
fay  true  ;  'tis  fo,  indeed  :  if  fuch  tricks  as  thefe  ftrip 
you  out  of  your  lieutenantry ,  it  had  been  better  you  had 
not  kifs'd  your  three  fingers  fo  oft,  which  now  again 
you  are  moil  apt  to  play  the  fir  in.  Very  good  ;  well 
kifs'd!  an  excellent  courtefy !  'tis  fo  indeed.  Yet 
again  your  fingers  to  your  lips  ?  'would,  they  were 
clyiler-pipes  for  your  fake  ! — [Trumjf)2f.]  The  Mpor,-?- 
I  know  his  trumpet. 

Ca/.  'Tis  truly  fo. 

Def,  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him* 
Caj,  Lo,  where  he  comes ! 

VoL  vni.  X 
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Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants* 
Oth.  O  my  fair  warrior  1 
Def,  My  dear  Othello  ! 

Oth,  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content. 
To  fee  you  here  before  me.    O  my  foul's  joy  ! 
Jf  after  every  tempeft  come  fuch  calmnefs. 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  death ! 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  feas.;, 
Olympus  high ;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heaven  !  If  it  were  now  to  die, 
^Twere  now  to  be  moft  happy  ;  for,  I  fear. 
My  foul  hath  her  content  fo  abfolute^ 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Def,  The  heavens  forbid. 
But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  Ihould  encreafcj 
Jtlven  as  our  days  do  grow  ! 

Oth,  Amen  to  that,  fweet  powers !- — 
1  cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  content. 
It  Hops  me  here  ;  it  is  too  much  of  joy ; 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatell  difcords  be 

\_KiJJing  here 

That  e'er  our  hearts  fhall  make  ! 

lago,  O,  you  are  well  tun'd  now  ! 
But  I'll  let  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  muiic,  . 
As  honeft  as  I  am.  \_AfJe^ 

Oth,  Come,  let  us  to  the  cafile. — 
l^ews,  friends ;  our  wars  are  done,  the  Turks  are 
drown'd. 

How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  ifle  ? — 

Honey,  you  fhall  be  v/ell  defir'd  in  Cyprus, 

I  have  found  great  love  amongft  them.    O  my  fweet^ 

I  prattle  out  of  fafhion,  and  I  dote 

In  mine  own  comforts. — I  pr'ythee,  good  lago. 

Go  to  the  bay,  and  difembark  my  coffers  \ 

^ring  thou  the  mafler  to  the  citadel.; 

He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthinefs 

,Does  challenge  much  refped. — Come,  Defdemona, 

<i)nce  more  well  met  at  Cyprus ! 

{^Exeunt  Othello,  DcfdemQ^PL,  and  Attendants^ 
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LagQ,  Do  thou  meet  me  prefeiitly  at  the  harbour. 
Coms  hither.  If  thou  be'H  valiant ;  as  (they  fayjbafe 
men,  being  in  love,  have  then  a  nobility  in  their  natures 
more  than  is  native  to  them, — liil  me.  The  lieutenant 
to-night  watches  on  the  court  of  guard  : — Firft,  I  muft 
tell  thee  this, — Defdemona  is  diredly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod,  With  him  1  Why,  'tis  not  poiTible. 

lago.  Lay  thy  finger — ^thus,  and  let  thy  foul  be  in- 
Urucled.  Mark  me  with  v/hat  violence  ihe  firil  lov'd- 
the  Moor,  but  for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantaf- 
tical  lies :  And  will  fhe  love  him  ftill  for  prating  ?  let 
not  thy  difcreet  heart  think  it.  Her  eye  mull:  be  fed  ; 
and  what  delight  (liall  flie  have  to  look  on  the  devil  ? 
When  the  blood  is  made  dull  with  the  a6l  of  fport,- 
there  fnould  be, — again  to  inflame  it,  and  to  give 
f^tiety  a  frelh  appetite, — lovelinefs  in  favour ;  fym- 
pathy  in  years,  manners,  and  beauties ;  all  which  the 
Moor  is  defediivein:  Now,  forwant  of  all  thefe  required 
conveniences,  her  delicate  tendernefs  will  ' find  itfelf 
abus'd,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  difreliih  and  abhor 
the  Moor ;  very  nature  will  inllrudl  her  in  it,  and 
compel  her  to  fome  fecond  choice.  Now,  fir,  this 
granted,  (as  it  is  a  moil  pregnant  and  unforc'd  pofi— 
tion)  who  ftands  fo  eminently  in  the  degree  of  this 
fortune,  as  Caffio  does  ?  a  knave  very  voluble ;  no 
farther  confcionable,  than  in  putting  on  the  mere  form 
of  civil  and  hum.ane  feeming,  for  the  better  compafiing 
of  his  fait  and  moll  hidden  loofe  alfedlion  ?  Why,  none  ; 
why,  none  :  A  flippery  and  fubtle  knave  ;  a  finder  out 
of  occafions ;  that  has  an  eye  can  llampand  counterfeit 
advantages,  though  true  advantage  never  prefent  it- 
felf :  A  deviiifti  knave  !  Befldes,  the  knave  is  hand  fome, 
young  ;  and  hath  all  ihofe  requifites  in  him,  that  folly 
and  green  minds  look  after :  A  peflilent  complete 
knave  ;  and  the  woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod,  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her  ;  Ihe  is  full  ofmofl 
blefs'd  condition. 

lago,  Blefs'd  figs'  end  !  the  wine  Ihe  drinks  is  made 
of  grapes :  if  fne  had  been  blefs'd,  Ihe  would  never 
have  lov'd  the  Moor  :  Blefs'd  pudding  !  Didfl  thou  not 
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fee  her  paddle  in  the  palm  of  his  hand?  didil  eot 
mark  that  ? 

Rcil,  Yes,  that  I  did  ;  but  that  was  but  courtefv. 

lago.  Lechery,  by  this  hand !  an  index,  and  ob- 
fcure  prologue  to  the  hiilory  of  luft  and  foul  thoughts. 
They  met  fo  near  with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths 
embrac'd  together.  Villainous  thoughts,  Roderigo  ! 
When  thefe  mutualities  fo  marfhal  the  way,  hard  at 
hand  comes  the  mafter  and  main  exercife,  the  incor- 
porate conclufion:  Pifli ! — But,  fir,  be  you  rul'd  by 
me  :  I  have  brought  you  from  V enice.  Watch  yoa 
to-night :  for  the  command,  I'll  lay't  upon  you  :  CaiTio 
knows  you  not : — I'll  not  be  far  frcm  you  :  Do  you 
fmd  fome  occafiOn  to  anger  CafTio,  either  by  fpeaking 
too  loud,  or  tainting  his  diicipline ;  or  from  what 
other  courfe  you  pleafe,  which  the  time  lhali  more 
favourably  miniiter. 

Rod,  Well. 

lago.  Sir,  he  is  rafh,  and  very  fudden  in  choler  ; 
and,  haply,  with  his  truncheon  may  ftrike  at  you  : 
Provoke  him,  that  he  may  ;  for,  even  out  of  that, 
will  I  caufe  thefe  of  Cyprus  to  mutiny  ;  whofe  quali- 
£cation  fhall  come  into  no  true  tafte  again,  but  by  the 
difplanting  of  CalTio.  So  fhall  you  have  a  fhortcr 
journey  to  your  defires,  by  the  means  I  lhall  then  have 
to  prefer  them  ;  and  the  impediment  moft  profitably 
removed,  without  the  which  there  were  no  expedlation 
of  our  profperity. 

Rod,  I  will  do  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  op- 
portunity. 

lago,  I  warrant  thee.    Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the 
citadel :  I  mud  fetch  his  neceffaries  alhore.  Farewell. 
Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit, 
lago.  That  CafTio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it ; 
That  Ihe  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit : 
The  Moor — howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, — 
Is  of  a  conilant,  loving,  noble  nature  ; 
And,  1  dare  think,  he'll  prove  to  Defdemona 
A  moft  dear  hufhand.    Now  I  do  love  her  too  ; 
Not  out  ojabfolute  lufi,  (though,  peradventure. 
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I  ftand  accountant  for  as  great  a  fin). 

But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge. 

For  that  I  do  fufpedl  the  luily  Moor 

Hath  leaped  into  my.  feat :  The  thought  whereof 

Doth,  like  a  poifonous  mineral,   gnaw  my  inwards 

And  nothing  can  or  lliall  content  my  foul. 

Till  I  am  even  with  him,  wife  for  wife  ; 

Or,  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 

At  leaft  into  a  jealoufy  fo  ftrong 

That  judgment  cannot  cure.     Which  thing  to  do,— 

If  this  poor  traili  of  Venice,  whom  I  trafli 

For  his  quick  hunting,  fland  the  putting  on, 

ril  have  our  Michael  CalTio  on  the  hip ; 

Abufe  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb, — 

For  I  fear  CafTio  with  my  night-cap  too ; 

Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  Veward  me^ . 

For  making  him  egregioully  an  afs. 

And  pradifmg  upon  his  peace  and  quiet 

Even  to  madnefs.    'Tis  here,  but  yet  confus'd  ; 

Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  feen,  till  us'd.  [^Exito 

SCENE  II. 

A  Street,    Enter  HeraUy  'witJp  •  a  ProcIa?naiion» 

Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleafure,  our  noble  and  valiant 
general,  that,  upon  certain  tidings  now  arriv'd,  im- 
porting the  mere  perdition  of  the  Turkifh  fleet,  every 
man  put  himfelf  into  triumph;  fome  to  dance,  fome 
to  make  bonfires,  each  man  to  what  fport  and  revels 
his  addiction  leads  him  ?  for,  befides  thefe  beneficial  ^ 
news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his  nuptials;  So  much 
was  his  pleafure  ihould  be  proclaimed.  All  offices  are 
open;  and  there  is  full  liberty  of  feafting,  from  this 
prefent  hour  of  five,  till  the  bell  hath  told  eleven; 
Heaven  blefs  the  ifle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  gene- 
ral Othello.  [Exit^^ 
S    C    E    N    E  III. 

The  Cape. 

Enter  Othello,  Defdemana^  CaJJto,  and  Attendants, 

Oih,  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night 5  : 
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Let's  teach  ourfelves  that  honourable  ilop. 
Not  to  out-fport  difcretion. 

Caf,  lago  hath  diredtion  what  to  do : 
But,  notwichftanding,  with  my  perfoiial  eye 
Will  ]  look  to't. 

0th,  lago  is  moft  honefi:. 
Michael,  goodnight;  To-morrow,  with  your earlief!. 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you. — Come,  my  dearlov&; 
The  purchafe  made,  the  fruits  are  to  enfue  ; 

[  To  Defdemona*. 

That  profit's  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  and  you.  

Good  night.  \^Exeunt  Othello  and  De/demona^ 

Enter  lago, 

Caf.  Welcomey  lago :  We  muft  to  the  watch. 

lagG.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant;  'tis  not  yet  ten 
o'clock  :  Our  general  caft  us  thus  early,  for  the  love 
of  his  Defdemona:  whom  let  us  not  therefore  blame: 
he  hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her;  and 
ihe  is  fport  for  Jove. 

Caf.  She's  a  moft  exquifite  lady. 

lago.  And,  I'll  warrant  her,  full  of  game. 

Caf  Indeed,  fhe  is  a  moft  frefti  and  delicate  creature. 

lago.  What  an  eye  Ihe  has  !  methinks,  it  founds  a 
parley  of  provocation. 

Caf  An  inviting  eye  ;  and  yet,  methinks,  right 
mod  eft. 

la^o.  And,'  when  fhe  fpeaks,  is  it  not  an  alarum  to 
love  ? 

Caf  She  is,  indeed,  perfedion. 

lago.  Well,  happinefs  to  their  fheets !  Come, 
lieutenant,  1  have  a  ftoop  of  wine  ;  and  here  without 
are  a  brace  of  Cyprus  gallants,  that  would  fain  have 
a  meafure  to  the  health  of  the  black  Otbello. 

Caf  Not  to  night  good  lago  ;  I  have  very  poor 
and  unhappy  bnins  for  drinking  :  1  could  well  wifti 
Gourtefy  would  invent  fome  other  cuftom  of  entertain- 
ment. 

hgD.  O,  they  are  our  friends  ;  but  one  cup  :  I'll 
drinii  for  you. 

Caf  I  have  druiik  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that 
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was  craftily  qualified  too,  and  behold,  what  innovation 
it  makes  here  ;  I  am  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and 
dare  not  talk  my  weaknefs  with  any  more. 

lago.  What,  man !  'tis  a  night  of  revels  ;  the  gallants 
defire  it. 

Caf,  Where  are  they  ? 

lago.  Here  at  the  door ;  I  pray  you,  call  them  in, 
Caf,  I'll  do 't  ;  but  it  diflikes  me.  [Exit  Cajflo. 
lago.  If  I  can  fallen  but  one  cup  upon  him. 

With  that  which  he  hath  drank  to-night  already. 

He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 

As  my  young  miilrefs'  dog.  Now,  my  iick  fool,  Ro- 
derigo. 

Whom  love  hath  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  outward. 

To  Defdernona  hath  to-night  carous'd 

Potations  pottle  deep  ;  and  he's  to  watch  : 

Three  lads  of  Cyprus, — noble  fwelling  fpirits, 

Tnat  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  diilance. 

The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  ifle, — 

Have  I  to-night  ilafler'd  with  flowing  cups. 

And  thev  watch  too.     Nov/,   'mongH  this  flock  of 

drunkards. 
Am  I  to  put  our  CaHio  in  fome  a<^ion 
That  may  oifend  the  ifle. — But  here  they  come  : 
If  confequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 
My  boat  fails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  Hream. 
Enter  CaJJioy  Montano,  and  Gentlemen, 
Caf,    'Fore  heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  roufe 
already. 

Mont,  Good  faith,  a  little  one  ;  not  pall  a  pint. 
As  I  am  a  foldier. 

iago.  Some  w  ine,  ho  !  U^S^  fi^g^* 

And  let  me  the  canakin  elinky  clink  j 
And  let  me  the  canakin  clink  : 

A  foldier*  s  a  man  ;  ^ 
A  lifers  hut  afpan  ; 
Why  then,  let  a  foldier  drink* 
Some  wine,  boys  I 

Caf,  'Fore  heaven,  an  excellent  fong. 

lago.  I  kvirn'd  it  in  England,  where  (indeed)  thcf 
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are  moft  potent  in  petting:  yoiir  Dane,  your  German, 
and  your  fwag-bellied  Hollander, —  Drink,  ho  ! — are 
nothing  to  your  Englifh. 

Caf,  Is  your  Englifhman  fo  exquifite  in  his  drinking  ? 
lago.  Why,   he  drinks  you,  with  facility,  your' 
Dane  dead  drunk  ;  he  fvveats  not  to  overthrow  your 
Almain  ;  he  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit,  ere  the 
next  bottle  can  be  fillM. 

Caf,  To  the  health  of  our  general. 

Mojtf,  I  am  for  it,  lieutenant ;  andPil  do  you  jullice, 

Iago\  O  fweet  England  1 

King  Stephen     as  a     or  thy  peer, 
His  breeches  cofi  him  hut  a  cro~iv}i  ,* 
He  held  ihe?n  fix -pence  all  too  dear. 

With  that  he  caW d  the  taylor — lo^vm. 
He  i.vas^  a  ^vight  of.  high  reno<wn. 

And  thou  art  hut  of  Iotv  degree  : 
^Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  do^jjn. 
Then  take  thine  aidd  cloak  about  thee* 
Some  wine,,  ho  ! 

Ci^f  Why  this  is.  a  more  exquifite  fong  than  the- 
other. 

lago.  Will  you  hear  it  again  ? 

Caf  No;  fori  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his 
place, that  does  thofe  things. — Well, — Heaven's  above 
all  ;  and  there  be  fouls  that  muil  be  faved,  and  there - 
be  fouls  mud  not  be  faved. 
'    lago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Ciif  For  mine  own  part, — no  offence  to  the  general, , 
nor  any  man  of  quality, — I  hope  to  be  faved. 

lago.  And  fo  1  do  too,  lieutenant. 

Caf  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me  :  the 
lieutenant  is  to  be  faved.  before  the  ancient.  Let's 
have  no  more  of  this  :  let's  to  our  affairs.--  Forgive  us 
our  fins  !— Gentlemen,  let's  look„to  our  bufmefs.  Do  • 
not  think,  gentlemen,  I  am-  drunk  ;  this  is  my  ancient;  . 

—this  is  my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left  hand  :  

I  ani  not  drunk  now;  I  can  Hand  ^^eil  enough^  and  Ji 
fpeak  well  enough. 

AIL  Excellent  well. 
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Caf.  Why,  very  well  then  :  youmuft  not  think  then 
that  I  am  drunk.  \Exit, 
Mont.  To  the  platform,   mailers;   come,  let's  fet 
the  watch. 

lago.  You  fee  this  fellow;,  that  is  gone  before ; — — 
He  is  a  foldier,  fit  to  ftand  by  Ciaefar 
And  give  dire6lion  :  and  do  but  fee  his  vice  ; 
'Tis  to  his  virtue  a  jult  equinox. 
The  one  as  long  as  the  other ;  'tis  pity  of  hinn, 
1  fear  the  truH  Othello  puts  in  him. 
On  Tome  odd  tirae  of  his  inHrmity, 
Will  Hiake  this  illand. 

Mo'it.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

lago,  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  ficep  ; 
He'll  watch  the  horologe  a  double  fet. 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mont.  It  were  well. 
The  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps,  he  fees  it  net ;  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  CalTio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  I  s  not  this  true  ? 

Enter  Roderigo, 

lago.  How,  now,  Roderigoi 
I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant;  go.  [E^it  Rod, 

Mo  fit.  And  'tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  place,  as  his  own  fecond^ 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity  : 
It  were  an  honeit  adtion,  to  fay  fo 
Unto  the  Muor. 

lago,  N  ot  I,  for  this  fairifland: 
I  do  love  CalTio  well  ;  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.    But  hark  !  what  noife  ? 

[Cry  ^ithifiy" — Help  !  help  ! 
Re-enter  CaJ/Io,  dri^oing  in  Koderigo, 

Caf.  You  rogue  '  you  rafcal  1 

Mont,  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant  ? 

Caf,  A  knave  ! — teach  me  my  duty  ! 
ril  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen  bottle. 

B.od,  Beat  me  ! 

Caf,  Doft  thou  prate,  rogue  ? 

Mont,  Nay,  good  lieutenant ;  {^^taying  him* 
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I  pray  you,  fir,   hold  your  hand. 

Caf,  Let  me  go,  fir. 
Or  I'll  knock  yoa  o'er  the  mazzard. 
Mont.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 
Caf.  Drunk  ?  IThey  fight, 

lago.  Away,  I  fay  !  go  out,  and  cry — a  mutiny. 

\_AJide  to  Roderigo,. 
\_Exit  Roderigo, 
Nay,  good  lieutenant, — alas^  gentlem.en,— • 
Kelp,  hoi — Lieutenant, — fir,  Montano, — lir 
Help,  mailers!  Here's  a  goodly  watch,  indeed!  — 
Who's  that  chat  rings  the  bell  ? — Diabie,  ho  ! 

\^BeU  r'mgs* 

The  town  v»  ill  rife  :  Fie,  fle,^  lieutenant  I  hold  ; 
You  %vill  be  lham'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

0th,  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Mont,  I  bleed  ftill,  1  am  hurt  to  the  death  ;— he  dies*. 

0th.  Hold,  for  your  lives. 

]ago.   Hold,  hold,  iieatenant,-—iir,— -Montane— 
gentlemen. — — 
Have  you  forget  all  fenfe  of  place  and  duty.? 
Hold,  hold  !  the  general  fpeaks  to  you ;  hold,  for 

ihame  ! 

0th,  Why,  how  now,  ho !  from  whence  arlfeth  this  ? 
Are  we  turn'd  Turks  :  and  to  ourfelves  do  that. 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites  ? 
For  ChriHian  fhame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl  : 
He  that  fl:irs  next  to  carve  forth  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  foul  light  ;  he  dies  upon  his  motion.— - 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell,  it  frights  the  ifie 
From  her  propriety.— -What  is  the  matter,  mailers  ?— - 
Honefl  lago,  that  look'lt  dead  with  grieving. 
Speak,  who  began  this  ?  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 

lago,  I  do  not  know friends  all  but  now  even  new,. 
In  quarter  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Diverting  them  for  bed  :  and  then,  but  nov/, 
(As  if  fome  planet  had  unwitted  men) 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breaft,. 
In  oppolition  bloody.    I  cannot  fpeak 
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Any  beginning  to  this  peevifh  odds  ; 
And  wouldin  a6lion  glorious  1  had  loft 
Thefe  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it  ! 

Oth.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot  ? 

Caf.  I  pray  you,  pardon  me,  1  cannot  fpeak. 

Oth.  Worthy  Montaiio,  you  were  wont  be  civil  ; 
The  gravity  and  ftillnefs  of  year  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  cf  wifeft  cenfure  :  What's  the  matter. 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus. 
And  fpend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler  }  Give  me  anfwerto  it. 

P/Ioni.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger  ; 

Your  officer,  lago,  can  inforxiyou-  

While  i  fpare  fpecch,  Avhich  fomething  now  offends 
me,— 

Of  all  that  I  do  know:  nor  know  I  aught. 
By  m.e  that's  faid  or  done  amifs  tliis  night  ; 
Unlefs  felf-charity  be  fometirne  a  vice : 
And  to  defend  ourfelves  it  be  a  fm. 
When  violence  alTails  . us. 

0th.  Now,  by  heaven. 
My  blood  begLis  my  fafer  guides  to  rule  ; 
And  paliion,  having  my  beft  judgement  collied, 
Affays  to  lead  the  way  ;  if  I  once  ftir. 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  befl:  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  rebuke.    Give  me  to  know 
How  tliis  foul  rout  began,  who  fet  it  oa  ; 
And  he  that  is  approved  in  this  cifence. 
Though  he  had  twinn'd  with  me,  bothai  a  birth. 
Shall  iofe  me.— -What !  in  a  town  of  war. 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brim-full  of  fear. 
To  manage  private  and  domeflic  quarrel. 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  fafety  ! 
'Tis  monftrous. — I  ago,  who  be^an't  ? 

Mont.  If  partially  affm'd,  or  leagued  in  office. 
Thou  dofl  deliver  more  or  lefs  than  truth. 
Thou  art  no  fcldier. 

lago.  Touch  me  not  fo  near  : 
i  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  rny  mouthy 
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Than  it  Ihould  do  offence  to  Michael  Caffio  ; 
Yet,  I  perfuade  myfelf,  to  fpeak  the  truth 

Shall  nothing  wrong  him,  Thus  it  is,  general. 

Montano  and  myfelf  being  in  fpeech. 

There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help  ; 

And  Caffio  following  him  with  determined  fword. 

To  execute  upon  him  :  Sir,  this  gentleman  ' 

Steps  into  Caflio,  and  entreats  his  paufe : 

Myfelf  the  crying  fellow  did  purfue. 

Left,  by  his  clamour  (as  it  fo  fell  out) 

The  town  might  fall  in  fright :  he,  fwift  of  foot. 

Out-ran  my  purpofe ;  and  I  return'd  the  rather 

For  tiiat  1  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  fwords. 

And  Caffio  high  in  oath ;  which,  till  to-night, 

I  ne'er  might  fay  before :  When  I  came  back, 

(For  this  was  brief)  1  found  them  clofe  together. 

At  blow  and  thruft ;  even  as  again  they  were. 

When  you  yourfelf  did  part  them. 

More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report : — 

But  men  are  men  ;  the  beft  fometimes  forget : 

Though  Caffio  did  fome  little  wrong  to  him, — 

As  men  in  rage  ftrike  thofe  that  wiHi  them  beft, — 

Yet,  furely,  Caffio,  I  believe  received. 

From  him  that  fled,  fome  flrange  indignity. 

Which  patience  could  not  pafs. 

0th.  1  know,  lago. 
Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  ligh;:  to  Caffio  : — Caffio,  1  love  thee  ; 

But  never  mure  be  officer  of  mine.  

Enter  Defdemona,  attended. 
Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up . 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Def,  What  is  the  matter,  dear? 

0th.  All's  well  now,  fweeting  :  Come  away  to  bed. 

Sir,  for  your  hurts,  myfelf  will  be  your  furgeon :  

Lead  him  off.   [7o  Montano,  <who  is  led  off. 

lago,  look  v/ith  care  about  the  town  ; 

And  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  brawl  diflraded — 

Come,  Defdemona ;  'tis  the  foldier's  life. 

To  have  their  balmy  fiumbers  wak'd  with  ftrife. 

[  Ex.  Maneiit  lago  and  CaJJio. 
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Jago,  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant  ? 
Caf,  Ay,  paft  all  furgery. 
l^xgo.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  ! 

Caj\  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation !  O,  I  hav^ 
loll  my  reputation  !  I  have  loft  the  immortal  part,  fir, 
of  myfelf,  and  what  remains  is  beflial. —  My  reputa- 
tion, lago,  my  reputation. 

la;yo»  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  I  had  thought  you 
had  received  fome  bodily  wound  ;  there  is  more  offence 
in  that,  than  in  reputation.  Reputation  is  an  idle  and 
nioH  falfe  impofition ;  oft  got  without  merit,  and  loft 
without  deferving  :  You  have  loft  no  reputation  at  all, 
unlefs  you  repute  yourfelf  fuch  a  lofer.  What,  man  ! 
there  are  ways  to  recover  the  general  again  :  You  are 
but  now  caft  in  his  mood,  a  punilhment  more  in  policy 
than  in  malice  ;  even  fo  as  one  would  beat  his  offence- 
lefs  dog,  to  affright  an  imperious  lion :  fue  to  him 
again,  and  he's  yours. 

Caf,  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis'd,  than  to  deceive 
fo  good  a  commander,  with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken,  and 
fo  indifcreet  an  officer.  Drunk  ?  and  fpeak  parrot  ? 
andfquabble?  fwagger?  fwear?  and  difcourfe  fuflian 
with  one's  own  fhadow  O  thou  invifible  fpirit  of 
wine,  if  thou  hail  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call 
thee— devil  1 

/^2|-o .  What  w  as  he  that  you  follow''  d  with  your  fv/  ord  ? 
What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Caf,  I  know  not. 

lago   Is  it  poifible  ? 

Caj.  T  remember  a  mafs  of  things,  but  nothing 

diftindlly ;  a  quarrel,   but  nothing  wherefore  O, 

that -men  fhould  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths,  to  fleai 
away  their  brains!  that  we  Ihould,  with  joy,  revel, 
pleafure,  and  applaufe,  transform  ourfelves  into  beafcs ! 

lago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough :  Ho\^ 
came  you  thus  recover'd  ? 

Caf.  It  hath  pleas'd  the  devil,  drunkennefs,  to  give 
place  to  the  devil,  wrath :  one  unperfe(!ilnefs  fhews  me 
another,  to  make  me  frankly  defpife  myfelf. 

la^^o^  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  moraler:  As  the 
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time,  the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this  country 
flands,  I  could  heartily  wifh  this  had  not  befallen  ; 
but,  fmce  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Caf,  I  will  alk  him  for  my  place  again  ;  he  (hall  tell 
me,  I  am  a  drunkard  !  Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra, 
fuch  an  anfwer  would  Hop  them  all.  To  be  now  a 
fenfible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  prefentiy  a  beaft! 

0  ftrange  !— Every  inordinate  cup  is  unblefs'd,  and 
the  ingredient  is  a  devil. 

^I^go.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar 
creature,  if  it  be  well  ufed;  exclaim  nomoreagainft  it. 
-^nd,  good  lieutenant,  I  think,  you  think  I.  love  you. 

Caf,  1  have  well  approv'd  it,  £\r.  1  drunk  ! 

lago.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk  at 
fome  time,  man.  I  tell  you  v/hat  you  fhall  do.  Our 
generaPs  wife  is  now  the  general  ;— I  may  fay  fo  in 
this  fefpedl,  for  that  he  hath  devoted  and  given  up 
himfelf  to  the  contemplation,  mark,  and  denotement 
of  her  parts  and  graces  :—confefs  yourfelf  freely  to 
her;  importune  her  ;  fhe'll  help  to  put  you  in  your 
place  again :  fhe  is  of  fo  free,  fo  kind,  fo  apt,  fo 
bleffed  a  difpofition,  that  ihe  holds.  it  a  vice  in  her 
goodnefs,  not  to  do  more  than  fhe  is  requeued  :  This 
broken  joint,  between  you  and  her  hulhand,  intreat 
her  to  fpiinter;  and, my  fortunes  againftany  lay  worth 
naming,  this  crack  of  your  love  fhall  grow  llrong^er 
than  it  was  before. 

Caf,  You  advife  me  well. 

lago.  I  protefl,  in  the  fincerity  of  love,  and  honeil 
kindnefs. 

Caf,  I  think  it  freely ;  and,  betimes  in  the  morning, 

1  will  befeech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  undertake 
for  me  :  I  am  defperate  of  my  fortunes,  if  they  check 
me  here. 

lago.  You  are  in  the  riglit.  G©od  night,  lieute- 
nant :  I  rauH:  to  the  watch. 

CaJ\  Good  night,  honeil  Tago.  \^Exit  Caffto. 

lago.  And  whai's  he  then,  that  fays — I  play  the 
villain  ? 

When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honefl. 
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Probable  to  thinking,  and  (indeed)  the  courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  again  ?  For  'tis  moll  eafy 
The  inclining  Defdemona  to  fubdue 
In  any  honeil  fuit ;  fne's  framed  as  fruitful 
As  the  free  elements  :  And  then  for  her 
To  v-'in  the  Moor, — were't  to  renounce  his  baptifm. 
All  feals  and  fymbols  of  redeemed  fm, — 
His  foul  is  fo  eiifetterM  to  her  love. 
That  Ihe  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  {he  liR, 
Even  as  her  appetite  fhall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  fundtion.^    How  am  I  then  a  villain. 
To  counfel  Caiuo  to  this  parallel  courfe, 
Diredly  to  his  good  ?  Divinity  of  hell ! 
When  devils  will  their  blacked  fms  put  on. 
They  do  fuggelx  at  firft  with  heavenly  (hews. 
As  I  do  now  :  For,  while  this  honcil  fool 
Plies  Defdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes. 
And  llie  for  him  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moor, 
ril  pour  this  peftilence  into  his  ear, — ■■ 
That  fhe  repeals  him  for  her  body's  luil ; 
And  by  how  much  fhe  ftrives  to  do  him  good. 
She  (hall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Mocn 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch ; 
And  out  of  her  own  goodnefs  make  the  net 
That  fhall  enmeih  them  all>    How  now,  Roderigo  ? 
Efjter  Roderigo, 

Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chace,  not  like  a  hound 
that  hunts,  but  one  that  flls  up  the  cry. — My  mon^y 
is  almofl  fpent  ;  1  have  been  to-night  exceedingly 
well  cudgeird^  and,  I  think,  the  iflue  will  be — I  fhall 
have  fo  much  experience  for  my  pains  and  fo,  with 
no.money  at  all,  and  a  little  more  wit,  return  to  Venice. 

lago..  How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  patience  ! 
What  wound  did  ever  heal,  but  by  degrees  ? 
Thou  know'fl  we  work  by  wic,  and  not  by  ^^  itchcraft ; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does  't  not  go  well  ?  CafTio  hath  beaten  thee. 
And  thou,  by  that  fmall  hurt,  haft  caihier'd  Caflio : 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  againfl  the  fun, 
Yet  fruits,  that  blofibm  firft,  will  lirll  be  ripe  : 


Content  thyfelf  a  while. — By  the  mafs,  'tis  morning: 
Pieafure,  and  adion,  make  the  hours  fcem  fhort. — 
Retire  thee  :  go  where  thou  art  billeted  : 
Away,  1  fay  ;  ihoo  fhait  know  more  hereafter  : 
Nay,  get  thee  gone. —  [^'.r//  RoJerigoi 

Two  things  are  to  be  done, — 
My  wife  rnufl  move  for  CaiTio  to  her  miilrefs ; 
rii  fet  her  on  ; 

Myfelf  the  while,  %vill  draw  the  Moor  apart. 
And  bring  him  jump  when  he  may  CafTio  find 
S-oIiciting  his  wile  : — Ay,  that's  the  way  ; 

not  device  by  coldnefs  and  delay.  [^Exit, 


ACT    IIL       SCENE  h 

Before  the  Cape, 
Enter  C^Jjitfy  'with  Miijlcians, 

Caf.  "^/f"  ASTERS,  play  here,  I  will  content  ycur 

iVA  pains. 
Something  that's  brief;  and  bid — good-morrow,,  ge- 
neral. [^Mufic  plays,  and  enter  Clu^jjn, 
Clo^jj}!,  Why,  mailers,  have  your  inftruments  been 
at  Naples,  that  they  fpeak  i*  the  nofe  thus  ? 
Miif,  How,  £r,  how  ! 

CiQr^K)!! .  A  re  chefe,  I  pray  you,  call'd  ^viud  inftrtunents  ? 

Mr//',  Ay,  marry,  are  they,  fir. 

Clo^-jju,  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

Muf.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  fir  ? 

Clo-vjn,  Marry,  fir,  by  many  a  wind  inilrament  that 
1  know.  But,  mailers,  here's  money  for  you :  and 
the  general  fo  likes  yoiu  mufic,  that  he  defires  you, 
of  ail  loves,  to  make  no  more  noife  with  it. 

Muf.  Well,  fir,  we  will  not. 

Clo^jn.  If  you  have  any  mufic  tliat  may  not  be  heard, 
to  't  again  :  but,  as  they  fay,  to  hear  mufic,  ti.e.  g-e- 
neral  does  not  greatly  care. 

Mi<f  We  have  none  fuch,  fir. 
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Clo^vn.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for 
ril  away  :  Go;  vanifli  into  air ;  away,     [Exe,  Mu/i 

Caf  Do  ft  thou  hear,  my  honell  friend  ? 

CloiAjn,  No,  1  hear  not  your  honeft  friend ;  1  hear  you. 

Caf,  Pr'ythee,  keep  up  thy  quillets.  There's  a 
poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee  :  if  the  gentlewoman  that 
attends  the  general's  wife,  be  ftirring,  tell  her,  there's 
one  CafTio  entreats  her  a  little  favour  of  fpeech  :  Wilt 
thou  do  this  ? 

Clo^uun,  She  is  ftirring,  fir,  if  flie  will  Hir  hither, 
I  lliall  feem  to  notify  unto  her..  [Exit  Clo^jn^ 

Enter  laa-o, 

Caf,  Do,  good  my  friend. — In  happy  time,  lago,.  - 

lago.  You  have  not  been  a-bed  then  ? 

CaJ\  Why,  no  ;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.    1  have  made  bold,  lago^,  . 
To  fend  in  for  your- wife  :  My  fuit  to  her 
Is,  that  Ihe  will  to  virtuous  Defdemona 
Procure  mefome  accefs. 

lago,  ril  fend  her  to  you  prefently  :  ■ 
And  I'Udevife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converfe  t^nd  bufinefs 
May  be  more  free.  \_Exit» 

GaJ\  1  humbly  thank  you  for't.    I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honell.  - 
Eriter  J£?nilia,  '- 

JEmil.  Good  morrow,  good  lieutenant :  lamforry 
For  your  difpleafure  ;  but  all  will  foon  be  well. 
The  general,  and  his  wife,  are  talking  ofit  ; 
And  Ihe  fpeaks  ^or  you  floutly  :   The  Moor  roplics. 
That  he,  you  hurt,  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  affinity  ;  and  that,  in  w  holefome  wifdom. 
He  might  not  but  refufe  you :  but,  he  proteils,  he  loves 
you  ; 

And  needs  no  other  fuitor,  but  his  likings. 
To  take  the  fifefl  occafion  by  the  front,  • 
To  bring  yoa  in  again. 

Caf.  Yet,  I  befeech  you, — 
If  you  th:nk  f.t^  or  thatitrnay  be  done, — 
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Giverne  adv.intage  oflbme  brief  dilcourfe 
With  Defdeniona  alone. 

j^.miL  Pray  you,  come  in  ; 
1  wiil  beilov/  yoa  where  you  lhall  have  time 
1  ofpeak  your  bofom  freely. 

Caf,  I  am  much  bound  to  yoa.  [Exeunt. 

-SCENE  IL 

A  Room  in  the  Caftle. 

Enter  Othello i  logo,  and  Gentlemen, 

0th,  Thele  letters  giv^e,  lago,  to  the  pilot: 
And,  by  him,  do  my  duties  to  the  itate : 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works. 
Repair  there  to  me. 

laq^o,  Weil,  my  good  lord,  I'll  do't. 

0th,  This  fortification,  gentlemen,— -fliall  we  fee't? 

Cent,  Weil  wait  upon  your  lordlhip.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IIL 

Another  Room,  in  the  Cajlle, 

Enter  Defdemona,  Cajjio,  and  JEmilia, 
Def,  Be  thou  afTur'd,  good  Caffio,  1  will  do 
AH  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

JEmil,  Good  madam  do-;  I  know  it  grieves  my 
huiband. 
As  if  the  cale  were  his. 
Def,  O,  that's  an  honeft  fellow. — Do  not  doubt  Caf- 

fiO, 

But  I  will  have  ^y  lord  and  you  again 
-       friendly  as  you  were. 

C^/.  Bounteous  madam. 
Whatever  lhall  become  of  Michael  CafTio,. 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  fervant. 

Dp/,  O,  fir,  I  thank  you  :  You  db  love  my  lord. 
You  have  known  him  long  ;  and  be  you  well  affur'^J, 
He  fhall  in  flrangenefs  ftand  no  farther  off 
Than  in  a  politic  dillance. 

Caj:  Ay,  but  lady. 
That  policy  may  either  'afl  fo  long, 
Or  fe;d  upon  i":ch  nice  and  wateriih  diet^ 
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Or  breed  itfelffo  out  of  circumftance. 

That,  I  being  abfent,  and  ray  place  lupply'd, 

Mv  general  will  forget  my  love  and  fervice. 

Def  Do  not  doubt  that  ;  before  -Emilia  here^ 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place  :  affure  thee. 
If  I  do  vow  a  fi'iendfliip,  lil  perform  it 
To  the  laft  article :  my  lord  fliall  never  reft  : 
I'll  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience  ; 
His  bed  {hall  feem  a  fchool,  his  board  a  Hirift ; 
I'll  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cafno's  fuit :  Therefore  be. merry,  Caffio  ; 
For  thy  folicitor  lhall  rather  die, 
Than  give  thy  caufe  away. 

.Enter  Othello^  and  lago^  at  a  difiancet, 

EniiL  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord, 

Caj\  Madam,  I'll  ta^ke  my  leave. 

Def,  Why,  ftay,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Caf.  Madam,  not  now  ;  I  am  very  ill  at  eafe> 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofes. 

Def  Well,  do  your  difcretion.  [Exit  Cajto^ 

lago.  Ha!  1  like  not  that. 

0th,  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 

lago.  Notl.ing,  my  lord  :  or  if — I  know  not  what. 

0th.  Was  not  that  Cafiio  parted  from  my  wife  ? 

lago.  Caffib,  my  lord  ?  No,  fure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  fteal  away  fo  guiity-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th.  I  do  believe,  'twas  he, 

Def,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  fuitor  here, 
A  man  that  languiihes  in  your  difpleafure. 

0th.  Who  is't,  you  mean  ? 

Def.  Why,  your  lieutenant  CalTio.    Good  my  lord, 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you. 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take  : 
For,  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you. 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  hone  ft  face  ; 
I  pr'ythee  call  him  back. 

Otk.  Went  he  hence  now  ? 
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Def.  Ay,  footh  ;  fo  humbled. 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me. 
To  fufFer  with  him  :  Good  love,  call  him  back. 

O/^.  Not  now,  fweetDefdemona  ;  fome  other  time. 

Def.  But  fhall 't  be  Shortly  ? 

O/^.  The  fooner,  fweet,  for  you. 

Def.  Shall 't  be  to-night  at  fupper  ?  : 

Ot^.  No,  not  to-night. 

De/i  To  morrow  dinner  then  ? 

O/^.  I  lhall  not  dine  at  home. 
1  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

De/,  Why  then,to-morrow  night ;  or  Tuefday  morn ; 
Or  Tuefday  noon,  or  night  ;  or  V/ednefday  morn; 
I  pray  thee,  name  the  time  ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days  ;  in  faith,  he's  penitent ; 
And  yet  his  trefpafs,  in  our  Common  reafon, 
(Save  that,  they  fay,  the  wars  muft  make  examples 
Out  of  their  beft)  is  not  almoft  a  fault 
To  incur  a  private  check  :  When  fhall  he  come  h 
Tell  me,  Othello,  1  v/onder  in  my  foul 
What  you  could  afk  me,  that  1  fliould  deny. 
Or  (land  fo  mammering  on.    What  !  Michael  Caffio;, 
That  came  a-wooing  wdth  you  ;  and  fo  many  a  time. 
When  I  have  fpokeof  you  difpraifmgly. 
Hath  ta'en  your  part  ;  to  have  fo  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in!  Trull  me,  I  could  do  much,-^ 

O//^.  Pr'  ythee,  no  more  :  let  him  come  when  he  will 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Dej:  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon  ; 
*Tis  as  I  fhould  entreat  you  wear  you  gloves. 
Or  feed  on  nourifhing  difhes,  or  keep  you  warm  5 
Or  fue  to  you  to  do  a  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  perfon  :  Nay,  when  I  have  a  fuit. 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed. 
It  fhall  be  full  of  poize  and  difficulty. 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

0th.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing  : 
Whereon,  I  do  befeech  thee,  grant  me  this, — 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myfelf. 

Dej:  Shall  I  deny  you-  ?  no  ;  Farewell,  m/  lord. 
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Otb,  Farewell,  my  Defdemona :  I  Avill  come  to  thee 
ftraight. 

D^^Emiiia,  come: — Beit  as  your  fancies  teach  you; 
Whatever  you  be,  I  am  obedient.      [^Exit  nxiith  RiniL 

Oth.  Excellent  wretch  !'  Perditison  catch  my  foul. 
But  I  do  love  thee  !  and  when  I  love  thee  not> 
Cliaosis  comeagam. 

lago.  My  noble  lord — 

Oth,  What  dofl  choa  fay,  la  go  ? 

lago.  Did  Michael  Caffio,  wiien  you  w^oo'd  my  lady. 
Know  of  your  love  ? 

Oth,  He^id,  from  firft  to  laft?  Why  doll  thou  afk  P 

lago.  But  for  a  fatisfadicn  of  my  thought: 
No  further  harm. 

Oth,  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago  ? 

lago,  Idid  notthink,he  had  been  acquainted  "with  it, 

Oth,  O  yes  ;  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

lago.  Indeed  ? 

Oth,  Indeed!  ay,  indeed; — Difcern'fl  thou  aught 
in  that? 
Is  he  not  honefl  ? 

lago,  Honef!:,  my  lord  ? 

Oth,  Honefi !  ay  honefl. 

lago.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 

Oth,  What  doil  thou  think  r 

lago.  Think,  my  lord  ? 

Oth,  Think,  my  lord     By  heaven,  he  echoes  me^, 
As  if  there  were  fome  monfter  in  his  thought. 
Too  hideous  tobefhewn. — Thou  dollmeaxi  fomething.. 
I  heard  thee  fay  but  now, — -Thou  iik'dil  not  that, 
When  CafTio  left  my  wife  ;  What  didft  not  like  ? 
And,  when  I  told  thee — he  was  of  my  counfel 
In  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing,  thou  cryMil,  Indeed  ! 
And  didft  contrail  and  purfe  thy  brow  together. 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  Ihut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit.    If  thou  doft  love  me. 
Shew  me  thy  thought. 

lago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Oth,  I  think  thou  do'ft  : 
And, — for  I  know  thou  art  full  of  love,  and  honeAy*. 
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Andwelgh'ft  thy  words  before  thou  giv'ft  thembreath— 
Therefore  thefe  flops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more : 
For  fuch  things/  in  a  falfe  diHoyai  knave. 
Are  tricks  of  cuftoni  ;  but,  in  a  man  that's  jufl. 
They  are  ciofe  delations,  working-  from  the  hearts 
That  paiTion  cannot  rule. 

lago.  For  Michael  Callio, — 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honeft. 

0th.  I  think  fo  too. 

lago.  Men  fhould  be  what  they  feem  ;  ; 
Cr,  thofe  that  be  not,  'would  they  might  feem  none  ! 

Oih,  Certain,  men  fhould  be  what  they  feem. 

lago.  Why  then,  I  think  Qiifio's  an  honeil:  man. 

0th,  Nay,  yet  there's  m.ore  in  this  : 
I  pray  thee  fpeak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings. 
As  thou  doft  ruminate  ;  and,give  thy  worft  of  thoughts 
The  worfc  of  words. 

lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me ; 
Tliough  I  am  bound  to  every  ad  of  duty, 
I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  flaves  are  free  to. 
Utter  my  thoughts  ?  Why,  fay,  they  are  vile  apd  falfe >— 
As.  wkere's  that  palace,  whereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  who  has  a  breaft  fo  pure. 
But  fome  uncleanly  apprehenfions 
Keep  leets,  and  law-days,  and  in  fefTion  fit 
With  meditations  lawful. 

0th,  Thou  doft  confpire  againft  thy  friend,  lago. 
If  thou  but  think'ft  him  wrong'd,  and  mak'll  his  ear 
A  flranger  to  thy  thoughts. . 

lago,  I  do  befeech  you. 
Though  I  — perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guefs, 
(As,  I  eonfefs,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  fpy  into  abufes ;  and,  oft>  my  jealoufy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not)  that  your  wifdom  yet. 
From  one  that  fo  imperfedly  conceits. 
Would  take  no  notice  ;  noV  build  yourfelf  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  fcattering  and  unfure  obfervance  :~ 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honeily,  or  v/ifdom. 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts.. 
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Oth,  What  doll:  thou  mean  ? 

lago.  Good  name,  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord. 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  fouls : 
Who  fteals  ray  purfe,  deals  tralh;  'tis  fomething,nothing: 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  flave  to  thoufands; 
But  he,  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Kobs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him. 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

0th.  By  heaven,  I'll  know  thy  thought. 

lago.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand;; 
.Nor  fhall  not,  whilft  'tis  in  my  cuHody. 

0th,  Ha! 

lago,  O,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealoufj ; 
It  is  the  green-ey'd  monfter,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on  :  That  cuckold  lives  in  blifs. 
Who,  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But,  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er  ^ 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  fufpedls,  yet  flrongly  loves! 

0th,  O  mifery  ! 

lago.  Poor,  and. content,  is  rich,  and  rich  enough  ; 
Put  riches,  finelefs,  is  as  poor  as  winter. 

To  him  that  ever  fears  he  fhall  be  poor  :   ^ 

Good  heaven,  the  fouls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealoufy  ! 

0th,  Why?  why  is  this? 
Think 'fl.  thou,  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealoufy. 
To  follow  ftili  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With:  frefn  fufpicions  ?  No  ;  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
■Is— once  to  be  refolv'd  :  Exchange  me  for  a  goat. 
When  I  lhall  turn  the  buiinefs  of  my  foul 
To  fuch  exfuffolate  and  blown  furmifes, 
Matching  thy  inference.  'Tis  not  to  make  me  jealous  .; 
To  fay — my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company^ 
vJs  free  of  fpeech,  lings,  plays,  and  dances  well; 
Where  virtue  is,  thefe  are  more  virtuous ; 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  1  draw 
The  fmalleft  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  (lie  had  eyes,  and  chofe  me  :  Ng^'^Iago  ; 
I'll  fee,  before  1  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove  -; 
And,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this. 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealoufy. 
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lago,  I  am  glad  of  this ;  for  now  I  fhali  have  reafon 
To  ihew  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  fpirit :  therefore,  as  I  am  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me : — I  fpeak  not  yet  of  proof. 
*  Lpok  to  your  wife ;  obferve  her  well  with  Cafiio ; 
Wear  your  eye — thus,  not  jealous,  norfecure: 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  felf-bounty,  be  acbus'd ;  look  to't ; 
I  know  our  country  difpofition  well; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  fee  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  fliew  their  hufbands;  their  beii:  confcience 
Is — not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 
Otb.  Doft  thou  fay  fo  ? 

lago.  Slie  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you  ; 
And,  when  Ihe  feem'd  to  lliake,  and  fear  your  looks. 
She  lov'd  them  moft.  < 

Gi^'  And  fo  ihe  did. 

lago.  Why,  go  to,  then ; 
She  that,  fo  young,  could  give  out  fuch  a  feeming. 
To  feal  her  father's  eyes  up,  ck)fe  as  oak, — 
He  thought  'twas  witchcraft : — But  I  am  much  to  blame; 
I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your  pardon. 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

O/J?.  1  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

Jago.  I  fee,  this  hath  a  little  dalh'd  your  fpirits. 

Otl,  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 

lago,  Trufl  me  I  fear  it  has. 
I  hope,  you  w^ill  confider,  what  is  fpoke 
Conies  from  my  love : — But,  I  do  fee,  yau  are  mov'd ;  — 
I  am  to  pray  you  .not  to  llrain  my  fpeech 
To  grofler  ifiues,  nor  to  larger  res.ch. 
Than  to  fufpicion. 

0//j.  I  will  not. 

lago.  Should  you  do  fo,  my  lord. 
My  fpeech  fliould  fail  into  fuch  vile  fuccefs 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.  CalTio's  my  worthy  friend:  i 
My  lord,  I  fee  you  are  mov'd. 

Oi/:?.  l<lo,  not  much  mov'd: —  • 
!•  do  not  think  but  Defdemona's  honeft. 

Jago.  Long  live  ihe  fo  i  and  long  live  you  to  think  fe  I 
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Oih.  And  yet,  how  nature  erring  from  itfelf,  

lago,  Ay'there's  thepoint:  As — tobeboldwithyou,— 
Not  to  aftedl  many  propofed  matches. 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree  ; 
Whereto,  we  fee,  in  all  things  nature  tends  : 
Foh  !  one  may  fmell,  in  fuch,  a  ^vill  moft  rank^- 
Foul  difproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. 
But  pardon  me ;  1  do  not,  in  pofition, 
Diftindlly  fpeak  of  her:  though  I  may  fear. 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms. 
And  (happily)  repent. 

Oih,  Farewell,  farewell : 
If  more  thou  doll  perceive,  let  me  knoAV  m.cre ; 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  obferve :  Leave  me,  lago. 

Icigo,  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  [_Going»  ^ 

Oih,  Why  did  I  marry  ?— This  honeft  creature,  , 
doubtlefs. 

Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

lago.  My  lord, — I  would,I  mightentreatyourlionp^ir 
To  fcan  this  thing  no  further  ;  leave  it  to  time 
And  though  it  be  fit  that  CalTio  have  his  place, 
"(For  fure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability) 
Yet,  if  you  pleafe  to  hold  him  off  a  while, , 
You  fhall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means : 
Note,  if  your  lady  llrain  his  entertainment 
With  any  llrcng,  or  vehement  importunity; 
Much  will  be  feen  in  that.    In  the  mean  time. 
Let  me  be  thought  too  bufy  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  caufe  I  have,  to  fear~I  am) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  befeech  your  honour. 
0th.  Fear  not  my  government.  ^ 
lago   I  once  more  take  my  leave.  \^Ex2t» 
0th.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honefly. 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  fpirit. 
Of  human  dealings :  If  1  do  prove  her  haggard. 
Though  that  her  jeffes  v/ere  my  dear  heart-llrings, 
I'd  whiille  her  off,  and  let  her  dov/n  the  wind,* 
To  prey  at  fortune.    Haply,  for  1  am  black  : 
And  have  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  converfation 
Vol.  VIII.  '  Z 
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That  cKamberers  have :  Or,  for  I  am  decfin'd 

Into  the  vale  of  years  ; — yet  that's  not  much ;  

She's  gone  ;  I  am  abus'd  ;  and  my  relief 
Mull  be — to  loath  her.    O  curfe  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  thefe  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  their  appetites !  I  had  rather  be  a  toad, 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love. 
For  other's  ufes.    Yet,  'tis  the  plague  of  great  ones  ; 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  lefs  than  the  bafe : 
'Tis  defliny  unfhunnable,  like  death  ; 
Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us, 
When  we  do  quicken.    Defdemona  comes : 
Enter  Defdemona  and  j¥lmilia. 

If  (he  be  falfe,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itfelf!  ■ 

I'll  not  believe  it. 

Def.  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  ? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  iflanders 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefence. 

Otb.  I  am  to  blame. 

Def.  Why  is  your  fpeech  fo  faint  ?  are  you  not  well:? 
Otb,  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here, 
Def  Why,  that's  with  \yatching  ;  'twill  away  again ; 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
itlhall  be  well. 

Otb,  Your  napkin  is  too  little. 

[  She  drops  her  handkerchief  s 
Let  it  alone.    Come,  I'll  go  in  with  you. 
Def  I  am  very  forry  that  you  are  not  well. 

[Exeunt  Def  and  0th. 
JEmil  I  am  glad,  I  have  found  this  napkin  ; 
%  This  was  her  firft  remembrance  from  the  Moor  : 
^V[y  wayward  hulband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  fteal  it    but  (he  fo  loves  the  token, 
(For  he  conjur'd  her,  fhe  Ihould  ever  keep  it) 
That  Ihe  relerves  it  evermore  about  her. 
To  kifs  and  talk  to.    I'll  have  the  work  ta'en  out. 
And  give  it  lago  : 

What  he'll  do  with  it,  heaven  knows,  notl^ 
1  nothing  but  topleafc  his  fantafy. 
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Ente-r  I  ago. 

laryc.  How  now  ?  what  do  yoa  here  alone  ? 
jE7nil,  Do  not  you  chide  :  I  have  a  thing  for  you> 
lago.  You  have  a  thing  for  me  ? — It  is  a  common 
thing. 

jEmil  Ha  !  ^  ^ 

lago.  To  have  a  foollfii  wife. 

MmiL  Oy  is  that  all  ?  v/hat  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  fame  handkerchief  ! 

lago.  What  handkerchief ! 

^miL  What  handkerchief! 
Vvhy,  that  the  Moor  firfi  gave  to  Defdemona ; 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteal. 

lago.  Haft  ftolen  it  from  her  ? 

ALmiL  No  ;  but  Ihe  let  it  drop  by  negligence  ; 
And,  to  the  advantage,  I,  being  here,  took  it  up. 
Lock,  here  it  is. 

lago,  A  good  wench  ;v  give  it  me. 

jEmiL  What  will  you  do  with  it,  that  you  have 
been  fo  earneft 
To  have  me  filch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what  is  that  to  you  ?        {^Snatching  it, 

Ai.mil,  If  it  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import. 
Give  it  me  again  :  Poor  lady  !  fhe'll  run  mad. 
When  (he  lhall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  you  known  on't ;  I  have  ufe  for  it. 
Go,  leave  me.  \^Exit  jEiniL 

I  will  in  CaiTio's  lodging  lofe  this  napkin. 
And  let  him  find  it  ;  Trifles,  light  as  air. 
Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  ftrong 
As  proofs  of  holy  writ.    This  may  dofomething. 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poifon  : — 
Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poifons> 
Which  at  the  firft,  are  fcarce  found  to  diftafte  ; 
But,  with  a  little  adl  upon  the  blood. 
Burn  like  the  mines  of  fulphur. — I  did  fay  fo  :- — 
Enter  Othello, 

Look,  where  he  comes  !  Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora> 
Nor  all  the  drowfy  fyrups  of  the  world. 
Shall  ever  med'cine  thee  to  that  fv,  eet  ileep 
Which  thou  ow'dft  yefterday. 
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0th,  H.i !  ha  !  falfe  to  me  ?  to  me  ? 
lago.  Why,  how  now,  general  ?  no  more  of  that. 
0th,  Avaunt !   be  gone  !  thou  haft  fet  me  on  the 
rack  : — 

I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd. 
Than  but  to  know't  a  little. 
Jago,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

0th,   Whatfenfe  had  I  of  her  ftolen  hours  of  lull  \ 
I  faw  it  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me  : 
I  flept  the  next  night  well,  was  free,  and  merry  : 
J  found  not  Cafiio's  kilTes  on  her  lips  : 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  fiolen. 
Let  him  not  know  it,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

lago,  I  am  forry  tohear  this.- 

0th,  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp. 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tafted  her  fweet  body. 
So  I  had  nothing  known  :  O  now  ;  forever. 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind  1  farewell  content  ! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue  1  O,  farewell! 
Farewell  the  neighing  fteed,  and  the  fhrili  trump  ; 
The  fpirit-iiirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife. 
The  royal  banner ;  and  all  quality. 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumitance  of  glorious  war; 
And  O  you  mortal  engines,  whofe  rude  throats 
The  imm.ortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit. 
Farewell  !  Othello's  occupation's  gone  ! 

lago.  Is  it  poffible  ? — My  lord, — 

0th,  Villain,  be  fare  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore ; 
Ee  fure  of  it ;  give  me  the  ocular  proof ; 

\  Catching  hold  on  him. 
Or,  by  the  worth  qf  mine  eternal  foul. 
Thou  hadit  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog. 
Than  anfwer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

lago.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

0th,  Make  me  to  fee  it ;  or  (at  the  leaft)  fo  prove  it. 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop. 
To  hang  a  doubt  on  :  or,  woe  upon  thy  life  ! 

lago.  My  noble  lord,— 

Oih,  If  thou  doll  llander  her,  and  torture  me. 
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Never  pray  more  :  abandon  all  remorfe  ; 

On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate  ; 

Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd  ; 

For  nothing  canft  thou  to  damnation  add. 

Greater  than  that. 

lago,  O  grace  !  O  heaven  defend  me  ! 
Are  you  a  man  !  have  you  a  foul  of  fenfe 
God  be  wi'  you  ;  take  mine  office. — O  wretched  fool. 
That  liv'd  to  make  thine  honefly  a  vice  ! — 

0  monftrous  world  !  Take  note,  take  note,  O  world. 
To  be  dire<5l  and  honeft,  is  not  fafe. — 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit  :  and,  from  hence, 
I'll  love  no  friend,  fith  love  breeds  fuch  offence, 

0th.  Nay,  flay      -Thou  Ihouldft  be  honeft. 

lago.  I  fhould  be  wife  ;  forhonefty's  a  fool. 
And  lofes  that  it  works  for. 

0th,  By  the  world, 
I  think  my  wife  be  honefl,  and  think  ihe  is  not ; 
I  think  that  thou  art  juft,  and  think  thou  art  not ; 
I'll  have  fome  proof :  Her  name,  that  was  as  frefh 
As  Dian's  vifage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.— If  there  be  cords,  or  knives, 
Poifon,  or  fire,  or  fufFocating  ftreams, 
I'll  not  endure  it.- --'Would,  I  were  fatisfied  ! 

lago.  I  fee,  fir,  you  are  eaten  up  \yith  pafTion  ^ 
I  do  repent  me,  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  fatisfied  ? 

0th.  Would?  nay,  I  will? 

lago.  And  m^ay  :  But  how  ?  how  fatisfied,  my  lord  ?: 
Would  you,  the  fupervifor,  grofsly  gape  on  ? 
Behold  her  tupp'd  ? 

0th.  Death  and  damnation  ?  O  ! 

lago.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think. 
To  bring  'em  to  that  profpedl  :  Damn  them  then,s 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  fee  them  boliler. 
More  than  their  own  !  What  then  ?  how  then } 
What  fnall  I  fiy  ?  V/h(  r;'s  fatisfadion  ? 
It  is  impo.lible,  you  fhould  fee  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkey s^. 
Aa  faltiis  v/olves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  grofs. 
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As  ignorance  made  drunk.    But  yet,  I  fay. 
If  imputation,  and  ftrong  circumftances, — 
Which  lead  dire£lly  to  the  door  of  truth, — 
Will  give  you  fatisfadion,  you  might  have  it. 

0th,  Give  me  a  living  reafon  that  Ihe's  difloyal. 

lago,  I  do  not  like  the  office  : 
But,  lith  I  am  enter'd  in  this  caufe  fo  far, — 
Prick'd  to  it  by  foolilli  honelty,  and  love, — 
I  will  go  on.  I  lay  with  Caffio  lately  ; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
1  could  not  lleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  fo  loofe  of  foul, 
That  in  their  fleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs  ; 
One  of  this  kind  is  CalTio  : 

In  fleep  I  heard  him  fay,  Snxjeet  Defdernona  ! 

JLet  us  be  njoary^  let  us  hide  our  hues  ! 

And  then,  fir,  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  hand 

Cry, — 0  Jhveet  creature  !  and  then  kifs  me  hard. 

As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kiffes  by  the  roots. 

That  grew  upon  my  lips  ;  then  lay  his  leg 

Over  m.y  thigh  and  figh,  and  kifs  ;  and  then 

Qry y—'Curfed fate  I  that  ganje  thee  to  the  Moor  / 

Cth.  O  monftrous  1  monflrous  ! 

Jago.  Nay  this  was  but  his  dream. 

0th,  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclulion  ; 
'Tis  a  fhrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

lago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  ether  proofs. 
That  do  demonllrate  thinly. 

0th,  ril  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

lago.  Nay,  but  be  wife  :  yet  wc  fee  nothing  done  ; 
She  may  be  honeilyet.    Tell  me  but  this.— 
Have  you  not  fometimes  feen  a  handkerchief. 
Spotted  with  flrawberries,  in  your  Vvife's  hand  ? 

0th,  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one  ;  'twas  my  firft  gift. 

lago  I  know  not  that:  but  fuch  a  handkerchief 
(I  am  fure,  it  was  your  wife's)  did  I  to-day 
See  CalTio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

0th.  If  it  be  that,  

lago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  if 'twas  her's, 
It  i^icaks  againit  her  y>  ith  the  other  proofs. 
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0th,  O,  that  the  flave  had  forty  thoufand  lives  ; 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge  ! 
Now  do  I  fee  'tis  true, ---Look  here,  lago  ; 
All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven  : 
Tis  gone.--- 

Arife,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell  ! 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown,  and  hearted  throne. 
To  tyrannous  hate  1  fwell,  bofom>  with  thy  fraught^, 
For  'tis  for  afpicks'  tongues  ! 

lago.  Pray,  be  content. 

0th,  O,  blood,  lago,  blood ! 

logo.  Patience,!  fay ;  your  mind, perhaps,  may  change/ 
0th.  Never,  lago  :  Like  to  the  Pontic  fea, 

Whofe  icy  current  and  compuifive  courfe 

Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on. 

To  the  Propontic,  and  the  Hellefpont ; 

Even  fo  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace. 

Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love. 

Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 

Swallov^'  them  up.— Now,  by  yond'  marble  heaven, 

\_He  kneels^ 

In  the  due  reverence  of  a  facred  vow 
1  here  engage  my  words. 

IcigQ,  Do  not  rife  yet—  \J^go  kneds. 

Witnefs,  you  ever- burning  lights  above  ! 
You  elements  that  clip  us  roundabout ! 
Witnefs  thdt  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart. 
To  wron2,'d  Othello's  fervice  !  Let  him  commandj, 
And  to  obey  (liall  be  in  me  remorfe. 
What  bloody  work  foever. 

0th.  I  greet  tliy  love. 
Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  v/ith  acceptance  bounteous. 
And  will  upon  tlie  inilant  put  thee  to 't : 
Within  theic  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  fay. 
That  CafTio's  not  alive. 

lago.  My  friend  is  dead  ;  'tis  done  at  your  requcil:  ; 
But  let  her  live. 

0th,  Damn  her,  lewd  minx  !  O,  damn'  her  I 
Come,  go  with  me  apart;  I  will  withdraw. 
To  furnilh  me  with  fome  fwift  means  of  death 
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For  the  fair  devil.    Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant. 
lago.  I  am  your  own  for.  ever.  \.Exeunti 

S   C  E  N  E  ly. 

Another  Apartment  in  the  Caftle» 
Enter  Defdemona^  J^m-itia,  andClouon* 
Def.  Do  you  know,  firrah,  where  lieutenant  CafHo:- 
lies  ? 

Cloujn,  I  dare  nor  fay,  he  lies  any  where. 
Def,  Why,  man  ? 

Cloivn,  He's  a  foldier ;  and  for  me  to  fay  a  foldien 
iies,  is  ftabbing. 

Def.  Go  to  :  Where  lodges  he  ? 

CiQujn,  To  tell  you  v/here  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  yoK:^ 
where  I  lie. 

Def,  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Clo--wn.  Iknow  not  where  he  lodges  ;  and  forme  to 
devife.  a  lodging,,  and  fay — he  lies  here,.or  he  lies 
there,  were  to  lie  in  mine  own  throat. 

Def.  Can  you  enquire  him  out?  and  be  edify'd  by. 
report  ? 

Clonjjn,  I  will  catechize,  the  world  for  him  .;  that  is, 
make  queilion,  and  make  them  anfwer. 

Def  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither  :  tell  him  I 
have  mov'd  my  lord  in  his  behalf,  and  hope,  all  v/ili 
be  well. 

Clo^'dn.  To  do  this  is  v/ithin  the  compafs  of  man's  ^ 
\\'it  ;  and  therefore  T  will  attempt  the  doing  of  it.  \^Exit. 

Def  Where  (hould  1  lofe  that  handkerchief, -Emilia. 

MmiJ.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Def  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lofl  my  purfe 
Full  of  cruzadoes:  And,  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafenefs 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 

Mmil.  Is  he  not  jealous? 

Def  Who.  he  ?  I  think  the  fun,  where  he  was  born. 
Drew  all  fuch  humours  from  him. 

JEinil.  Look>  where  he  comes. 

Def.  1  will  not  leave  hirn  now,  till  CalTio  be 
Called  to  him.— How  is  it  with  you,  my  lord? : 
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Enter  Othello. 
0th.  Well,  my  good  lady  \^\_Jficie,]  O,  hardnefs 
to  difTemble  ! — 
How  do  yon,  Defdemona? 
Def,  Well,  my  good  lord. 

0th,  Give  me  your  hand  :  This  hand  is  moift  my  lady, 

Def,  It  yet  hath  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  forrow, 

0th,  This  argues  fruitfuinefs  and  liberal  heart ; — 
Hot,  hot,  and  moid:  This  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequefter  from  liberty,  fafting  and  prayer. 
Much  caliigation,  exercife  devout ; 
For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels.    'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Def.  You  may,  indeed,  fay  fo ; 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 

Oih,  A  liberal  hand  :  the  hearts  of  old,  gave  hands  | 
But  our  new  heraldry  is — hands,  not  hearts.  ■ 

Def.  I  cannot  fpeak  of  this.  Come  now,  your  promife. 

0th.  What  promife,  chuck  ? 

Def  I  have  fent  to  bid  Caffio  come  fpeak  with  you, 
oih.  I  have  a  fait  and  fullen  rheum  offends  me  I 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief. 
Def.  Here  my  lord. 
0th.  That  which  1  gave  you. 
Def.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 
0th.  Not? 

Def  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

0th.  That  is  a  fault:  That  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give : 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
The  thoughts  of  people  ;  Ihe  told  her,  while  (he  kept  it, 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  fubdue  my  father 
Intirely  to  her  love  ;  but  if  fhe  loft  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathly,  and  hisfpirits  lliould  hunt 
After  new  fancies :  She,  dying,  gave  it  me ; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive. 
To  give  it  her.    I  did  fo  :  and  take  heed  on't. 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye ; 
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To  lofe't,  or  give't  away,  were  fuch  perdition. 
As  nothing  eife  could  match. 
De/,  Is  it  polTibie  ? 

Gib.  'Tis  true  ;  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it : 
A  fibyl,  that  had  number'd  in  the  world 
The  fun  to  courfe  two  hundred  compalTes, 
In  her  prophetic  fury  few'd  the  work ; 
The  worms  were  hallow'd,  that  did  breed  the  filk  i 
And  it  w^as  dy'd  in  mummy,  which  the  Mlful 
Conferv'd  of  maiden's  hearts. 

Dejl  Indeed  !  is  it  true  ? 

Oti,  Moft  veritable  ;  therefore  look  to  it  well. 
De/.  Then  'would  to  heaven,  that  I  had  never  feen  iti 
Ot%.  Ha  !  wherefore  ? 

De/.  why  do  you  fpeak  fo  ftartingly  and  rafh  ? 
0th.  Is  it  loft   is  it  gone  ?  fpeak,  is  it  out  of  the  way  ^ 
DejZ  Heaven  blefs  us ! 
O/^.  Say  you  r 

De/l  It  is  not  loft  :  Hut  M^hat  an  if  it  were  i 
Ot/?,  Ha! 

Def.  I  fay,  it  is  not  loft. 

Oti?,  Fetch  it,  let  me  fee  it. 

Def,  Why,  fo  I  can,  fir,  but  I  will  not  now  : 
This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  fuit ; 
I  pray,  let  CalTio  be  receiv'd  again. 

Ot,b.  Fetch  me  that  handkerchief :  my  mind  mifgives^ 

Def.  Come,  come ; 
You'll  never  meet  a  more  fufUcient  man. 

Ot/p.  The  handkerchief,  

Def.  I  pray,  talk  to  me  of  Cailio*. 

Otl?.  The  handkerchief,  

Def,  A  man  that,  all  his  time. 
Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love ; 
Shar'd  dangers  with  you  ; — 

Ot/j.  The  handkerchief,  

Def.  In  footh  you  are  to  blame. 

0th.  Away  !  [Exit  Othdlo*^ 

JF.mil .  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Def.  I  ne'er  faw  this  before. 
Sure,  there's  fame  wonder  ia  this  handkerchief: 
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I  am  moil  unhappy  in  the  lofs  of  it. 

JEmil.  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  ftiews  us  a  man  : 
They  are  all  but  ftomachs,  and  we  all  but  food  ; 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and,  when  they  are  full. 
They  belch  us.    Look  you  !  CalTio,  and  my  huiband. 
Enter  lago,  and  Caffio. 

lago.  There  is  no  other  way  ;  'tis  fhe  muft  do't ; 
And,  \o,  the  happinefs  1  go,  and  importune  her. 

Def,  Hov;  now,  good  Cafiio?  what's  the  news  with 
you  ? 

Caf.  Madam,  my  former  fuit :  I  do  befeech  you. 
That,  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exifl,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  duty  of  my  heart, 
intirely  honour ;  I  would  not  be  delay'd  : 
If  my  oiFence  be  of  fuch  mortal  kind. 
That  neither  fervice  paft,  nor  prefent  forrows^ 
Nor  purpos'd  merit  in  futurity. 
Can  ranfom  me  into  his  love  again. 
But  to  know  fo  muft  be  my  benefit ; 
So  fuall  i  clothe  me  in  a  forc'd  content. 
And  fliut  myfelf  up  in  fome  other  courfe. 
To  .fortune's  alms. 

Def.  Alas  !  thrice-gentle  Caffio, 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ; 
Mv  lord  is  not  my  lord  ;  nor  Ihould  T  know  him. 

Were  he  in  flivour,  as  in  humour,  alter'd. 

So  help  me  every  fpirit  fandified. 

As  I  have  Ipoken  for  you  ail  m.y  bed ; 

And  ftood  witain  the  blank  of  his  difpleafure. 

For  my  free  fpeech  1  You  muft  a  while  be  patient ; 

What  I  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will. 

Than  for  myfelf  I  dare  ;  let  that  fufhce  you. 
lago.  Is  my  lord  angry  ? 
I\Lmil.  He  went  hence  but  now. 

And,  certainly,  in  fl. range  unquietnefs. 

lago.  Can  he  be  angry  ?  I  have  feen  the  cannon 

When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air ; 

And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 

Pufi'd  his  own  brother: — And  can  he  be  angry? 
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Something  of  moment,  then  :  I  will  go  meet  him ; 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry.       [^Exit.  i 

Def,  I  pr'ythee,  do  fo. — Something,  fure,  of ftate, —  \ 
Either  from  Venice  ;  or  fome  unhatch'd  pradlice, 
Made  demonllrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, —  i 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  fpirit :  and,  in  fuch  cafes^ 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things. 
Though  great  ones  are  their  objedl. 
'Tis  even  fo ;  for  let  our  finger  ach. 
And  it  endues  our  other  healthful  member-s 
Even  to  that  fenfe  of  pain :  Nay,  we  muft  think. 
Men  are  not  gods ;  1 
Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  obfervancy  | 
As  fits  the  bridal. — Beihrew  me  much,  Emilia,  \ 
I  was  (unhand fome  warrior  as  I  am)  I 
Arraigning  his  unkindnefs    ith  my  foul ; 
But  now  1  find,  I  had  fuborn'd  the  witnefs. 
And  he's  indited  falfely. 

JEmiL  Pray  heaven,  it  be  ilatp  matters,  as  you  think; 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy. 
Concerning  you. 

Def.  Alas  the  day!  I  never  gave  him  caufe. 

JE.miL  But  jealous  fouls  will  not  be  anfwer'd  fo; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  caufe. 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous  :  'tis  a  monfter. 
Begot  upon  himfelf,  born  on  itfelf. 

Def.  Heaven  keep  that  monfler  from  Othello's  mindl 

MmiL  Lady,  Amen. 

Def  I  will  gofeek  him.— CafTio,  walk  hereabout  : 
If  I  do  rind  him  fit,  I'll  move  your  fuit. 
And  feek  to  eiTed  it  to  my  uttermoH. 

[^Exeunt  DefiUmoria  and  JB^milia, 
Enter  Bianca. 

Bian,  Save  you,  friend  CaiTio  ! 

Caf  What  make  you  from  home  ? 
How  is  it  with  you,  my  moll  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed,  fweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  houfe. 

Bian,  And  I  was  going  to  your  lodging,  CafTiO* 
What!  keep  a  v/eek  away  ?  feven  days  and  nights? 
Eightfcore  eight  hours  ?  and  lovers'  abfent  hours. 


OTHELLO. 


More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  fcor^  times  ? 

0  weary  reckoning  ! 

Caf,  Pardon  me,  Bianca  ; 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  prefs'd  : 
But  I  fliall,  in  a  more  continuate  time. 

Strike  off  this  fcore  of  abfence.    Sweet  Bianca, 

[  Giving  her  Defdemona^s  handkerchief. 
Take  me  this  work  out. 

Bian,  O  Cailio,  whence  came  this  ? 
This  is  fome  token  from  a  newer  friend. 
To  the  felt  abfence  now  I  feel  a  caufe : 
Is  it  come  to  this  ?  Well,  well. 

Caf,  Go  to,  woman ! 
Throw  your  vile  gueffes  in  the  devil's  teeth. 
From  whence  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous  now. 
That  this  is  from  fome  miftrefs,  fome  remembrance : 

Bian,  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 

Caf,  I  know  not,  fweet ;  I  found  it  in  my  chamber«  * 
I  like  the  work  well ;  ere  it  be  demanded, 
(As  like  enough  it  will)  I'd  have  it  copy'd : 
Take  it,  and  do*t ;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 
Bian.  Leave  you  !  wherefore  ? 
Caf.  1  do  attend  here  on  the  general ; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wifh. 
To  have  him  fe^  me  woman'd, 
Bian,  Why,  I  pray  you? 
Caf,  Not  that  1  love  you  not. 
Bian,  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 
I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little ; 
And  (ay,  if  I  fhall  fee  you  foon  at  night. 

Caf.  'Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you. 
For  1  attend  here  :  but  I'll  fee  you  foon. 

B4an,  *Tis  very  good  j  1  muft  be  circumfranc'd, 

[  Exeunt^ 


Yx>h  VIII, 


Aa 


-OTHELLO. 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  C^Jile, 
Enter  Othello y  and  lago^ 

lago,  T  T  T I L  L  you  think  To  ? 

VV    0/>^.  Think  fo,  lago? 

lago.  What, 
To  kifs  in  private  ? 

0th,  An  unauthoriz'd  kifs. 

lago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed. 
An  hour,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

0th,  Naked  abed,  lago,  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
-It  is  hypocrify  againft  the  devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuoully,  and  yet  do  fo. 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  heaven. 

lago.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  flip : 
^ut  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief,  

0th,  What  then  ? 

lago.  Why  then  'tis  her's,  my  lord ;  and,  being  her'sj 
She  may,  I  think,  beftow't  on  any  man. 

Oth.  She  is  protedrefs  of  her  honour  too ; 
May  flie  give  that  ? 

lago.  Her  honour  is  aneflence  that's  not  feen  j 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not : 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, — 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  would  moft  gladly  have  forgot 

Thoufaid'ft, — O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory. 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infeded  houfe. 
Boding  to  all; — he  had  my  handkerchief. 

lago.  Ay,  what  of  that  ? 

Oth,  That's  not  fo  good  now. 

lago.  What  if  I  had  faid,  I  had  feen  him  do  you 
wrong  ? 

Or  heard  him  fay, — As  knaves  be  fuch  abroad. 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  fuit. 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  feme  millrefs. 
Convinced  or  fupplied  them,  cannot  choofe 
But  they  muft:  blab. 
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0th,  Hath  he  faidany  thing  ? 
lago.  He  hath,  my  lord  ;  but,  be  ye  well  afiur'd. 
No  more  than  he'll  unfwear. 
0th.  ¥/hat  hath  he  faid  ? 

lago.  What,  that  he  did, — Iknow  not  what  he  did. 
0th,  .What  ?  what  ? 

lag:^o.  Lie  

0th,  With  her? 

lago  With  her,  on  her  ;  what  you  will. 

0th.  Lie  with  her!  lie  on  her  ! — We  fiiy,  lie  on 
her,  when  they  belie  her :  Lie  ^vith  her  I  that's  ful- 
fome.  Handkerchief, — confefiions, — handkerchief.— 
To  confefs,  and  be  hang'd  for  his  labour. — Firft,  to  be 
hang'd,  and  then — to  confefs  : — I  tremble  at  it, — 
Nature  would  not  invefl  herfelf  in  fuch  lhadowing 
^  paffion,  without  fome  inllrudion.  It  is  not  words^ 
that  fhake  me  thus  :-  Pilh  ! — Nofes,  ears,  and  lips 
— Is  it  pofTible  : — Confefs  I — Handkerchief ! — O  de- 
vil ! —  \Falls  in  a  trance o 

lago.  Work  on. 
My  medicine,  work!  Thus  credulous  fools  are  caught ^ 
And  many  worthy  and  chafte  dames,  even  thus. 
All  guiltlefs  meet  reproach. — V/hat,  ho  !  my  lord  \ 
My  lord,  I  fay  !— Othello  !—How  now,  Caiuo  ? 
Wj^  Enter  CaJJio, 

W   Caf,  What's  the  matter  ? 

lago.  My  lord  is  fallen  into  an  epllepfy  ; 
This  is  thefecond  fit ;  he  had  one  yellerday, 

Caf,  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

lago.  No,  forbear  : 
The  lethargy  muft  have  his  quiet  courfe : 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth  ;  and,  by  and  by. 
Breaks  out  to  favage  madnefs.    Look,  he  flirs  : 
Do  you  withdraw  yourfelf  a  little  while. 
He  will  recover  ftraight  ;  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occalion  fpeak  with  you. — 

[Exit  CaJ/^a4- 
How  is  it  general  ?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  r 

0th,  Doll  thou  mock  me  ? 

lago,  I  mock  you  !  no,  by  heaven  : 
*Would,  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a  man. 
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0th.  A  hcrn'd  man's  a  monfter,  and  a  beall. 

I  ago.  There's  many  a  bead  then  in  a  populous  city. 
And  many  a  civil  monPier. 

0th,  Did  he  confefs  it  ? 

lago.  Good  fir,  be  a  man  ? 
Think  every  bearded  fellow,  that 's  but  yok'd. 
May  draw  with  you  :  there's  millions  now" alive. 
That  nightly  lie  in  thofe  unproper  beds. 
Which  they  dare  fwear  peculiar  ;  your  cafe  is  better. 
O,  'tis  thefpite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch  mock. 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  couch. 
And  to  fuppofe  her  chafte  1  No,  let  me  know  ; 
And,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  fhefhall  be. 

0th,    O,  thou  art  wife  ;  'tis  certain. 

lagc.  Stand  you  a  while  apart  ; 
Connne  yourfelf  but  in  a  patient  liil, 
Wliilfl  you  were  here,  ere  while,  mad  with  your  grief, 
(A  pafTion  moft  unfaiting  fucha  man) 
Caflio  came  hither  :  I  fhifted  him  away. 
And  laid  good  'fcufe  upon  your  ecftacy  ; 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me  ; 
The  v/hich  he  promifed.    Do  but  encave  yourfelf. 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  fcorna, 
1'hat  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face : 
For  I  v/ili  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, — 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath  and  is' again  to  cope  your  wife  ; 
1  fay,  but  mark  his  gefture.    Marry,  patience  ; 
Or  1  fhall  fay,  you  are  all  in  all  in  fpleen. 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oih,  DoS  thou  hear,  lago  ? 
I  will  be  found  mofl  cunning  in  my  patience  ; 
Eut  (dofc  thou  hear  ?)  moil  bloody'. 

lago.  That's  not  amifs — 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all.    Will  you  withdraw  ? 

{Othello  ^iihdraivu 
Now  will  I  queQion  CafTio  of  Bainca, 
A  houfewife,  that,  by  felling  her  defires. 
Buys  herfelf  bread  and  clothes  ;  it  is  a  creature, 
Tliat  dotes  on  Cafiio, — as  'tis  the  flrampet's  plague. 
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To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguiPd  by  one  ; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the  excefs  of  laughter  : — Here  he  comes 

Enter  ^ajjto. 
As  he  fhall  fmiie,  Othello  fliall  go  mad  ; 
And  his  unbookifli  jealoufy  muilconftrue 
Poor  Cafiio's  fmiles,  gellures,  and  light  behaviour. 
Quite  in  the  wrong. — How  do  you  now,  lieutenant  1 

Caf.  The  worfer,  that  you  giv^e  me  the  addition, 
Whofe  want  even  kills  me. 

lago.  Ply  Defdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't. 
Now,  if  this  fuit  lay  in  Bianca's  power, 

[  Speaking  lo'w^. 

How  quickly  fhould  you  fpeed  ? 
Caf,  Alas,  poor  caitiiF  ! 

0th.  Look,  how  he  laughs  already  !  \^Afid§. 
lago,  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  fo. 
Caf,  Alas,  poor  rogue  !  I  think,  indeed,  fne  Jove.s 
me. 

0th,  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out. 

lAftde.^ 

lago.  Do  you  hear,  Caffio  ? 

0th,  Now  he  importunes  him 
To  tell  it  o'er  :  Go  to  ;  well  faid,  well  faid.  IJfde. 

lago.  She  gives  it  out,  that  you  lhall  marry  her  : 
Do  you  intend  it  ?- 

Caf  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

0th.  Do  you  triumph,  Roman?  do  you  triumph  ? 

[Aftde, 

Caf  I  marry  her  what  ?  a  cuftomer  !  I  pr'ythee 
bear  fome  charity  to  my  \vit ;  do  not  think  it  fo  un- 
wholefome.    Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Oih.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo!  They  laugh,  that  win. [^/^. 

lago.  Why  ,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  lhail  mar  y  her.  • 

Caf  Pr'ythee,  fay  true. 

Jago,  1  am  a  very  villain  elfe. 

0th,  Have  you  fccr'd  me  ?  Well.  l^^fcle, 
Caf  This  is  the  m.onkey's  own  giving  out:  fhe  is 

nerfuaded  i  will  marry  her,  cut  of  her  own  love  aad> 

-littery,  not  out  of  my  promife. . 
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Qth,  lago  beckons  me  ;  now  he  begins  the  flory. 

^  \Afede, 

Caf,  She  was  here  even  now;  jfhe  haunts  me  in  every 
place.  I  was,  the  other  day,  talking  on  the  fea-bank 
with  certain  Venetians  ;  and  thither  comes  the  bau- 
ble ;  by  this  hand,  fhe  falls  thus  about  my  neck  ;  

0th,  Crying,  O  dear  Caflio  1  as  it  were  :  his  gefture 
imports  it.  [AJide, 

Caf,  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me  ;  fo 
hales  and  pulls  me  :  ha,  ha,  ha !— - 

0th,  Now  he  tells,  how  fhe  pluck 'd  him  to  my 
chamber  :  O,  I  fee  that  nofe  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog 
J  fhall  throw  it  to.  [AfJe. 

Caf,  Well,  I  mufl  leave  her  company. 

lago.  Before  me  !  look,  v/here  Ihe  comes. 
Enter  Bianca, 

Caf.  'Tis  fuch  another  fitchew  1  marry,  a  perfum'd 
one— What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

Eian,  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you  ?  What 
did  you  mean  by  that  fame  handkerchief,  you  gave  me 
even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine  fool  to  take  it.  1  mufi:  take 
cut  the  v/hole  work— A  likely  piece  of  work,  that 
you  fhould  find  it  in  your  chamber,  and  not  know  who 
left  it  there  !  This  is  fome  minx's  token,  and  I  mufl 
t  ike  out  the  work  ?  There,  give  it  your  hobby-horfe  : 
wherefoever  you  had  it.  Til  take  out  no  work  on't. 

Caf  How  now,  my  fweet  Eianca  ?  hov/  now  .^^  how 
now 

0th,  By  heaven,  that  (liould  be  m.y  handkerckief  I 

Bian,  An  you'll  come  to  fiippcr  to-night,  you  may  : 
aa  you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepar'd  for. 

[Exit, 

lago.  After  her,  after  her. 

C^f  I  mull ;  flie'li  rail  in  the  flreet  clfe. 

\lago.  Will  you  fup  there  ! 

Caf  I  intend  fo. 

iago.  y/ell,  1  may  chance  to  fee  you ;  for  I  would 
very  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Ccf  Fr'ythee,  corvie  ;  Will  you  ? 
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lago.  Go  to  ;  fay  no  more.  [^Exit  CaJpQ^ 

'    0th,  How  fhall  I  murder  him,  Tago  ? 

la^Q,  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laugh'd  at  his  vice  ? 
Oih,  O,  lago! 

lago.  And  did  you  fee  the  handkerchief? 
0th,  Was  that  mine  ? 

lago.  Yours,  by  this  hand  :  and  to  fee  how  he  prizes 
-  the  foolifii  woman,  your  wife !  fhe  gave  it  him,  and  he 
hath  given  it  his  whore. 

0th,  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing : — A  fine 
woman  !  a  fair  woman  !  a  fweet  woman  ! 

lago.  Nay,  you  mull  forget  that. 

0th.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perifh,  and  be  damn'd 
to-night^  for  (lie  fliall  not  live :  No,  my  heart  is 
turn'd  to  fcone  ;  I  ftrike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand.  O, 
the  world  hath  not  a  fweeter  creature  :  Ihe  mieht  lie 
by  an  emperor's  fide,  and  command  him  talks. 

J  ago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 

0th.  Hang  her  !  I  do  but  fay  what  fhe  is : — So  de- 
licate with  her  needle  1 — An  admirable  mufician  !  O, 
fne  v/iil  fmg  the  favag'enefs  out  of  a  bear  ! — Of  fo  high 
and  plenteous  wit  and  invention  !  

lago.  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 

0th.  O,  a  thoufand,  a  thoufand  times : — And  then, 
of  fo  gentle  a  condition  !  

lago.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

0th.  Nay,  that's  certain:  But  yet  the  pity  of  it, 
lago  I — O,  lago,  the  pity  of  it,  lago  ! 

lago.  If  you  are  fo  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her 
patent  to  offend  :  for,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes 
near  nobody. 

0th,  I  will  chop  her  into  mefTes : — Cuckol4  me  ! 

lago.  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 

0th,  With  mine  oaicer  ! 

la^o.  That's  fouler. 

0th.  Get  me  feme  pcifon,  lago  ;  this  night : — I'll 
not  expcftjlate  v/ith  her,  Icll  her  body  and  beauty  un- 
provi.de  my  mind  again  : — this  night,  lago. 

lago.  Do  it  not  v/ith  poifon ;  ftrangle  her  in  her  bsd, 
even  the  bed  flie  hath  contaminated. 


276 


OTHTLLO'. 


Aa  IF.  - 


Oth.  Good,  good ;  the  juftice  of  it  pleafes ;  very  good. 

lago.  And,  for  CalTio, — let  me  be  his  undertaken: 
You  (hall  hear  more  by  midnight.  \_A  trumpet  within, 

Oth,  Excellent  good.-— What  trumpet  is  that  fame? 

lago.  Something  from  Venice^  fure.  'Tis  LodovicOi, 
Come  from  the  duke :  and,  fee,  your  wife  is  with  him* 
Enter  Lodo'vico,  Defdemona^  and  Attendants, 

Lod,  Save  you,  worthy  general ! 

Oth,  With  all  my  heart,  fir. 

Lod,  The  duke  and  fenators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

[Gi'WJ-  him  a  letter, 
Oth,  1  kifs  the  inftrument  of  their  pleafures. 
Def,  And  what's  the  news,  good  coufm  Lodovico  ? 
lago,  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you^  lignior ;  ^ 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod,  I  thank  you:  How  does  lieutenant Caffio  ? 
lago,  Lives>  lir. 

Def.  Coufm,  there's  fallen  between  him  and  my  lord^ 
An  unkind  breach  :  but  you  ihall  make  all  well. 
Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  that? 
Def.  My  lord  ? 

Oth.  '  This  fail  y  oil  not  to  do,  as  you  njjill — '  [Read&o- 

Lod,  He  did  not  call ;  he's  bufy  in  the  paper* 
Is  there  divifion  'iwixtthy  lord  and  Calfio  ? 

Def  A  mofi  unhappy  one  ;  1  would  do  much . 
To  atone  them,  for  the  love  1  bear  to  CalTio. 

Oih.  Fire  and  brimllonc? 

Def  My  lord  ? 

Oth,  hxt  you  wife  ? 

Def  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Led.  'May  be,  the  letter  niov'd  him  ; 
For,  as  J  think>  they  do  command  him  home^. 
Deputing  Caffio  in  his  government. 

Def  By  my  troth,  1  am  glad  on't. 

Oth,  Indeed? 

Def  My  lord  ? 

Oth,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad* 
Def  Why,  fweet  Oth.lio .? 

Oih,  Devil!  \Strihznghr.  . 

Def  1  have  not  deferv'd  this. 
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Led.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  bellev'd  in  Venice. 
Though  1  fhould  fwear  I  faw  it :  'Tis  very  much; 
Make  her  amends,  fhe  v/eeps* 

Qth,  O  devil,  devil ! 
If  that  the  earth  could  tsem  with  woinan*s  teara. 
Each  drop  fne  fails  would  prove  a  crocodile  — 
Out  of  my  f.ght ! 

Def,  1  wilJ  not  (lay  to  offend  you.  \Going, 

Loa,  Truly,  and  obedient  lady 
I  do  befeech  your  iordfliip,  call  her  back. 
-  Oih,  Milirefs,  

Def.  My  lord? 

0th.  What  would  you  with  her,  lir  ? 
Led.  Who,  I,  my  lord  ? 

Oih.  Ay  ;  you  did  wifli,  that  T  would  make  her  turn? 
Sir  flie  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on. 
And  turn  again  ;  and  fne  can  weep,  fir,  weep ; 
And  file's  obedient,  as  you  fay,— obedient,— 
Very  obedient ;— Proceed  you  in  your  tears.— 
Concerning  this,  fir,— O  well-painted  pafTion  1  — 
- 1  am  commanded  home :-— Get  you  away  ; 
I'll  fend  for  you  anon.— Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate. 
And  will  return  to  Venice ;— Hence,  avaunt !— - 

[  Exit  Defdemona, 
CaiHo  fhall  have  my  place.    And,— fir,  to-night, 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  fup  together. 
You  are  welcome,  fir,  to  Cyprus,— Goats  and  monkies ! 

Lod.  Ts  this  the  noble  Moor,  whom  our  full  fenate 
Call— -all-in-all  fiifiicient?  This  the  noble  nature 
V/hom  paliion  could  not  fhake  ?  whofe  folid  virtue 
The  fhot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance. 
Could  neither  graze,  nor  pierce  ? 

lago.  He  is  much  chang'd. 

Led,  Are  his  wits  fafe  ?  is  he  not  light  of  brain  ? 

7/707?.He  is  that  he  is ;  I  may  not  breathe  my  cenfure. 
What  he  might  be,- --if,  what  he  might,  he  is  not,-— 
1  w  ould  to  heaven  he  were. 

Lod.  What,  ftrike  his  wife  ! 

lago,  'Faith,  that  was  not  fo  well ;  yet  'would  I  knew^ 
That  itroke  would  prove  the  worH, 
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Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe  ? 
Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood> 
And  new-create  this  fault? 

J^go.  Alas  !  alas  ! 
It  is  not  honefty  in  me  to  fpeak 
What  I  have  feen  and  known.    You  fhall  obferve  him ; 
And  his  own  courfes  Vvill  denote  him  fo, 
That  I  may  fave  my  Tpeeth :  Do  but  go  after. 
And  mark  how  he  contiues. 

Led,  I  am  forry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11". 

Another  Apartment  in  the  Cafile, 

Enter  Othello^  and  JEmilia* 
0th.  You  have  feen  nothing  then  ? 
JEtniL  Nor  ever  heard  ;  nor  ever  did  fufpe6^. 
0th,  Yes,  you  have  feen  Caffio  and  fhe  together, 
JEmiL  But  then  I  faw  no  harm,  and  then  1  heard. 
Each  fyllable,  that  breath  made  up  between  tliem*. 
0th,  What,  did  they  never  whifper } 
JEinil,  Never,  my  lord.. 
0th.  Nor  fend  you  out  o'  the  way  ? 
JEmiL  Never. 

0th,  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  malk,  nor  no- 
thing ? 
Mmil,  Never  my  lord. 
0th,  That's^  ftrange. 

JEmil,  I  durfl,  my  lord,  to  wager  fhe  is  honell, 
Lay  down  my  foul  at  Hake :  if  you  think  other. 
Remove  your  thoughts ;  it  doth  abufe  your  bofom. 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head. 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  ferpent's  curfe  ! 
For,  if  fhe  be  not  honeft,  chafte,  and  true, 
There's  no  man  happy  ;  the  pureft  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  flander. 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither  ; — go—      \_Exit  JEmilia^ 
She  fays  enough  ; — yet  Ihe's  a  fimple  bawd. 
That  cannot  fay  as  much.    I'hisis  a  fubtle  wholx?, 
A  clofetlock  and  key  of  villainous  fecrets : 
And  yet  ftie'll  kneel,  and  pray ;  I  have  feen  her  do't-. 
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Re-enter  JEmilia,  njjith  Defdemona, 

Def,  My  lord,  what  is  your  will  ? 

Oth»  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither, 

DeJ\  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 

0th,  Let  me  fee  your  eyes ; 
Look  in  my  face. 

Def,  What  horrible  fancy's  this  ? 

0th.  [To  Mmih'a,]  Some  of  your  fundion  miftrefs ; 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  lliut  the  door; 
Cough,  or  cry — hem,  if  any  body  come: 
Your  myilery,  your  myllery ; — nay,  difpatch. 

[Exit  Mml/ia, 

Def,  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  fpeech  import; 
I  underftand  a  fury  in  your  words. 
But  not  the  words. 

0th,  Why,  what  art  thou  f 

Def,  Your  wife  my  lord ; 
Your  true  and  loyal  wife. 

0th,  Come,  fwear  it,  damn  thy  felf; 
Left,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themfelves 
Should  fear  to  feize  thee;  therefore  bedouble-damn'd. 
Swear — thou  art  honeft. 

Def,  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 
'  0th.  Heaven  truly  knows,  that  thou  art  falfe  as  hell. 

Def,  To  whom,  my  lord  I  With  whom  ?  How  am  I 
falfe  ? 

0th,  O  Defdemona  ! — away  !  away  !  away  ! 

Def  Alas,  the  heavy  day  ! — Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  occafion  of  thefe  tears,  my  lord  ? 
If,  haply  you  my  father  do  fufped 
An  inftrumentof  this  your  calling  back. 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me  ;  if  you  have  loft  him. 
Why,  I  have  loft  him  too. 

0th,  Had  it  pleas'd  heaven 
To  try  me  with  afflidlion  ;  had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  fores,  and  ftiames  on  my  bare  head  ; 
-Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips  ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmoft  hopes ; 
1  ftiould  have  found  in  fome  place  of  my  foul 
A  drop  of  patience  :  but  (alas ! )  to  make  me 
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A  fixed  figure  for  the  time  of  fcorn 

To  point  his  flow  unmoving  finger  at  — 

O!  O! 

Yet  could  1  bear  that  too  ;  well,  very  well : 

But  there,  where  I  have  garner'd  up  my  heart; 

Where  either  I  muft  live,  or  bear  no  life ; 

The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs. 

Or  elfe  dries  up  ;  to  be  difcarded  thence  ! 

Or  keep  it  as  a  cillern,  for  foul  toads 

To  knot  and  gender  in  ! — Turn  thy  complexion  there! 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rofe-lipp'd  cherubim ; 

Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

Def,  I  hope  my  noble  lord  efleemsme  honell. 

0th,  O,  ay  ;  asfummer  flies  are  in  the  fliambles. 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.    O  thou  weed. 
Who  art  fo  lovely  fair,  and  fmeii'fl  fo  fweet. 
That  the  fenfe  aches  at  tliee,- — 'Would,  thou  had'^ 
ne'er  been  born  ! 

Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  fin  have  I  committed  f 

Otb,  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  moll  goodly  book. 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?  What  committed  I 
Committed! — O  thou  public  commoner! 
I  fliould  make  very  foi-ges  of  my  cheeks. 
That  would  to  cinder  burn  up  modefly. 
Did  I  but  fpeak  thy  deed. — What  committed  ! 
Heaven  flops  the  nofe  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks ; 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kiflTes  all  it  meets. 
Is  hufli'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth. 
And  will  not  hear  it : — What  committed  ! — Impu- 
dent flrumpet  1 

Def,  By  heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 

0th.  Are  not  you  a  flrumpet  ? 

Def,  No,  as  I  am  a  chriflian : 
If  to  prefer ve  this  vefl*el  for  my  lord. 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 
15e — not  to  be  a  flrumpet,  I  am  none* 

0th,  What,  not  a  whore  ? 

Dvf  No,  as  I  fliall  be  faved. 

0th.  Is  itpofuble? 

Def       heaven  forgive  us ! 
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Oth.  I  cry  you  mercy  then  ; 
I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello.  —You,  miflrcfs,— - 

Enter  JEmilia. 
That  have  the  office  oppofite  to  St.  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ;  You  !  you  !  ay,  you  ! 
We  have  done  ourcourfe ;  there's  money  for  your  pains ; 
I  pi  ay  yeu  turn  the  key  and  keep  ourcounfel. 

[Exit. 

M?mL  Alas,  ^Yhat  does  this  gentleman  conceive? — 
How  do  you,  madam  ?  hovv^  do  you,  my  good  lady  ? 
Def,  'Faith,  half  afleep. 

JEmil.  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with  my  lord  ? 

Def.  With  who  ? 

/EjniL  With  my  lord,  madam. 

Def,  Who  is  thy  lord  ? 

JEmlL  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  lady. 

Def,  I  have  none  :  Do  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia  ; 
J  cannot  weep  ;  nor  anfwer  have  I  none. 
But  what  ihouldgo  by  water.    Pr'ythee,  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my.  wedding  Iheets, — remember;—- 
And  call  thy  hufband  hither. 

JEmil.  Here  is  a  change  indeed.  \Exit^ 

Dif.  'Tis  meet  I  Ihouid  be  ufed  fo,  very  meet. 
How  have  1  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  ftick 
The  fmair'il  opinion  on  my  great'Il  ab-dfe. 

Enter  I  ago,  n^ith  JEmilia, 

lago.   What  is  your  pleafure,  madam  ?  How  is  k 
with  you  ? 

Def  I  cannot  tell.  Thofe  that  do  teach  young  babe?. 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  eafy  talks  : 
He  might  have  chid  me  fo ;  for,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

lago.  What  is  the  matter,  lady  ? 

Mmil,  Alas,  I  ago,  my  lord  hath  fo  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  fuch  defpightand  heavy  terms  upon  her, 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Def  Am  I  that  name,  lago  ? 

Jfigc,  What  name,  fair  lady  ? 

L(f  Such  as,  (he  fiys,  mv  lord  did  fay  I  wait. 

Vol.  Yill.  B*b  , 
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^mil.  He  caird  her  whore ;  a  beggar,  in  his  drink. 
Could  not  have  laid  fuch  terms  upon  his  calkt. 
Jago,  Why  did  he  To  ? 

Def,  I  do  not  know  •  I  am  fare,  I  am  none  fuch. 

lago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep  ;  alas,  the  day  ! 

JEmiL  Hath  (he  forfook  fo  many  noble  matches, 
Her  father,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends. 
To  be  caird — "vvhore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? 

Def.  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

Iago»  Befhrew  him  for  it  1 
How  Gomes  tliis  trick  upon  him  .? 

Def,  Nay,  Heaven  doth  know. 

A^mil.  1  Vv'jil  be  hang'd,  if  fome  eternal  villain. 
Some  bufy  and  infmuating  rogue. 
Some  cogging,  cozening  Have,  to  get  fome  office. 
Has  not  devis'd  this  flander ;  I'll  be  hang'd  elfe. 

lago.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  man,  it  is  impofhble. 

Def,  If  any  fuch  there  be,  heaven  pardon  him  ! 

MmiL  A  halter  pardon  him !  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones ! 
What  fhould  he  call  her^  whore  ?  who  keeps  her  com- 
pany ? 

What  place  :  vv  hat  time  ?  what  form  ?  what  likelihood  ? 
The  Moor's  abus'd  by  fome  mod  villainous  knave. 
Some  bafe  notorious  knave,  fome  fcurvy  fellow  : — 
O,  heaven,  that  fuch  companions  thou'dft  unfold  : 
And  put  in  every  honefl  hand  a  whip. 
To  lafli  the  rafcal  naked  through  the  world, 
JEven  from  the  eait  to  the  v.  eft  ! 
lago^  Speak  within  door. 

IE?niL  O,  fie  upon  him  !  fome  fuch  fquire  he  was. 
That  turn'd  }  our    it  the  feamy  fide  without. 
And  made  you  to  fufpedl  me  with  the  Moor. 

lago.  You  are  a  fool  ;  go  to. 

Def  O,  good  lago. 
What  lhall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him  ;  for,  by  this  light  ofhcaven^ 
3  know  not  how  I  loft  him.    Here  1  kneel  :  — 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trefpafs  'gainft  his  love. 
Either  in  difcourfe,  or  thought,  or  adlual  deed; 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  earS;,  or  any  fenfe. 
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DeligxHted  them  in  any  other  form  ; 

Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 

And  ever  will,-— though  he  do  fhake  me  ofF 

To  beggarly  divorcement,-— love  him  dearly. 

Comfort  forfwear  me  !  Unkindnefs  may  do  much ; 

And  his  unkindnefs  may  defeat  my  life, 

But  never  taint  my  love.    I  cannot  fay,  whore  ! ,  *, 

It  does  abhor  m.e,  now  1  fpeak  the  word  ; 

To  do  the  afl  that  might  the  addition  earn. 

Not  the  world's  m.afs  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

lago,  I  pray  you,  be  content ;  'tis  but  his  humour; 
The  bufmefs  of  the  ilate  does  him  offence. 
And  he  does  chide  with  yea. 

Lef.  If  'twere  no  other,--- 

la^o.  It  is  but  fo,  I  warrant  you.  [Trumpets^ 
Hark,  how  thefe  infirumcnts  fummon  to  fupper  ! 
And  the  great  meiTengers  of  Venice  fray  : 
Go  in,  and  Vvcep  not ;  all  things  fhall  be  well. 

[_Exeiint  Defdemcna  and  JEmilia» 
Enter  Rcderigo, 
How  now,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod,  1  do  not  find  that  thoudearH  juftly  with  me. 
li^go.  What  in  the  contrary  ? 

Rod,  Every  day  thou  doff 'fl  me  with  fome  device, 
lago  ;  and  rather,  (as  it  feems  tome  now)  keep'ft  from 
me  all  conveniency,  than  fupplieft  me  with  the  leai'lr 
advantage  of  hope.  I  will,  indeed,  no  longer  endure 
it:  Nor  am  I  }'et  perfuaded,  to  put  up  in  peace 
what  already  I  have  fjoiifhly  fiifFered. 

I^go,  Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo  ? 

Red,  Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much  ;  for  your  words 
and  performances  are  no  kin  together. 

lago.  You  cliarge  me  moft  unjuftly. 

Rod,  With  nought  but  truth.  I  have  walled  myfelf 
out  of  my  means.  The  jewels  you  have  had  from  me^ 
to  deliver  to  Defdemona,  would  half  have  corrupted  a 
votarifl :  You  have  told  me^—fne  hath  receiv'd  them, 
and  returned  me  expedations  and  comforts  of  fudden 
refped  and  acquaintance  ;  but  1  find  none, 

la^o.  Well ;  go  to very  well. 
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Rod.  Very  \^'ell !  go  to  !  I  cannot  go  to^  man  ;  nor 
'tis  not  very  well :  By  this  hand,  1  fay,  it  is  very  fcurvy  ; 
I  begin  to  nnd  myfeif  fobb'd  in  it. 

I  ago.  Very  well. 

Rod,  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will  make 
rnyielf  known  to  Defdemona  :  if  llie  vv  ill  return  me  my 
jewels,  I  will  give  over  my  fuit^  and  repent  my  unlaw- 
ful folicitation  ;  if  not;,  affure  yourfeif,  1  will  f^ek  fiiti^- 
fa<ftion  of  you. 

lago.  You  have  faid  now. 

Rod,  Ay,  and  I  have  faid  no  tiling  but  what  I  pro- 
ted  intendment  of  doing. 

lago,  \Yhy,  now  1  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee ;  and 
even  from  this  iniiant  do  buitd  on  thee  a  better  opinion 
than  ever  before.  Give  me  thy  hand,  Roderigo:  Thou 
haft  taken  againit  me  a  moil  juft  exception  ;  but,  yet, 
I  proteil,  I  have  dealt  moil  direftly  in  thy  aiFair. 

Rod.  It  hath  not  appear *d. 

lago,  I  grant,  indeed,  it  hath  not  appeared  ^  and 
your  fufpicion  is  not  without  wit  and  judgment.  But, 
Roderigo,  if  thou  hail  that  within  thee  indeed,  which 
I  have  greater  reafon  to  believe  now  than  ever,-— I  mean, 
purpofe,  courage  and  valour — this  night  fhew  it :  If 
thou  the  next  night  follov/ing  enjoyeil  not  Defdemona, 
take  me  from  this  world  with  treachery,  and  devife 
engines  for  my  life. 

Rod,  Well,  what  is  it  ?  is  it  within  reafon  and  compafs. 

lago*  Sir,  there  is  efpecial  commiiuon  come  from 
Venice,  to  depute  CaiTio  in  Othello's  place. 

Rod,  Is  tliat  true  ?  Why,  then  Othello  and  Defde- 
mona  return  again  to  Venice. 

lago,  O,  no ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  taketh 
away  w  ith  him  the  fair  Defieniona,  unlefs  his  abode 
be  linger'd  here  by  fome  accident ;  wherein  none  can 
be  fo  determinate  as  the  removing  of  Caflio. 

Rod,  Kow  do  you  mean— removing  of  him  ? 

lago.  Why,  by  m.aking  him  uncapable  of  Othello's 
place  ;  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod,  And  that  you  v/ould  have  me  to  do  ? 

lago.  Ay;  if  you  dare  do  yourfelf a  profit,  and  a 
right.    He  fups  \o-night  with  a  harlot,  and  thither 
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will  I  go  to  him;— he  knows  not  yet  of  his  honourable 
fortune  :  if  you  will  watch  his  going  thence,  (which 
I  will  fafhion  to  fall  out  between  twelve  and  one)  you 
may  take  him  at  your  pleafure;  I  will  be  near  to  fecond 
your  attempt,  and  he  fliall  fall  between  us.  Come, 
fland  not  amaz'd  at  it,  but  go  along  with  me  :  I  will 
Ihew  you  fuch  a  necelTity  in  his  death,  that  you  fhall 
think  yourfeif  bound  to  put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high 
fappertime,  and  the  night  grows  to  wall e  :  about  it.. 

Rod,  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this. 

lago.  And  }  ou  (hall  be  fatisfied.  {Exeunt^ 

S    C    E    N    E  III. 

A  Room  in  the  Caftle^ 

Enter  Othello ,  LodouicOi  Defde?nona,  JEmilia,  and 
Attendants . 

Led.  I  do  befeech  you,  fir,  trouble  yourfeif  no  fur- 
ther, 

0th.  O,  pardon  me  ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Zc;^/.  Madam,  good  night  ;  I  humbly  thank  your 
ladyfhip. 

Def,  Your  honour  is  mofl  welcome. 

0th,  Will  you  walk,  fir  ?— O,  Defdemona  ! 

Def,  My  lord  ? 

0th,  Get  you  to  bed  on  the  inflant ;  I  will  be  re- 
turn'd  forthwith  :  difmifs  your  attendant  there,  look- 
it  be  done.  ^  [Exit. 

Dcf.  1  will,  my  lord. 

yE?;j//.  How  goes  it  now  r  he  looks  gentler  than  he  dido . 

Def.  He  fays,  he  will  return  incontinent : 
l  ie  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed. 
And  bade  me  to  difmifs  you., 

}t,mil.  Difmifs  me  ! 

D'ef.  It. was  his  bidding;  therefore,  good  Emilia j>  . 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu  : 
We  mufl  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

Mmil.  I  would,  you  had  never  feen  him  ! 

Def.  So  would  not  1  ;  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him,  . 
That  even  his  ilubbornnefs,  his  checks,  and  frowns,—- 
Pr'ythee,  unpin  me,-'-have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 
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Mmil.  I  have  laid  thofe  flieets  you  bade  me  on  the 
bed. 

Def.  All's  one  : — Good  father  how  foolifh  arc  our 
minds ! — 

If!  do  die  before  thee,  pr'ythee  fhroud  me 
In  one  of  thofe  fame  fheets. 

j£miL  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Def,  My  mother  had  a  maid,  call'd— Barbara  ; 
She  was  in  love  ;  and  he,  (helovM,  prov'd  mad. 
And  did  forfake  her :  Ihe  had  a  fong  of  willow. 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  exprefs'dher  fortune. 
And  flie  dy'd  fmging  it :  That  fong,  to-night. 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind  ;  I  have  much  to  do. 
But  to  hang  my  head  all  o'one  lide. 
And  fmg  it  like  poor  Barbara.—  Pr'ythee,  difpatch, 

Jt'.fnil,  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ^ 

Def,  No,  unpin  me  here. — 
This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 

JE-miL  A  very  handfome  m.an. 

Def,  He  fpeaks  well. 

JE?nzL  t  know  a  lady  in  Venice,  vrould  have  walk'd 
barefoot  to  Palelline,  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 
Def  The  poor  foul fat  finding  by  afycamore  tree, 

„    %ing  all  a  greeti  ^illo^-w  ;  [Singing. 
Her.  hand  on  her  bofovty  her  head  on  her  knee, 

■f      Si?29'-  njuillo'ZVi  nvillu^cv,  ivilloi.v  : 
Thefrcfi  fireams  ran  by  her,  and munniLr'' d  her  moans  J' 

Sing  ^villo'UJ,  iffc. 
Her  fait  tears  fell  from  her,  and foften' d  the  fiones  j 
Lay  by  thefe  : 
Si/7g  "Ujillo^-w,  c, 

lVillo<vj,  ^zviilonv,  i5^c, 
Pr'ythee,  hye  thee  ;  he'll  come  anon.— 

6"//;^  ail  a  green  n,':illoix  ini'.ft  be  my  garland'l 

2 

Let  no  body  hla7ne  him,  his  fcorn  1  appro~je, — 

Iviay,  that's  not  next.  Hark  1  who  is  it  that  kno^  ks  t 

Mj^zil.  It  is  the  wind. 

Def  IcaWd  my  lo^e,falfe  lo^e  ;  but  ^vhat  fad  he  then? 

Sing  ^illoiv,  &c, 
Jf  I  court  more  ixomen^  yiMlI  coifch  ivith  more  fnc:t\ 
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So,  get  thee  gone  ;  good  night.— Mine  eyes  do  itch^ 
Doth  that  bode  weeping  ? 

JEmiL  *Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

Def,  I  have  heard  it  faid  {o, — thefe  men,  thefe 
men  !  — 

Doft  thou  in  confcience  think,— tell  me,  J^lmilia, 
That  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  hufbands 
In  fuch  grofs  kind  ? 

JEmiL  There  be  feme  fuch,  no  queftion. 

Def,  Wouldil  thou  do  fucha  deed  for  all  the  world? 

Mmi'L  Why,  would  not  }0u  ? 

Def,  No,  by  this  heavenly  light  ! 

Mmil.  Nor  1  neither,  by  this  heavenly  light  : 
Imightdo'tas  well  i'  the  dark. 

Def.  Wouldfl  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world? 

J^mil.  The  world  is  a  huge  thing  :  'Tis  a  great  price 
For  a  fmall  vice. 

Def  In  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldfl:  not. 

yErnil,  In  troth,  I  think  I  fnould  ;  and  undo't 
when  I  had  done.  Marry,  I  would  not  do  fuch  a 
thing  for  a  joint  ring  ;  nor  for  meafures  of  lawn  ; 
Rorfor^owns,  petticoats,  nor  caps,  nor  any  petty 
exhibition  :  but,  for  all  the  whole  world,— -Why, 
v/ho  would  not  make  her  hufband  a  cuckold,  to  make 
him  a  monarch  ?  I  fhould  venture  purgatory  for't. 

Def  BeQirev/  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  a  wrong 
For  the  whole  world. 

JEruiL  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'  the  world  ; 
and,  having  the  world  for  your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong 
in  your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it 
right, 

Def  I  do  not  think,  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 

jEmiL  Yes,  a  dozen  ;  and  as  many  to  the  vantage,  as 
Would  {lore  the  v^^orld  they  play'd  for. 
But,  I  do  think,  it  is  their  hufband's  faults, 
if  w  ives  do  fall :  Say,  that  tliey  Hack  their  duties. 
And  pour  our  treafures  into  foreign  laps  ; 
Or  elle  break  out  in  peeviili  jcaloufies. 
Throwing  reHraint  upon  us  ;  or,  (ay,  they  flriAC  us. 
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Or  fcant  our  former  having  in  defpig-hr  ! 
Why^  we  have  galls ;  and,  though  we  have  fome  grace. 
Yet  have  we  fome  revenge.    Let  hufbands  know, 
Their  wives  have  fenfe  like  them  ;  they  fee,  and  fmell. 
And  have  their  palates  both  for  fv/eet  and  four. 
As  huibands  have.    What  is  it  that  they  do. 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  Is  it  fport  ? 
I  think  it  is  ;  J\nd  doth  affedion  breed  it  ? 
I  think  it  doth  ;  Is't  frailty  that  thus  errs  ? 
It  13  fo  too  :  And  have  we  not  aifediions  ? 
Defires  for  fport  and  frailty     as  men  have  ? 
Then,  let  them  ufe  us  v/ell  :  eife,  let  them. know. 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inilrudlus  to. 

Def.  Good  night,  good  night :  Fleaven  me  fuch 
ufage  fend, 

Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad  ;  but,  by  bad,  mend  1 


A  C  T    V.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street,    Enter  Jago,  and  Rcdengo. 
Aw.TTERE,  Hand  behind  this  bulk;  itraigbt  will 

Xa    ke-  come : 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home  ; 
Quick,  quick;  fear  nothing  ;  I'll  be  at  thy  elbow  : . 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us  ;  think  on  that. 
And  fx  moil  firm  thy  refolution. 

Rod,  Be  near  at  hand  ;  I  may  mif:arry  in't~ 
I  ago.  Here  at  thy  hand  ;  be  bold,  and  take  thy  f^^  ard» 
Rod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed  ; 
And  yet  he  hath  given  me  fatisfying  reaibns  : — 
Tis  but  a  man  gone  :—  f  .rth,  my  fword  ;  he  dies. . 

[  Sta?7ds  apart* 

I^'igo.  I  have  rubb'd  this  young  qiiat  almoil:  to  the 
fenfe. 

And  he  grows  angry.  Now,  whether  he  HIl  CaiHo,  . 
Or  CafJo  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other. 
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Every  way  makes  my  gain  :  Live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  rellitution  large 
Of  gold  and  jewels,  that  I  bobb'd  from  hira. 
As  gifts  to  Deidemona  ; 
It  muft  not  be  :  if  Cafho  do  remain. 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life. 
That  makes  me  ugly  ;  and  befides,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him  ;  there  ftand  I  in  much  peril, 
T^o,— he  muft  die  ; — But  fo,  I  hear  him  coming. 
Enier  Caipo, 

B.od,  I  know  his  gait,  'tis  he      Villain,  thou  dy'ft. 

\^He  runs  at  Cajpo,  and  -ojcufuh  him^ 
Ccf.  That  thru  ft  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  think'fl  ; 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine, 

^Fighi,     CaJJlo  rounds  Roderigo  :  lago  cuts 
Cqffio  behind  in  the  legy  and  exit. 
Red.  C,  I  am  (lain  I 

Cafrl  arn  maim'd  for  ever  ^---Help,  ho  !  murder! 
murder  ! 

Ent£r  Othello,  aho've, 
0th,  The  voice  of  Callio  :— lago  keeps  his  w^ord. 
Red,  O,  villain  that  I  am  ! 
Cth,  Hark  !  'tis  even  fo. 
Caf,  O,  help,  ho  1  light !  a  furgeon  ! 
0th,  'Tis  he  ;«--0  brave  lago,  honeft  and  jufl. 
That  hall  fuch  noble  fenfe  of  thy  friend's  wrong! 
Thou  teacheft  me,— -Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead. 
And  your  fate  hies  ap^ce  :  Strumpet,  I  come  : 
Forth  of  my  heart  thofe  charms,  thine  eyes,  are  blotted  ; 
Thy  bed,  lull-flain^d,  fliall  with  lull's  blood  be  fpotted. 

{^Exit  Othello, 
Enter  Lodo^vicoy  and  GratianOy  at  a  difiance^ 
Caf,  What  ho  !  no  watch  ?    no  pailage  ?  murder  ! 
murder  ! 

Gra,  'Tis  fome  mifchancc  ;  the  cry  is  very  direful. 
Caf.  Ohelpl 
Lod  Hark  1 

Rod,  O  wretched  villain  ! 

Lod,  Two  or  three  groans  ;  it  is  a  heavy  night 
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Thel^2  may  be  counterfeits  ;  let's  think' t  unfafe 
To  come  in  to  the  cry,  without  more  help. 

Rod,  No  body  come  ?  tlien  I  (hail  bleed  to  death. 
Enter  lago,  <zvith  a  li<zht* 

Lod.  Hark  ! 

Gra,  Here's  one  comes  in  his  ihlrt,  with  light  and 
weapons. 

lago.  Who's  t'lere  r  what  noife  is  this,  that  crie5 
out  murder  ? 

Lod.  We  do  not  know. 

lago.  Did  not  you  hear  a  cry  ? 

CaJ\  Here,  here  ;  for  heaven's  fike,  help  me.  • 

lagQ,  ¥/ hat's  the  matter  ? 

Gra,  This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 

Lod,  The  fame,  indeed  ;  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

lago.  What  are  you  here,  that  cry  fo  griev  ufiy  ? 

Gaf.  lagor  O,  I  am  fpoii'd,  undone  by  villains? 
Give  me  fome  help. 

lago,  O  me,  lieutenant !  what  villains  have  done  this? 

Gaf.  I  think,  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout. 
And  cannot  make  away. 

lago.  O  treacherous  villains  ! 
V/hat  are  you  there  ?'  come  in,  and  give  fome  he'p. 

To  Lod,  and  Gra., 

Rod.  O,  help  me  liere  t 

Caf,  That's  one  of  them. 

lago,  O  murderous  Have  !  O  villain  ! 

lago  ftahs  hi^n-. 

Rod.  O  damn'd  lago  !  O  inhuman  dog !— -O  !  O!  0\ 
lago.  Kill  men  i'  the  dark  !— Where  be  thefe  blood/ 
thieves  ? 

How  filent  is  this  town  !  — Ho  !  murder  !  murder  I 
What  may  you  be  ?  are  yau  ofgood  or  evil  ? 

Lod,  As  you  iliall  prove  us,  praife  us. 

lago.  Signior  Lodovico  ? 

Lod.  He,  fir. 

lago.  I  cry  you  mercy ;  Here's  CaEo  hurt  by  vilbins. 
Gra,  Caiiio! 

lago.  How  is  it,  brother  ? 
Gaf.  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 
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lago.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  ! — 
Light,  gentlemen;  I'll  bind  it  with  my  fliirt* 
Enter  Bianca, 
Bian,  What  is  the  matter,  ho  ?  who  is't  that  cry'd? 
lago,  \Vho  is't  that  cry'd  ? 
Bian.  O  my  dear  Cailio  !  mv  fweet  CalHo  ! 

0  Caffio  !  Caffio  !  CafTio  ! 

lagc,  O  notable  flrumpet ! — Caffio,  may  you  fufpedl 
Who  they  fnould  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 
Caf.  No. 

Gra.  I  am  forry  to  find  you  thus;  I  have  been  to 
fsek  you. 

J  ago;  Lertd  me  a  garter  :  So. — for  a  chair. 
To  bear  him  eafily  hence  ! 

Bisi72.  Alas,  he  faints  :— O  CafTio  !  Caffio!  Caffio! 

lagc.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  fafped  this  trafn 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. 
Patience  a  while,  good  Caffio  — Come,  come; 
Lend  me  a  light. — Know  we  this  face,  or  no  ? 
Alas  I  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Iloderigo  ?  no: — Yes,  fare;  O  heaven!  Roderigo. 

Gra.  What,  of  Venice  ? 

lago.  Even  he,  fir  ;  did  you  know  him  ? 

Gra,  Know  him  ?  ay. 

lago,  Signior  Gratiano?.,  I  cry  you  gentle  pardon; 
Thefe  bloody  accidents  mull  excufe  my  manners. 
That  fo  negledted  you. 

Gra.  1  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Jago.  How  do  you,  Caffio  ? — O,  a  chair,  a  chair  ! 
Gra.  Roderigo  ! 

l^go.  He,  he,  'tis  he  : — O,  that's  \veil  fiid  ; — 
the  chair  : —  chair  hrought  in. 

Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence  ; 
I'll  fetch  the  general's  furgeon. — For  you,  milirefs, 

1  A  [To  Bia^ica, 
I  Save  you  your  labour.— He  that  liesflain  here,  Cafiio, 
1  Was  my  dear  friend;  What  malice  was  betv^een  you? 

Caf.  None  in  the  world  ;  nor  do  1  know  the  man 
2ago.  [To  EiaTi.l  What,  look  you  paler — O,  hear 
him  out  o'  the  air. —         [CaJJio  is  hcruc  cff  \ 
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Stay  you,  good  gentlemen. — Look  you  pale,  miftrefs  ? 

Do  you  perceive  the  ghaftnefs  of  her  eye  ? — 

Nay,  if  you  ftare,  we  lhall  hear  more  anon  :  — 

Behold  her  well  ;  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her ; 

Do  you  fee,  gentlemen  ?  nay,  guiltinefs  will  fpeak. 

Though  tongues  were  out  of  ufe. 

Enter  JEmilia, 
JEmiL  *Las,  what's  the  matter  ?  what's  the  matter, 
hulband  ? 

Tago^  Caffio  hath  here  been  fet  on  in  the  dark. 
By  Koderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  'fcap'd  ; 
He's  almoff  fiain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

MmiL  Alas,  good  gentlemen  !  alas,  good  Ca/Tio  ! 

lago.   This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring. — Pr'ythee, 
TEmilia, 

Go  know  of  Caffio  where  he  fupp'd  to-night : — 
What,  do  you  lhake  at  that  \ 

Bian,  He  fupp'd  at  my  houfe;  but  I  therefore  fhake 
not. 

Jago,  O,  did  he  fo  ?  I  charge  you,  go  with  me. 
MmiU  Fie,  iie  upon  thee,  llrumpet ! 
Bian,  I  am  no  ftrumpet  ;  but  of  life  as  honell. 
As  you  that  thus  abufe  me. 

JLmiL  As  I  ?  foh  !  £e  upon  thee  ! 
lago^  Kind  gentlemen,  let's  go  fee  poor  Caffio 
drefs'd 

Come,  miftrefs,  you  muft  tell  us  another  tale. 
uSmilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel, 

And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  hath  hap'd.  

Will  you  go  on,  1  pray  r  —  Fnis  is  the  night,  \^JJide, 
That  either  makes  me,  or  fordoes  me  quite.  \KxeunU 

S    C    E    N    E  U. 

A  hd  chamber:  Defdemona  in  bed,   q/Ieep,    A  light 

huvning. 

Enter  Othello. 
Cth.  It  is  the  caufcy  it  is  the  caufe,  my  foul,— 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chafie  liars  !— 
It  is  the  caufe.— -Yet  I'll  not  ihed  her  blood  ; 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  Hiin  of  her'^  than  fnow> 
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And  Imooth  as  monumental  alabafter. 

[^Fakes  off  his  f  wcrd. 
Yet  fhe  muHdie,  elfe  (he'll  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then— -Put  out  the  light  ! 
If  1  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  miniiter, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  re  (tore. 
Should  1  repent  me      but  once  put  out  thy  light. 
Thou  cunning'ft  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat. 

That  can  thy  light  relumine.  When  I  have  pluck'd 

thy  rofe,  ^ 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again. 
It  needs  muft  wither     -I'll  fmell  it  on  the  tree.—- 

0  balmy  breath,  that  doll  almoil  perfuade 
Juftice  herfelf  to  break  her  fword      Once  more.— - 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I^.viil  kill  thee,. 

And  love  thee  after  :  Once  more,  and  this  the  laft  ; 

So  iweet  was  ne'er  fo  fatal.    I  muH:  weep. 

But  they  are  cruel  tears :  Tliis  forrow's  heavenly  ; 
It  frrikes,  where  it  doth  love.— She  wak-es— - 

Def,  Who's  there  r  O.t hello  ? 

0th.  Ay,  'Defdemona. 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord  ? 

0th.  Have  you  pray'd  to-nigut,  Defdemona? 

Def^  Ay,  my  lord. 

0th.  If  y-ou  bethink  yourfelf  of  any  crimic, 
Unrcconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace. 
Solicit  for  it  Uraiglit. 

Def.  Alas,  my  lord,  what  miy  you  mean  by  that? 

0th.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk  by  : 

1  would  not  kill  thv  unprepared  Ipirit  ; 

No,- "Heaven  forefend  !  I  would  not  kill  thy  fouk 

lyef.  Talk  you  of  killiiig  i 

Oih.  Ay,  I  do. 

Bef.  Then,  heaven 
Have  mercy  on  me  \ 

Oth.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart/! 

Df  If  you  fay  fo,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

Oth.  Hum  ! 

Def.  And  yet  I  U^x  vcu  ;  for  you  are  fatal  then, 
VoKVIII.  '  Cc 
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When  your  eyes  roll  fo  :  YJhy  I  Ihould  fear,  I  know 
not. 

Since  guiltinefs  I  know  not ;  but  yet,  I  feel,  I  fear. 

0th.  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Def,  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

0th.  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  dy'ft. 

Def.  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  lo vino*. 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  nether  lip? 
Some  bloody  pafTion  fhakes  your  very  frame  : 
Thefe  are  portents ;  but  yet  1  hope,  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

Oth.  Peace,  and  be  fliil ! 

Def.  I  will  fo :  What's  the  matter  ? 

0th.  That  handkerchief,  which  1  fo  lov'd,  and  gave 
thee. 

Thou  gav'ft  to  Caffio. 

Def.  No,  by  my  life  and  foul ; 
Send  for  the  man,  and  afk  him. 

0th   Sweet  foul,  take  heed. 
Take  heed  of  perjury  ;  thou  art  on  thy  death-bed, 

Def.  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

0th.  Yes,  prefently  : 
Therefore  confefs  thee  freely  of  thy  fin  ; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath. 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ftrong  conception 
That  I  do  groan  withal.    Thou  art  to  die. 

Def.  O  heaven,  have  mercy  on  me  ! 

0th.  I  fay.  Amen. 

Def,  And  have  you  mercy  too  ! — I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  life  ;  never  lov'd  Caifio, 
But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  heaven 
As  I  might  love  :  I  never  gave  him  token. 

0th.  By  heaven,  I  faw  my  handkerchief  in  his  hand, 

0  perjur'd  woman  !  thou  doft  flone  my  heart. 
And  mak'ft  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do,— - 
A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  facrifice  : 

1  faw  the  h  indkerchief. 
Def  He  found  it  then  ; 

I  never  gave  it  him  :  Send  for  him  hither. 
And  let  him  confefs  a  truth. 
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Cth.  He  hath  confefs^d. 
Def,  What,  my  lord  ? 
Oih,  That  he  hath— usM  thee. 
Def,  How  ?  unlawfully  ? 
Cth.  Ay. 

Dcf,  He  will  not  fay  fo. 

0th.  No,  his  mouth  is  ftopp'd  ; 
Honefl  lagohath  ta'en  order  for  *t. 

DeJ\  O,  my  fear  interprets  then,— What, is  he  dead? 

Oih,  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
Had  flomach  for  them  all. 

Def,  Alas,  he  is  betrayed,  and  I  undone. 

Otb.  Cut,  flrumpet!  Weep'il  thou  for  him  to  my 
face?^ 

Def.  Oy  banifh  me,  my  lord,  bat  kill  me  not. 
0th,  Down,  llrumpet  ! 

Def,  Kill  me  to-morrow,  let  me  live  to-night, 

0th.  Nay,  if  you  firive  

Def.  But  half  an  hour. 

Cth.  Being  done. 
There  is  no  paufe. 

Def.  But  while  I  fay  one  prayer. 

0th.  It  is  too  late.  \^He /mothers  her. 

JEtnilia  nxnthifz. 
My  lord,  my  lord  !  what  ho  !  my  lord,  my  lord  1 

0th.  What  noife  is  this  ?— Not  dead  ?  not  yet  quite 
dead  ? 

I,  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful ; 

I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain.  

So,  fo. 

JEmil.  What  ho  !  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 
0th.  Who's  there  ? 

JEmiL  O,  good  my  lord,  I  would  fpeak  a  word 
with  you. 

0th,  Yes 'tis  iEmilia :— by  and  by.— She's  dead. 
'Tis  like,  (he  comes  to  fpeak  of  CafTio's  death  ; 
The  noife  was  high.— Ha  !  no  more  moving  ? 
Still  as  the  grave.— Shall  Ihe  come  in      Were 't  good  ! 
I  think,  fhe  flirs  again      No.— What's  the  bete  ? 
If  Ihe  come  in,  Ihe'il  fur^  com.e  to  my  wife  : — . 
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My  \^  ife  !  my  wife  !  what  vv  ife  ?  I  have  no  wife  : 

O  infupportable  !  O  heavy  hour  ! 

Methinks,  it  fnould  benow  a  huge  eclipfe 

Of  fun  and  moon  ;  and  that  the  affrighted  globe 

Sho'dd  yawn  at  alteration. 

B.miL  I  do  befeech  you  I  may  fpeak  with  you. 
O,  good  my  lord  1 

0th.  I  had  forgot  thee :  O,  come  in,  Emilia  : 
Soft,  by  and  by      Let  me  the  curtains  draw.— 
Where  art  thou?— What's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 

[  Vnlccks  the  dcor. 

Enter    mill  a, 

^^miU  O,  xny  good  lord,  yonder*s  foul  murder  done. 

0th.  What?  nov/? 

JEmil,  But  now,  my  lord. 

0th,  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  fhe  was  wont. 
And  makes  men  mad. 

JEmil.  Gaflio,  my  lord,  hath  kili'd  a  yo^ng  Venetbn> 
Caird — P.oderigo'. 
.  0th,  Roderigo  kill'd! 
And  Caillo  kill'd!  — 

uEmll.  No, 'Ganio  is  not  kil rd. 

0th.  Not  CaiTio  kiird?  Then  murder's  cut  of  tune. 
And  fweet  revehge  grows  hariTi. 

Def,  O,  falfely,  falfely  murdered  ! 

uE?niL  Alas  !  what  cry  is  that  r 

0th,  That!  what? 

M,7niL  Out,  and  alas !.  that  was  my  lady's  voice  : — 
Help!  help,  ho!  help! — O  lady,  fpeak  again!' 
Sweet  Defdemonal  O  fweet  miftrcfs,  Tpeakl 

Def.  A  guiitleis  death  I  die. 

Ej?niL  Oy  who  hath  done 
This  deed  ? 

IDef,  Nobody;  Imyfelf;  farewell: 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  lord  ;  O,  farewell.  \Dlcs. 

0th.  Why,  how  fhouid  flie  be  murder'd? 

Mmil.  Alas,  who  knows  ? 

0th.  You  heard  her  fay  herielf,  it  was  not  1. 

MmiL'  She  faid  f o ;  1  muft  needs  report  the  truth. 
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.  0th,  She's  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  hell; 
'Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

JEmil,  O,  the  more  angel  jfhe. 
And  you  the  blacker  devil ! 

0th.  She  turn'd  to  folly,  and  fhe  was  a  whore. 

Mmil,  Thou  doft  beiie  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

0th.  She  was  as  falfe  as  water. 

]£miL  Thou  art  as  rafh  as  fire,  to  fay 
That  {he  was  falfe ;  O,  fhe  was  heavenly  true! 

0th.  Caffio  did  tup  her  ;  afk  thy  hufband  elfe  : 
O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell. 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 
To  this  extremity  :  Thy  hufband  knew  it  all. 

Mmil,  My  hufband? 

0th,  Thy  hufband. 

KmiL  That  fhe  was  falfe  to  wedlock? 

0th,  Ay,  with  Caflio.    Nay,  had  fhe  been  true,. 
If  heaven  would  make  me  fuch  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfed  chryfolite, 
rd  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 

mmil.  My  hufband  ? 

0th.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  firfl ; 
An  honefl  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  flime^ 
That  flicks  on  filthy  deeds, 

J&miL  My  hufband  ? 

0th,  What  needs  this  iteration,  woman  ? 
I  fay,  thy  hufband. 

Mmil.  Omiftrefsjvillainyhath  made  mock?  with  love! 
My  hulband  fay  that  fhe  was  falfe  ? 

0th,  He,  woman ; 
I  fay,  thy  hufband;  Do'fl  underfland  the  word  ^ 
My  friend,  thy  hufband,  honefl,  honefl  I  ago. 

It  mil.  If  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  foul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day  !  he  lies  to  the  heart ; 
She  was  tco  fond  of  her  molt  filthy  bargain, . 

0th,  Ha! 

2^ mil.  Do  thy  worll : 
This  d-eed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heavciij 
Than  thou  wafl  worthy  her. 

Oih,  Peace,  you  were  bcii. 

C  z 
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RmiL  Thou  .haft  not  half  that  power  to  do  me  harm. 
As  I  have  to  hurte    O  gull  !  O  dolt ! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt!  thou  hail  done  a  deed,— 
I  care  not  for  thy  fword  ;  I'll  make  thee  kn^wn, 
Though  I  lod  twenty  lives :— -Help  !  help,  ho  !  help! 
The  Moor  hath  kilP'd  my  miftrefs ;  Murder  !  murder  ! 
Enter  Mont  am,  Gratiano,  la  go  and  others* 

Mon,  What  is  the  matter      How  now,  general  ? 

ILmiL  O,  are  you  come,  lago  ?  you  have  done  well. 
That  men  muft  lay  their  murders  on  }^our  neck, 

Gra,  What  is  the  matter  ?  ' 

JEmil.  Difprove  this,  villain,  if  thou  be'ft  a  man  : 
lie  fays,,  thou  told'll  him  tliac  his  >vife  v/as  falfe ; 
I  know,  thou  didTt  not,  thou'rt  not  fuch  a  vilkin  ; 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

lago.  I  told  him  what  \  thought :  an(S  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himfelf  was  apt  and  true. 

RmiL  But  did  you  ever  tell  him,  fhe  was  falfe  ? 

lago.  I  did. 

IL/niL  You  told  a  lie  :  an  odious,  damned  lie  ; 
UDon  my  foul,  a  lie  ;  a  wicked  lie  ; — •  v 
She  falfe  v;ith  CaiTio  !— Did  you  f ly,  with  Caffio  ? 

lago.  With  CafTio,  millrefs ;  Go  to,  charm  your 
tongue. 

K.miL  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I  am  bound  to 
fpeak  ; 

My  miflrefs  here  lies  murder'd  in  her  bed. 
u'JlL  O  heavens  forefend 

J£jml.  And  your  reports  have  fet  tlie  murder  on. 

Otb.  N.iy,   flare  not,  maflers ;  it  Is  true,  indeed. 

Gr^:  'Tis  a'ftrange  truth.' 

Hon,  -O  monftrous  ad  ! 

MvuL  Villainy,  villainy,  villainy  !  — 
I  think  upon't, — I  think, — 1  fmeil't      O  villain)  i 
1  thought  fo  then  ;  I'll  kill  myfeif  for  grief. — 
O  villainy,  villainy ! 

lago.   What,  arc  you  mad  r  I  charge  you,  get  you 
home. 

MmiL  Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  fpeak ^ 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  hxi  not  now 
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Peichcince,  lago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

Otb,  O  !  O  1  O  !  {Othello  looking  on  his  ^Joife. 

jEmil.  Nay,  lay  thee  down,  and  roar; 
For  thou  hafl  killM  the  fweeteft  innocent. 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

0th,  O,  flie  was  foul!—  {Rijlng, 
I  fcarce  did  know  you,  uncle  :  There  lies  your  niece, 
Whofe  breath,  indeed,  thefe  hands  have  newly  llopp'd : 
1  know,  this  a^l  fhews  horrible  and  grim. 

Gra.  Poor  Defdeniona  !  i  am  glad  thy  father's  dead; 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him;  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain  :  did  he  live  now. 
This  fight  would  ma^^e  him  do  a  defperate  turn; 
Yea,  curie  his  better  angel  from  his  fide. 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 
^  0th,  'Tis  pitiful :  but  yet  lago  knows. 
That  (lie  with  CaiTio  hath  the  a6l  of  lhame 
A  thoufand  times  committed  ;  Caf!:o  confefs'd  it ; 
And  Ihe  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  firft  gav^e  her  ;  1  faw  it  in  hi^hand  ; 
It  V  as  ?m  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

MmiL  O  heaven  !  O  heavenly  pov^'ers ! 

lago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

jE?nil,  'Twill  out,  'twill  out I  hold  my  peace, 
fir  ?  no, 

No,  I  v.ill  fpeak  as  liberal  as  the  north : 

Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all. 

All, -all,  cry  (hame  againll  me,  yet  I'll  fpeak. 

lago.  Be  wife,  and  get  you  home. 

Ktnil'  1  ^^  ill  not.  SJ^g^^  ^^^-^    fi^'^  ^^l^  ^-wlfe, 

Gra,  Fie  ! 
Your  fvv  ord  upon  a  woman  ? 

u^mil,  O  thou  dull  Moor!  that  handkerchief,  thou 
ipeak'ft  of, 

I  found  by  fortune,,  and  did  give  my  hufDand  ; 
For  often,  with  a  folemn earneftnefs, 
(More  t':an,  indeed,  belong 'd  to  fuch  a  trifle) 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  ileal  it.  . 
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lago.  Villainous  whore ! 

J£miL  She  gave  it  CafTio  !  no,  alas ;  I  found  it. 
And  1  did  give  it  my  hufband. 
Jago,  Filth,  thou  lieft* 

M.<miL  By  heaven,  I  dojnot;  I  do  not,  gentlemen: 
O  murd'rous  coxcomb  !  what  fhould  fuch  a  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  wife? 

[  lago  fiahs  his  ^.ife,  then  runs  out,. 

0th,  Are  there  no  ftones  in  heaven. 
But  what  ferve  for  the  thunder P—'Precious  villain! 

Gra,  The  woman  falls;  fure  he  has  kill'd  his  wife. 

JEmiL  Ay,  ay  ;  O,  lay  me  by  my  miftrefs'  fide  ! 

Gra.  He's  gone  ;  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 

Mon,  'Tis  a  notorious  villain.  Take  you  this  weapon. 
Which  I  have  here  recover'd  from  the  Moor  : 
Come,  guard  the  door  without  ;  let  him  not  pafs. 
But  kill  him  rather :  I'll  after  that  fame  villain. 
For  'tis  a  damn'd  flave.  [^Exeunt  Mon.  and  Gra^ 

0th,  \  am  not  valiant  neither. 
But  every  puny  whipiler  gets  my  fword  : — 
But  why  iliould  honour  out-live  honefty  ? 
Let  it  go  all. 

Mniil,  What  did  thy  fong  bode,  lady? 
Hark,  can'fl  thou  hear  me  r  I  will  play  the  fwan. 
And  die  in  muiic.    Willotv,  <i.villonjjy  njjiHouo, — 
Moor,  fne  was  chafte ;  Ike  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor:: 
So  come  my  foul  to  blifs,  as  I  fpeak  true ; 
So  fpeaking  as  I  think,  1  die,—  -!  die.  \_Dies.. 

0th.  i  have  another  weapon  in.  this  chamber. 
It  is  a  fword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook's  temper;— 
O,  here  it  is :-— UncJe,  I  mull  come  forth. 

Gra,  [^jiiMn.  '\  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coll  tkee 
dear  ; 

Thou  hafl  no  weapon,  and  perforce  mufl  fufFer. 

.  0th.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak.  with  me,. 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  1  will  affault  thee. 

Re-enter  Gratiano, 
Gra.  What  is  the  matter? 
0th,  Behold  !  I  have  a  weapon  : 
A  better  nsver  did  itfcif  fu'llaia 
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Upon  a  foldier's  thigh  :  I  have  feen  the  day. 
That,  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  fword, 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Than  twenty  times  your  flop      But,  O  vain  boaft  ! 
Who  can  €ontroul  his  fate?  'tis  not  fo  now.— 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd  ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is 'my  butt^ 
The  very  f?a-mark  of  my  utmofl  fail. 
Do  you  go  back  difmay'd  ?  'tis  a  loft  fear ; 
Man  but  a  ruHi  againfl  Othello's  bread:, 

'   And  he  retires     -Where  fl-^ould  Othello  go  ? 

*  Now,  how  doll  thou  look  now  ?  O  ill-flarr'd  wxnch  ? 
Pale  as  thy  fincck  !  when  we  fhall  meet  at  compt. 
This  look  cf  thine  will  hurl  my  foul  from  heaven. 
And  fiends  will  fnatch  at  it.     Cold,  cold,  my  girl? 
Even  like  thy  chaHity.— 

O  curfed/  curfed  flave  !---Whip  me,  ye  devils. 
From  the  .poiTciTion  of  this  heiivcnly  fight ! 
Blow  me  about  in  winds  !  roafi:  me  in  fulphur  ! 
Walh  nie  in  fteep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fue  !  — 
O  Defdemona  !  Defdemona  !  dead  ? 
Dead^  O!  O!  O! 

Enter    Lodo'vicOi    CaJJio  brought  in  j   Monfano,  aviih 
lagc  prijhiter  j  and  Officers  * 
Lod,.  ^\\zxt  is  thisradi  and  moil  unfortunate  man? 
0th.  That's  he  that  was  Othello  ;  here  1  am. 
Lod.  Where  is  that  viper?  bring  the  villain  forth. 
0th.  I  look  down  towards  his  feet       but  that's  a 
fable. 

If  that  thou  be'ft  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  'wounds  lago, 

Lod.  Wrench  his  fword  from  him. 

lago.  I  bleed,  lir ;  but  not  kill'd. 

0th,  lam  not  forry  neither ;  I'd  have  thee  live  j 
For,  in  my  fenfe,  'tis  happinefs  to  die. 

Lod.  O  thou  Othello,  that  waft  once  fo  good^ 
Fall'n  in  the  practice  of  a  curfed  flave. 
What  fhall  be  faid  to  thee? 

0th,  Why,  any  thing  : 
An  honourable  murderer,  if  you  will  ^ 
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For  nought  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod,  This  wretch  hath  part  confefs'd  his  villainy  : 
Did  you  and  he  confent  in  CalFio's  death  ? 

Cth.  Ay. 

Caf,  Dear  general,  T  never  gave  you  caufe. 

Otb.  I  do  believe  it,  and  1  afk  your  pardon. 
Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  demi-devil. 
Why  he  hath  thus  enfnar'd  my  foul  and  body 

lago.  Demand  me  nothing  :  What  you  know,  you: 
know  : 

From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  fpeak  word, 
Lod.  What  ?  not  to  pray  ? 
Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 
0th,  Weil,  thoudoftbeft, 

Lod.  Sir,  you  (hall  underRand  what  hath  befall'ny 
Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not :  Here  is  a  letter. 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  flain  Roderigo  ; 
And  here,  another  ;  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  CafTio  to  be  uadertook 
By  Roderigo. 

0th,  O  villain ! 

Caf,  MoH  lieatheniih,  and  moll  grofs  ! 

Lod,  Now  here's  another  difcontented  paper. 
Found  in  his  pocket  too  ;  and  this,  it  feems, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  fent  this  damned  villain. 
But  that,  belike,  lago  in  the  interim 
Came  in  and  fatisfied  him. 
.  0th,  O  the  pernicious  caiti ft  !--- 
How  came  you,  Caffio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

(^6if,  I  found  it  in  my  chamber : 
And  hehimfelf  confefs'd  but  even  now. 
That  there  he  dropp'd  it,  for  a  fpeciai  purpofe. 
Which  wrought  to  his  d'efire. 

0th,  O  fool  [  fool  !  fool  1 

C^/.  , There  is,  befides,  in  Roderigo's  letter,- > 
How  he  upbraids  lago,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch  ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  caO: :  And  even  but  now  he  fpake. 
After  long  feeming  dead,  --lagphurt  him, 
lago  fet  him  on* 


Ad  V. 


OTHELLO. 


Lod,  You  muft  forfakc  this  room,  and  go  with  us : 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  oft. 
And  Caffio  rules  in  Cyprus.    For  this  Have, — 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty. 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long. 
It  (hall  be  his  :  You  fhall  ciofe  prifoner  reft, 
^Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  ftate— Come  bring  him  away. 

0th,  Soft  you,  a  word  or  two  before  you  go, 
I  have  done  the  ftate  fome  fervice,  and  they  know  it; 
No  more  of  that:— I  pray  you,  in  your  letters. 
When  you  iliall  thefe  unlucky  deeds  relate. 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am  ;  nothing  extenuate. 
Nor  fet  down  aught  in  malice  :  then  muft  you  fpeak 
Of  one,  that  lov'd,  not  wifely,  but  too  well  ; 
Of  one,  not  eafily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extreme  ;  of  one,  whofe  hand. 
Like  the  bafe  Judean,  threw  a  pearl  away 
P^icher  than  all  his  tribe  ;  of  one,  whofe  fubdu'd  eyes, 
Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood. 
Drop,  tears  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medVinable  gum  ;  Set  you  down  this  : 
And  fay,  befides,-— that  in  Aleppo  once. 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduc'd  the  ftate, 
I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcifed  dog. 
And  fmote  him— thus.  \_Siabs  him/elf, 

Lod.  O  bloody  period  } 

Gra,  All,  that  is  fpoke,  is  marr'd. 

Oih,  I  kifs'd  thee,  ere  I  kill'd  thee      -No  way  but 
this,  {^Falling  upon  Defdemona, 

Killing  myfelf,  to  die  upon  a  kifs.  \^Dies. 

Caf,  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no  wea- 
pon; 

For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  O  Spartan  dog 
More  fell  than  anguilh,  hunger,  or  the  fea  ! 
Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed  ;         \To  lago. 
This  is  thy  work  :  the  obje6l  poifons  fight ; 
Let  it  be  hid,— Gratiano,  keep  the  houfe. 
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And  feize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 

For  they  fucceed  on  you.-- -To  you,  lord  governor. 

Remains  the  cenfure  of  this  hellifh  villain  ; 

The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,—  O  enforce  it  ! 

Myfelf  will  flraight  aboard  ;  and,  to  the  ftate. 

This  heavy  a6l  with  heavy  heart  relate.  [Exeufif, 


NOTE. 

The  beauties  of  this  play  imprefs  themfeives  fo  ftrongly  upon  the 
attention  of  the  reader,  th?t  they  can  draw  no  aid  from  crltica'  illix{' 
tration.  The  fiery  opennefs  of  Othello,  magnanimous,  a.rtkfs,  and 
credulous,  boundle-s  in  his  confidence,  ardent  in  his  affcdtion,  in- 
flexible in  his  refolution,  and  obdurate  in  his  revenge;  the  cool 
-malignity  of  lago,  filcnt  in  his  refentment,  fubtle  in  his  dcfigns, 
and  (Hidious  at  once  of  his  intcreft  and  his  vengeance  ;  the  'oft  fim- 
plicity  of  Defdemona,  confident  of  merit,  and  confcious  of  innocence, 
her  aitlefs  pfifeverance  in  her  fuit,  and  her  flownifs  to  fufpedl"  that 
fhs  can  be  fufpcfted,  are  Cuch  proofs  of  Shak.fpeare's  fkill  in  hiiman 
nature,  as,  -I  fupp  >fe,  it  is  vain  to  feek  in  any  modern  writer.  The 
gradual  progre  s  wh'ch  Tago  makes  in  the  Moor's  convi<flion,  and 
the  circumliances  whicli  he  employs  to  inflame  him,  are  fo  artfully 
Tiatural,  that,  though  it  will  perhaps  not  be  faid  of  him  as  he  fays 
of  himfelf,  that  he  is  a  man  n  ot  eafiiy  jealous,  yet  we  cannot  but 
pity  him,  when  at  lafl  we  find  birr  perplexed  m  the  extreme. 

There  is  always  danger,  wickedness,  conjoined  with  abilities, 
fiiould  ileal  upon  efteem,  tho'Ugh  it  milfes  of  approbation  ;  but  the 
chara6t:er  of  lago  is  fo  condii<5lcd,  that  he  is  from  the  firft  fccne  to 
the  lall  hated  and  defpi^ed. 

Even  the  inferior  chara<^lers  of  this  play  would  be  very  confpicu- 
ous  in  any  other  piece,  not  only  for  their  juftncfs,  but  their  ifrcngth. 
Ca^io  is  brave,  benevolent,  and  hone'i",  ruined  onh'  by  h's  want  of 
ftubhornnefs  to  neSll  an  infidious  invitation.  Roderigo's  fufpicious 
cicd  I'ity,  and  impatienr  fubmiTion  to  the  cheats  which  he  fees 
pr>^6Y](td  upon  him,  and  v/hich  by  pe-Tuafion  he  fufFers  to  be  re- 
peated, exhibit  a  ftrong  pi<S^Uie  of  a  weak  mind  betraved  by  unlaw- 
Tul  dcfires  to  a  fal  e  friend  ;  and  the  virtue  of  iEmilia  is  fuch  as  we 
ofien  find  worn  loofclv,  but  not  cafi  off,  ea^y  to  commit  fmall 
crimes,  but  quickened  a  id  alarmed  at  atrocious  villainies. 

The  fcenes  from  the  beginning  to  th?  end  aie  bufy,  varied  by 
happy  interchanges,  and  regularly  promoting  the  progr;  (Tion  of  the 
Jfioiy  ;  an<l  the  narrative  in  the  end,  though  it  tells  but  what  is 
kiiown  r^heady,  yet  is  v.eCvHary  to  produce  the  death  o^  Othello. 

Had  the  fccne  ope  ed  in  Cyprus,  and  the  preceding  incideiits  been 
occafionally  related,  there  had  been  little  wanting  to  a  drama  of  the 
jBioA  cxadl-  and  .crupulous  regularity. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


TO  render  this  Edition  a  complete  Colleftion  of 
the  Works  oFShaicspeare,  it  has  been  recom- 
mended to  print  uniformly  with  his  Dramatic  Pieces, 
the  genuine  Poems  of  this  celebrated  Bard. 

Of  the  colleaion  here  prefented,  it  is  necefikry 
to  give  fome  account  :~— The  text  of  the  late  Edition 
cf  the  Poems  given  by  Mr.  Malone  has  been  follow- 
ed ;  after  carefully  collating  it  with  the  diiierent 
Colle6tions  extant. 

The  moxl  confiderable  Poem,  Venus  and  Adonis, 
was  firli  publifhed  in  1594 — quarto,  although  the 
earlieft  Edition  to  be  met  with  is  that  of  1596--- 
fmall  odavo.  The  Rape  of  Lucrece  was  alfo  firfl 
printed  in  quarto,  in  1594,  and  afterwards  re- 
publiflied  in  fmall  odlavo. 

Under  the  quaint  title  of  the  Pajponate  Pilgrim^ 
William  Jaggard  lirft  publiflied  in  1599,  aColledion 
of  Sonnets,  Sec.  with  the  initials  of  our  Author, 
In  this  publication  a  fonnet  beginning  with,  ^'If 
mufic  and  fweet  poetry  agree,"  and  an  ode  begin- 
ning, As  it  fell  upon  a  day,"  (%vhich  had  been 
printed  by  the  fame  Editor  in  his  Colledion  of 
the  Poems  written  by  Richard  Birnfield)  were  infert- 
ed  as  being  the  produdion  of  Siiakfpeare ;  they  have 
not,  however,  been  admitted  into  this  Colleftion. 

Our  Author's  Sonnets,  with  his  name,  appeared 
in  1609— quarto.  Subfequent  Editions  ^A  ere  en- 
larged by  the  interpolation  of  various  Tranllations 
from  Ovid,"  which  were  made,  and  afterwards 
claimed  by  Hey  wood.  In  Jaggard 's  fecond  Edition 
of  the  Pafiionate  Pilgrim,"  in  1612,  he  made  free 
to  give,  as  the  production  of  Shakfpeare,  Marloe's 


celebrated  Madrigal  of  Come  live  with  me  and  be 
my  love,"  and  the  Anfwer  to  it,  which  has  beea 
attributed  to  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 

While  we  have  been  fcrupulouily  attentive  not  to 
admit  a  line  as  the  produ6lion  of  our  Poet,  againft 
whofe  authenticity  any  evidence  could  be  produced. 
Candour  compelled  us  to  receive  two  Poems  not  to. 
be  fomd  in  Mr.  Malone's  Edition,  but  which  have 
appeared  in  all  the  Copies  fmce  1640.  As  they  have 
not  been  by  any  Editor  attributed  to  another  hand,, 
and  feem  only  to  have  been  rejedled  by  Mr.  Malone 

on  atcuuni  of  thch  /Irfl  appealing  In  a  puilliuiiious 

publication ;  we  have  not  deemed  that  fufficient 
reafon  for  confidering  them  fpurious,  and  have  givea 
them  a  plr.cc  at  the  conclufion  of  the  work. 


RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


HENRY  JVRIOTHESLY, 

Earl  of  Southampton, 

AND  BARON  OF  TICHFIELD. 

RIGHT  HONOURABLE, 

I  Know  not  how  I  JJoall  offend,  in 
dedicating  my  iinpolified  lines  to  your  Lord- 
Jhip  ;  nor  how  the  world  will  cenjure  niey 
for  chufing  fo  ftrong  a  prop  to  fupport  fo 
weak  a  burden :  Only  if  your  Honour  fceni 
but  pleafedy  I  account  my f elf  highly  praifed, 
and  vow  to  take  advantage  of  all  idle  hours , 
till  I  have  honoured  you  with  fome  graver 
labour.  But  if  the  fr/l  heir  of  my  htven- 
tion  prove  deformed,  I  /hall  be  forry  it  had 
Jo  noble  a  godfather,  and  never  after  ear  fo 
barren  a  land,  for  fear  it  yield  me  ftill  fo 
bad  a  harvejl.  I  leave  it  to  your  honourable 
furvey,  and  your  Honour  to  your  heart's 
content ;  which  J  wiflo  may  always  anfwer 
your  own  wifh,  and  the  world's  hopeful 
expe&aiion.. 

Tour  Honour's  in  all  duty. 


SHAKSPEARWs  POEMS. 


Venus  and  Adonis. 

Even  as  the  fun,  with  purple-colourM  face, 
Had  ta'en  his  laft  leave  of  the  weeping  morn, 
Rofc-cheek'd  AdOxVis  hied  him  to  the  chafe  ; 
Hunting  he  lov'd,  but  Love  he  laughed  to  fcorn. 
Sick-thoughted  Venus  makes  amain  unto  him, 
And  like  a  bold-fac'd  fuitor  *gins  to  woo  him. 
Thrice  fairer  than  myfelf  !  (thus  (he  began) 
The  fields  fweet  flower !  fweet  above  compare  ! 
.Stain  to  all  nymphs  !   more  lovely  than  a  man  f 
More  white  and  red,  than  doves  or  rofcs  are! 
Nature,  that  made  thee,  with  herfelf  at  ftrife, 
Saith,  that  the  world  hath  ending  with  thy  life. 
Vouchfafe  thou  wonder  !  to  alight  thy  fteed, 
And  rein  his  proud  head  to  the  faddle  -bow  ; 
If  thou  wilt  d^ignthis  favour,  for  thy  meed, 
A  thoufand  honey  fecrets  flialt  thou  know. 

Here  come  and  fit,  where  ferpent  never  hifTes, 
And  being  fet,  I'll  fmother  thee  with  kilfes. 

And  yet  not  cloy  thy  lips  with  loathed  fatiety, 
But  rather  familh  them  amid  their  plenty  ; 
Making  them  red  and  pale  with  frefh  variety  :  - 
Ten  kifles  fhort  as  one,  one  \o\^g  as  twenty.. 
A  fummer's  day  will  feem  an  hour  but  fhort^ 
Being  wafted  in  fuch  time-beguiling  fport. 

With  this  fhefeizeth  on  h's  fweatingpalm,. 
The  prcfident  of  pith  and  livelihood, 
And  trembling  in  her  paflion  calls  its  balm  ; 
Earth's  fovereign  falve  to  do  a  goddefs  good. 

Being  fo  enrag'd,  Defire  doth  lend  her  force, 

Courageoufly  to  pluck  him  from  his  horfe,. 
Over  one  arm  the  lufty  courfer's  rein. 
Under  the  other  was  the  tender  boy, 
Who  blufti'd  and  pouted  in  a  dull  difdain> 
With  leaden  r.ppetite,  unapt  to  toy. 

She  red  and  hot,  as  coals  of  glowing  fire  ; 

He  red  for  fhame,  but  frofty  in  deftre. 
The  ftudded  bridle,  on  a  ragged  bough, 
Nimbly  (lie  faftens  (O  h'ow  quick  is  love!)' 
The  fteed  is  ftalled  up,  and  even  now- 
To  tie  tlie  rider  fhe  begins  to  prov«, 
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Backward  (lie  pulh'd  him,  as  (lie  would  be  thruff^ 
Andgovern'd  him  in  ftrength,  tho'  not  in  luft. 

So  foon  was  ftie  along,  as  he  was  down. 
Each  leaning  on  their  elbows  and  their  hips  : 
Now  doth  fhe  ftroke  his  cheek,  now  doth  he  frown. 
And  'gins  to  chide,  but  foon  (he  flops  his  lips: 
And  kifling  fpeaks,  with  luftfuUanguage  broken. 
If  thou  wilt  chide,  thy  lips  lhall  never  open. 

He  burns  with  bafh'ul  fhame ;  fhe  with  her  tears, 
Doth  quench  the  maiden  burning  of  his  cheeks  : 
Then  with  her  windy  fighs,  and  gold^m  hairs, 
To  fan  and  blow  them  dry  again  Ihe  feeks. 

He  fays  (he  is  immodeft,  blames  her  mifs  ; 

"What  follows  more,  fhe  fmothers  with  a  kifs- 

Even  as  an  empty  e?gle,  fnarp  by  faiic. 
Tires  with  her  beak  on  feathers,  fiefb  and  bone, 
Shakmg  her  wings,  devouring  all  in  haftc, 
Till  either  gorge  be  ftaft,  or  prey  be  gone  : 
Even  fo  fhe  kiit  his  brow,  his  cheek,  his  chin, 
And  where  fne  ends,  fhe  doth  anew  begin. 

Forc'd  to  confent,  but  never  to  obey. 
Panting  he  lies,  and  breathing  in  her  face  ; 
She  feedeth  on  the  fieam,  as  on  a  pre}^. 
And  calls  it  heav'nly  inoiflure  !'  Air  of  grace  ! 
Wifliing  her  cheeks  were  gardens  full  of  lowers, 
So  they  were  dew*d  with  fuch  diflilling  ihowers. 

Look  bow  a  bird  lies  tangled  in  a  net. 
So  failen'd  in  her  arms  Adonis  lies: 
Pure  fliame  and  aw'd  refill^ancc  made  him  fret, 
Which  bred  mo-  e  beauty  in  his  angry  eyes. 
Rain  added  to  a  river  that  is  rank. 
Perforce  will  force  it  overflow  the  bank. 
Still  fhe  entreats,  and  prettily  entreats  : 
For  to  a  pretty. ear  tlie  tunes  her  tale. 
Still  he  is  fallen,  firili  he  lowers  and  frets, 
'Twixt  crimfon  fhame,  and  anger  afhy  pale. 

Being  red  fhe  loves  him  befl,  and  being  white, 
Her  breaft  is  better'd  with  a  more  delight. 

Look  how  he  can,  fiie  cannot  chufe  but  love, 
And^by  her  fair  immortal  h.md  fhe  fwears, 
From  his  foft  bofom  never  to  remove, 
Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  tears  ; 

Which  long  have  rain'd,  making  her  checks  all  w^, 
And  one  fweet  kifs  fhall  pay  this  countlefs  debt. 

Upon  this  promife  did  he  raife  his  chin. 
Like  a  divc-dapper  peering  thro' a  wave, 
Who  being  look'd  on,  ducks  as  qaickly  in: 
So  offers  he  to  give  what  fhe  did' crave  ; 
Butwh^'n  his  lips  were  ready  for  his  pay. 
He  winks  and  turns  his  lips  another  wxyc 
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Never  did  pafienger,  in  fummer's  heat, 
More  thirft  for  diink,  than  fhe  for  this  good  turn  j 
Her  lielp  fhe  fees,  but  help  flie  cannot  get, 
She  baths  in  water,  yet  in  fire  mufl  burn. 
Oh  pitvj  gan  fhe  cry,  flint-hearted  boy  I 
'Tis  but  a  kifs  I  beg,  why  art  thou^oy  ?• 
I  have  been  woo'd,  as  I  entreat  thee  now, 
Ev'n  by  thefiern  and  direful  God  of  War, 
Whofe  finewy  neck  in  battle  ne'er  did  bow, 
Who  conquers  where  he  comes  in  every  jar  : 
Yet  hath  he  been  my  captive  and  rry  flave, 
And  begg'd  for  that,  which  thou  unafk'd  fhalt  have. 

Over  my  altars  hath  he  hung  his  lance, 

His  batter'd  Hiield,  his  uncontrolled  crefl: ; 

And  for  my  fake  hath  learn'd  to  fport  and  dance. 

To  coy,  to  wanton,  dally,  fm;le  and  jeft  ; 
Scorning  his  churliOi  drum,  and  enfign  red, 
Making  my  arms  his  held,  his  tent  my  bed. 

Thus  he,  that  over-rul'd,  I  over-Tway'd  ; 

Leading  him  prifoner  in  a  red-rofe  chain. 

Strong  temper' d  ftecl,  his  fironger  flrength  obeyM,, 

Yet  was  he  fervileto  my  coy  difdain. 

Oh  be  not  proud,  _nor  brag  not  of  thy  might, 
For  mafl'ringher,  that  foil'd  the  God  of  Fight ! 

Touch  but  my  lips  with  thofe  fair  lips  of  thine, 

(Tho'  mine  be  not  fo  fair,  yet  they  are  red) 

The  kifs  fhall  be  thine  own,  as  well,  as  mine  ; 

WKat  fco'/t  thv.«  Ota  tii^  ^luuiid     noid  up  thy  head  : 
Look  in  mine  eye-balls,  where  thy  beauty  lies. 
Then  why  not  lips  on  lips,  fince  eyes  on  eyes  ^ 

Art  thou  afham'd  to  kifs  ?  Then  wink  again. 

And  I  will  wink,  fo  fhall  the  day  feem  night. 

Love  keeps  his  revels,  where  there  be  but  twain  ; 

Be  bold  to  play,  our  fport  is  not  in  fight. 
Thefe  blue-veinM  violets,  whereon  we  lean, 
Never  can  blab,  nor  know  they  what  we  mean. 

ThVtender  fpring,  upon  thy  tempting  lip, 

Sh/ws  thee  unripe;  yet  may'ft  thou  well  be  tafted 

Make  ufeof  time,  let  not  advantage  flip, 

Beauty  within  itfelf  would  not  be  waflcd. 

Fair  flowers,  that  are  not  gathered  in  their  prime, 
Rot  and  confume  themfelves  in  little  time. 

Were  I  hard -favour' d,  f  ul,  or  wrinkled  old, 

Ill-natur'd,  crooked,  churlifh,  harfh  in  voice, 

O'erworn,  defpifed,  rheum^atic  and  cold, 

Thick  fighted,  barren,  lean,  and  lacking  juice  : 
Then  might'fl:  thou  paufe,  for  then  I  were  net  for  thccj 
But,  having  no  defe<5ts,  why  dofl  abhor  me  ? 

Thcu  can' ft  not  fee  one  wrinkle  in  my  brow. 

Mine  eyes  are  grey,  and  bright,  and  quick  in  turning; 

My  b  auty,  as  the  fpring,  doth  yearly  grow  ; 

My  flefh  as  foft  and  plump,  my  marrow  burning^j. 
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My  fmooth  moift  hand,  were  it  with  thy  hand  felt, 
Would  in  thy  palm  diflbive,  or  feerh  to  melt. 
Bid  me  difcourfe,  I  will  inchantthine  ear, 
Or,  like  a  fairy,  trip  upon  the  green  ; 
Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  long  dilhevel'd  hz'w, 
Dance  on  the  fands,  and  yet  no  footing  fesn. 
Levels  a  fpirit.all  comp?(St  of  fire, 
Not  grofs  to  fmk,  but  light,  and  will  afpire. 
Witncfs  this  primrofe  bank,  whereon  I  lie, 
The  forcelefs  flowers,  like  flurdy  trees,  fupp-)rt  me  : 
Two  ftrengthlefs  doves  will  draw  me  thro'  t*he  (ky 
From  mom  rill  night,  even  where  I  lift  to  fport  me. 
Is  love  fo  light,  fweet  boy,  and  may  it  be, 
That  thou  fhouldft  think  it  heavy  unto  thee? 

Is  thine  own  heart  to  thine  own  face  afF^c^^d  ? 
Can  thy  right  hand  feize  love  upon  thy  left  ? 
Then  wooe  thvfelf,  be  of  thyfelf  lejedied, 
Steal  thine  own  freedom  and  complain  of  theft. 

Narcissus  fo  himfelf,  him.felf  forfook, 

And  dy'dto  kifshis  ihadow  in  the  brook- 
Torches  are  made  to  light,  jewels  to  wear, 
Dainties  to  taile,  freih  beauty  for  the  ufe, 
Herbs  for  their fmell,  and  fappy  plants  to  bear; 
Things  growing  to  themfelves  are  growth's  abufe  : 

Seeds  fpring  from  feeds,  an<l  beauty  breedcth  beauty  ; 

Thou  wert  beg' t,  to  get  it  is  thy  duty. 
Upon  the  cartK'a  incifecif*^  why  fhouldft  thou  feed 
Unlefs  the  earth  with  thy  inc.  eafe  be  fed  ? 
By  law  of  Nature  thou  art  bound  to  breed, 
That  thine  may  live,  when  thou  thv'elf  art  dead  r 

And  fo  in  fpight  of  Death,  thou  doft  furvive, 

In  that  thy  liknefs  flill  is  left  alive. 

•  By  this  the  love-fick  Queen  began  to  fweat, 

Tor  where  they -lay,  the  ftiad^w  had  fovfook  them; 
And  Titan,  tired  in  the  mid-day  heat, 
With  burning  eye  did  hotly  overlook  them  : 
Wifhing  Adonis  h.  d  his  team,  ^o  guide, 
So  he  were  like  him,  and  by  Venus  fide. 
And  now  Adonis  with  a  lazv  fpright, 
And  with  a  heavy,  dark,  dlfliking  ^ve, 
His  iow'ring  brows  o'erwhelming  his  fair  fight, 
Like  mlfty  vapours,  when  they  blot  thf^  f '.y  : 
Souring  his  cheeks,  cries.  Fie,  no  more  of  love. 
The  fun  doth  burn  my  face,  I  muft  remove. 
Ah  me  !  (quoth  Venus)  young,  and  fo  unkind! 
What  bax  exciucs  mak'ft  th-Ai  to  be  gone? 
I'll  figh  celeftial  breath,  whofe  gentle  wind 
Shall  cool  *heheat  of  this  de''cending  fun. 
I'll  make  a  (hadow  for  thee  of  my  hairs, 
If  they  burn  too  I'll  quench  them  with  my  tears. 
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The  fun  that  ftiines  from  Heaven  fliines  but  warm> 

And,  lo  !  I  lie  between  the  fun  and  thee  ! 

The  heat  I  have  from  thence  doth  little  harm, 

Thiue  eye  darts  forth  tlie  hre  that  burne;th  me. 
And,  were  I  n  ;t  immortal,  life  were  done, 
Betv/een  this  heavenly,  and  this  earthly  fun. 

Art  thou  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  Heel  ? 
Nay  more  than  flint,  for  ftone  at  rain  relenteth: 
Art  thou  a  woman's  fon,  andcanft  not  feel 
What  'tis  to  love,  how  want  oi  love  t  irmenteth? 
Oh  !  had  thy  mother  born  fo  bad  a  mind, 
She  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  but  died  unkind. 

What  am  I,  that  thou  fhouldft  contemn  m.e  this  ? 

Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  fuit  ? 

What  were  thy  lips  the  worfe  for  one  poor  kifs  ! 

Speak  fair;  but  fpeak  fa'r  words,  or  elfe  be  mute. 
Give  me  one  kifs,  I'll  give  it  thee  again, 
And  one  for  int'reft,  if  thou  wilt  have  twain. 

Fie  lifelefs  picture,  cold  and  fenfelefs  ftone, 

Well-painted  idol,  image  dull  and  dead  ; 

Statue  contenting  but  the  eye  alone, 

Thing  like  a  man,  i^ut  <  f  no  woman  bred. 

Thou  art  no  man,  tho'  of  a  man's  compleiflionj 
For  men  will  kifs  even  by  rheir  own  direiSt  on. 

This  faid,  impatience  choaks  her  ple">ding  tongue, 

And  fwelling  paviion  dotli  provoke  apaufe  ; 

^ed  cheeks  and  fiery  eyes  blaze  forth  -her  wrong,  * 

Being  judge  in  love,  fhe  cannot  ri^jht  her  caule. 

And  now  (he  wee^s,  and  now  fhe  fain  would  fpeak  j 
And  now  her  fobs  do  her  intendments  break. 

Sometimes  fhe  fhakes  her  head,  and  then  his  hand  : 

Now  gazeth  the  on  him,  now  on  the  ground  ; 

Sometimes  her  arms  enfcild  him  like  a  band  ; 

She  would,  he  will  not  in  her  arms  be  bound  ; 
And  when  fron;  then  e  he  ftruggles  to  be  gone, 
She  locks  hei  \i\V   iinjers  one  in  one. 

Fcgidling,  faith  fr  e,  '  .nee  I  have  hemm'd  thee  here^ 

Within  the  circuit  ;>f  this  ivory  pale^ 

I'll  be  the  pa  k,  and  thou  flxalt  be  my  deer, 

Feed  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain,  or  in  dale. 
Graze  on  my  lips  ;  and  if  thofe  hills  be  dry, 
Stray  lower,  where  the  plcafant  fountains  Ite. 

Within  this  limit  is  reiief  enough, 
Sweet  bottom  grafs,  and  hH^h  delightful  plain, 
Round  rifmg  hill  cks,  biakes  obscure  and  rough, 
To  Oielter  thee  fjom  tempeft  and  from  rain. 
Then  be  mv  deer,  fince  I  am.  fuch  a  park, 
No  d  g  (hall  roufe  the,  tho'  a  th  ufand  bark. 
At  this  Ad   uisfmiles,  as  in  diiJain, 
That  in  each  cheek  appears  a  pretty  dimple: 
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Love  made  thofe  hollows,  if  himfelf  were  flain, 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  fo  (imple  ; 
Foreknowing  well  if  there  he  came  to  lie, 
Why  there  Love  liv'd,  and  there  he  could  not  die. 
Thefe  loving  caves,  thefe  round  enchanted  pits, 
Open'd  their  mouths  to  fwallow  Venus  liking  : 
Being  mad  before,  how  doth  (he  now  for  wits  ? 
Struck  dead  at  firft,  what  needs  a  fecond  Itriking? 
Poor  queen  of  Love,  in  thine  o  wn  law  forlorn, 
To  love  a  cheek,  that  Imiles  at  thee  with  fcorn. 
Now  which  way  (hall  fhe  turn  ?   What  (hall  ftie  fay  ? 
Her  words  are  done,  her  woes  the  more  increafmg ; 
The  time  is  fpent,  her  obj-  dl  will  away. 
And  from  her  twining  arms  doth  urge  leleafing: 
Pity  (be  cries,  fome  favour,  fome  remorfe  ; 
Away  he  Springs,  and  hafteth  to  his  horfe. 
But,  lo  !  from  forth  a  copp*s  that  neighbours  by, 
A  breeding  jennet;  lufty,  young,  and  proud, 
Adonis'  trampling  courfer  doth  efpy. 
And  forth  fhe  rufhes,  fnc-rts,  and  neighs  aloud  : 
The  flrong-nec'kd  %ed,  being  ty'd  unto  a  tree, 
Breaketh  his  rein,  and  to  her  ftraitgoes  he. 

Imperioufly  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds, 
And  now  his  woven  girts  he  breaks  afunder; 
The  bearing  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wounds, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  refounds  like  Heaven's  thunder : 
The  iron  bit  hecrufhes  'tween  his  teeth, 
Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  with. 
His  ears  up-prick'd,  hisbraided  hanging  mane 
Upon  his  compafs'd  crefV  now  ftands  an  end : 
His  noftrils  drink  the  air,  and  forth  ag:^in, 
As  from  a  furnace,  vapours  doth  he  lend ; 
His  eye,  which  glifters  fcornfuUy  like  fire. 
Shews  his  hot  courage,  and  his  high  defire. 
Sometimes  he  trots,  as  if  he  told  the  fleps, 
With  gentle  majefty,  and  modefl  pride  ; 
Anon  he  rears  upright,  curvets  and  lesps, 
A.S  who  fhould  fay,  lo  !  thus  my  itrength  is  try'd : 
And  thus  I  do,  to  captivate  the  eye 
Of  the  fair  breeder,  thatis  flan  ding  by. 

Wffat  recketh  he  his  rider's  angry  ilir. 

His  flatt'ring  Holla,  or  his  Stand,  I  fay  ? 

What  cares  he  now  for  curb,  or  pricking  fpur  ? 

For  rich  caparifons,  or  trappings  gay? 
He  fees  his  love  and  nothing  elfe  he  fees, 
For  nothing  elfe  with  his  proud  fight  agrees. 

Look  when  a  painter  wou'd  furpafs  the  life, 
Jn  limning  out  a  well-proportion'd  fteed. 
His  art,  with  Nature's  workmanfhip  at  flrife., 
As  if  the  dead  the  living  ihould  exceed  : 
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So  did  his  horfe  excel  a  common  one 

In  fliape,  in  courage,  colour,  pace,  and  bone. 

Round-hooft,  flioft-jointed,  fetlocks  fliag  and  long, 
Broad  brcaft  full  eyes,  fmall  head,  and  noftril  wide. 
High  creft,  fhort  ears,  ftrait  legs,  andpafling  ftrong, 
Thi  n  mane,  thiclc  tail,  broad  buttock,  tender  hide. 

Look  what  a  horfe  fhould  have,  he  did  not  lack^ 

Save  a  proud  rider  on  fo  proud  a  back. 

Sometimes  he  feuds  far  off,  and  there  he  ftares  ; 

Anon  he  ftarts  at  ftirring  of  a  feather. 

TTo  bid  the  wind  abafe  he  now  prepares, 

And  where  he  run,  or  fly  they  knew  not  whither. 
For  thro*  his  mane  and  tail  tnc  high  wind  fings, 
Fanning  the  hairs,  which  heave  like  feather'd  wings. 

He  looks  upon  his  love,  and  neighs  unto  her ; 

She  anfwers  him,  as  if  fhe  knew  his  mind. 

Being  proud  as  females  are,  to  fee  him  wooe  her, 

She  puts  on  outward  ftrangencfs,  feems  unkind. 
Spurns  at  his  love,  and  fcorns  the  heat  he  feels, 
Beating  his  kind  embracements  with  her  heels. 

Then,  like  a  melancholy  male-content. 
He  veils  his  tail ;  that  like  a  falling  plume 
Cool  (hadow  to  his  melting  buttocks  lent ; 
He  ftamps,  and  bites  the  poor  flies  in  his  fume : 
His  love  perceiving  how  he  is  enrag'd. 
Grew  kinder,  and  his  fury  was  aflliag'd. 
His  tefl:y  mafl:cr  goes  about  to  take  him, 
When  lo  !  the  unback'd  breeder  full  of  fear, 
Jealous  of  catching,  fwiftly  doth  forfake  him, 
with  her  the  horfe,  and  left  Adonis  there. 
As  they  were  mad,  unto  the  wood  they  hie  them, 
Out-fl:ripping  crows,  that  ftrive  to  over-fly  them. 

All  fwoln  with  chafing,  down  Adonis  flts, 

Banning  hisboift'rous  and  unruly  beafl:. 

And  now  the  happy  feafon  once  more  fits. 

That  love-fick  love,  by  pleading  may  be  blefl:. 
For  lovers  fay,  the  heart  hath  treble  wrong. 
When  it  is  ban'd  the  aidance  of  thetongue* 

An  oven  that  is  ftopp'd,  or  river  flaid, 

Burneth  more  hotly,  fwelleth  with  more  rage  : 

So  of  concealed  forrow  may  be  faid  ; 

Free  vent  of  words  Love's  fire  doth  oft  aljfuage : 
But  when  the  heart's  attorney  oncei^  mute, 
The  client  breaks,  as  defperate  in  his  fuit. 

He  fees  her  coming,  and  begins  to  glow, 
Even  as  a  dying  coal  revives  with  wind  ; 
And  with  his  bonnet  hides  his  angry  brow, 
Xiooks  on  the  dull  earth  with  difturbed  mind  5 

Taking  no  notice  that  (he  is  fo  nigh, 

For  all  alkance  he  holds  her  in  his  eye. 
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O  !  what  a  ftght  it  was  wiftly  to  view 
How  (he  came  ftealing  to  the  wayward  boy ; 
To  note  the  fighting  conflict  of  her  hue, 
How  white  and  red  each  other  did  deflroy  ! 
But  now  her  cheek  was  pale,  and  by  and  by 
It  flaftiM  forth  fire  as  lightning  from  the  fky. 
Now  was  fhe  juft  before  him,  as  he  fat, 
And  like  a  lowly  lover  down  ftie  kneels ; 
With  one  fair  hand  fhe  heaveth  up  his  hat. 
Her  other  tender  hand  his  fair  cheeks  feels  : 
His  tender  cheeks,  receive  her  foft  hand's  print, 
As  apt,  as  new-fallen  fnow  takes  any  dint. 

O  !  what  a  war  of  looks  was  then  between  them  I 

Ker  eyes  petitioners  to  his  eyes  fuing  ; 

His  eyes  faw  her  eyes,  as  they  had  not  feen  them  ; 

Her  eyes  woo'd  flill,  his  eyes  difdain'd  the  wooing  ; 
And  all  this  dumb  play  had  his  a£ls  made  plain 
With  tears,  which  chorus-like  her  eyes  did  rain. 

Full  gently  now  fhe  takes  him  by  the  hand, 

A  lilly  prifon'd  in  a  jail  of  fnow  ; 

Or  ivory  in  an  alabafter  band, 

So  white  a  friend  ingirts  fo  white  a  foe  I 
This  beauteous  combat,  wilful  and  unwillingi 
Shew'd  like  to  filver  doves,  that  fit  a  billing 

Once  more  the  engine  of  her  thoughts  began, 

O  faireft  mover  on  this  moital  round  ! 

Would  thou  wert  as  I  am,  and  I  man. 

My  heart  all  whole  as  thine,  thy  heart  my  wound. 
For  one  fweet.look  my  help  1  would  afTure  thee, 
Tho'  nothing  but  rny  body's  bane  would  cure  thee. 

Give  me  my  hand  Tfaithhe)  why  dofl:  thou  feel  it  ? 

Give  me  thy  heart  (faith  fbej  and  thou  fhalt  haveiu 

0  !  give  it  me,  lefl  thy  hard  heart  do  fteel  it ; 
And  being  fteel'd,  foft  fighs  can  never  grave  it: 

Then  Love's  d^ep  groans  I  never  (hall  regard, 
Becaufe  Adonis'  heart  hath  made  mine  hard* 
For  fhame,  he  cries,  let  go,  and  let  me  go, 
My  day's  delight  is  pafb,  my  horfeis  gone, 
And  'tis  your  fault  I  am  bereft  him  fo : 

1  pray  you  hence,  and  leave  me  here  alone. 

For  all  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  bvify  care, 
Is  how  to  get  my  palfrey  from  the  mare. 

Thus  fhe  replies  :  Thy  palfrey  as  he  fhould. 

Welcomes  the  warm  approach'  of  fweet  defire. 

Aflr3<ftion  is  a  coal,  that  mufl  becool'd  ; 

Elfe  fuffer'd,  it  will  fet  the  heart  on  fire  . 

The  fea  hath  bounds,  but  deep  defire  hath  none  • 
Therefore  no  marvel,  tho'  thy  horfe  be  gone, 

How  like  a  jade  he  ftood,  ty'd  to  a  tree, 

Servily  maftered  with  a  leathern  reia  ! 
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Eut  when  he  faw  his  love,  his  youth's  fair  fee, 

He  held  fuch  petty  bondage  in  difdain  ; 

Throwing  thebafe  thong  from  his  bending  creft, 
Enfranchifing  his  mouth,  his  back,  his  breaft. 

Who  fees  his  true  love  in  her  naked  bed. 
Teaching  the  fheets  a  whiter  hue  than  white, 
But  when  his  glutton  eyesfo  full  hath  fed, 
His  other  agents  aim  at  like  delight? 

Who  is  fo  faint,  that  dare  not  be  lo  bold 

To  touch  the  fire,  the  weather  beii^g  cold? 

Let  me  excufe  thycourfer,  gentle  boy, 

And  learn  of  him,  I  heartily  befecch  thee, 

To  take  ad  vantage  on  pi  e  Tented  joy  ; 

Tho"  I  were  dumb,  yet  his  proceedings  teach  thee^ 

O  !  learn  to  love,  the  lefTon  is  but  plain. 

And  once  made  perfe<5t,  never  loft  again. 

I  know  not  Lov?  (quoth  he)  nor  will  I  know  it, 
I'nlefs  it  be  a  boar^  and  then  I  chafe  it; 
'Tis  much  to  borrow,  and  I  will  not  owe  it, 
Mv  love  to  love,  is  love  but  to  difgrace  it  ; 

For  I  have  heard  it  is  a  life  in  death, 

That  laughs,  and  weeps,  ^nd  all  but  in  a  breath. 
Who  wears  a  garment  fhapelcfs  and  unfinilh'd  ? 
W^ho  plucks  the  bud  before  one  leaf  put  forth  ? 
If  fpringing  things  be  ary  jot  diminifti'd. 
They  Vv'ithcr  in  their  prime,  prove  nothing  worth. 

The  colt  that's  bacit'd,  and  burden'd  being  youngs 

Lofeth  his  pride,  and  never  waxeth  ftrong. 

You  hurt  mv  hand  with  ringing.    Let  u^  part, 
And  leave  tliis  idle  theme,  t'iiis  bootlefs  chat ; 
Remove  your  fiege  from  my  unyielding  heart, 
To  love's  alarm  it  will  not  ope  the  gate. 

Difmifs  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your  flatt'ry  ; 

For  where  the  heart  is  hard,  they  make  no  batt'ry. 
What,  can'fl  thou  talk?  (quoth  flie)  haft  thou^a  tongue  ? 

0  !  Vv'ould  thou  had'ft  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing! 
Thy  m^ermaid's  voice  hath  done  me  double  wrong  ! 

1  had  my  load  before,  now  prefs'd  with  bearing. 
Melodious  difco.d,  heavenly  tune  harlli-founding  ! 
Earth's  deep  fweet  mufic  !  and  heart's  deep  fore-wounding 

Flad  I  no  eves,  but  ears,  my  ears  would  love 
That  inward  beauty,  and  invifible  : 
Or  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  move 
Each  part  of  me,  that  were  but  fenfible. 

Tho'  neither  eyes,  nor  ears,  to  hear,  nor  fee. 

Yet  ftiould  I  be  in  love,  by  touching  thee. 

Say,  that  the  fenfe  of  reafon  were  bereft  me. 
And  that  I  could  not  fee,  nor  hear,  nor  touch  ; 
And  nothing  but  the  very  fmell  were  left  me^ 
Vvt  would  my  love  to  thee  be  ftiil  as  much  s 
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For  from  the  ftilLitoiy  of  thy  face  excelling 

Comes  breath  perfum'd,  that  breedeth  love  by  fmcll 

But  oh  !  what  banquet  wert  thou  to  the  tafte, 

Being  nurfe  and  feeder  of  the  other  four  ! 

Would  they  not  wifn  the  feaft  fhould  ever  laft, 

And  bid  fufpicion  double-lock  the  door  ? 
JLeft  Jealoufy,  that  four  unwelcome  gueft 
Should  by  his  ftealing  in,  dilturb  the  feaft. 

Once  more  the  ruby-colour'd  portal  open'd, 
Which  to  his  fpeech  did  honey  padage  yield  ; 
JLike  a  red  morn  that  ever  yet  betoken'd, 
Wreck  to  the  feamen,  tempeft  to  the  field, 
Sorrow  to  fhepherds,  woe  unto  the  birds, 
Guft  and  foul  flaws  to  herdmen,  and  ta  herds. 

This  ill  prefage  advifedly  (he  marketh, 
Even  as  the  wind  is  hulh'd  before  it  raineth, 
Or  as  the  wolf  doth  grin  before  he  barketh, 
Or  as  the  berry  breaks  before  it  ftaineth  ; 
Or  like  the  deadly  bullet  of  a  gun, 
His  meaning  ftruck  her,  e'er  his  words  begun* 

And  at  his  look  (he  flatly  falleth  down; 
For  looks  kill  love,  and  love  by  looks  reviveth: 
A  fmile  recures  the  wounding  of  a  frown, 
But  blelTed  bankrupt,  that  by  love  fo  thriveth  ! 
The  filly  boy  believing  fhe  is  dead. 
Claps  her  pale  cheek,  till  clapping  makes  it  re^.. 
And  in  amaze  brake  off  his  late  intent. 
For  fnarply  he  did  think  to  reprehend  her, 
Which  cunning  Love  did  wittily  prevent, 
Fair  fall  the  wit,  that  can  fo  v.'ell  defend  her  : 
For  on  the  grafs  fhe  lies,  as  fhe  were  flain,^ 
Till  his  breath  breathed  life  in  her  again. 
He  wrings  her  nofe,  he  flrikes  her  on  the  cheeks^ 
He  bends  her  fingers,  holds  her  pulfes  hard. 
He  chafes  her  lips,  a  thoufand  ways  he  fecks 
To  mend  the  hurt,  that  his  unkindnefs  marr'd ; 
He  kilTes  her,  and  llie  by  her  good  will. 
Would  never  rife,  fohe  will  kifs  her  ftill. 

The  night  of  forrow  now  is  turn'^d  to  day. 
Her  two  blue  windows  faintly  (he  up-heaveth  ; 
Like  the  fair  fun,  when  in  his  frefh  array 
He  cheers  the  morn,  and  all  the  world  relieveth  :. 

And  as  the  bright  fun  glorifies  the  Iky, 

So  is  her  face  iliumin'd  with  her  eye. 

Whofe  beams  upon  his  hairlefs  face  are  fix'd. 
As  if  from  thence  they  borrow'd  all  their  Qiine  : 
Were  never  four  fuch  lamps  together  mixM, 
Had  not  his  clouded  with  his  brows  repine. 

But  hcr's  which  thro*  the  cryllal  tears  gave  lightj^ 
Shone  like  the  moon  in  water,  fcen  by  ni^hc^ 
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O  !   wliere  am  I !  (quoth  fhe)  in  earth,  or  heaven  i 
Or  in  the  ocean  drench'd!  or  in  the  fire  ? 
What  hour  is  this  !  or  morn,  or  weary  even? 
Do  I  (.icli2;ht  to  die  ?  or  life  defire  ? 

But  now  I  liv'd,  and  life  was  death's  annoy  : 
But  now  I  dy'd,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 
O  !  thou  didfl:  kill  me^  kill  me  once  again  : 
Thy  eyes,  ihrevvd tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine 
Has  taught  them  fcornful  tricks,  andfuch  difdain, 
That  they  have  m.u'-der'd  this  poor  heart  of  mine  : 
And  thefe  mine  eyes,  true  leaders  to  their  queen, 
But  for  thy  piteous  lips  no  more  hadfeen. 
Long  may  they  kifs  each  other  for  this  cure  ! 
O  never  let  their  crimfon  liv'ries  wear! 
And  as  they  L'ft,  their  verdure  ftill  endure, 
To  drive  infc<5lion  from  the  dangerous  year  ! 
That  the  ftar-gazers  having  writ  on  death, 
May  fay,  the  plague  is  banifh'd  by  thy  breath. 

Pure  lips !  fvveet  feals  !  in  my  foft  lips  imprinted, 
What  bargains  may  I  make  ftill  to  be  fealing  ? 
To  fell  myfelf,  I  can  be  well  contented, 
So  thou  wilt  buy,  and  pay,  and  ufe  good  dealing 
Which  purchafe  if  thou  make,  for  fear  of  flips. 
Set  thy  fcal  m.anual  on  my  wax-red  lips. 

^  thoufand  kiiTes  buys  my  heart  from  me, 
And  pay  them  at  thy  leifure  one  by  one* 
What  is  ten  hundred  kilTes  unto  thee  ? " 
Are  they  not  quickly  told,  and  quickly  gone? 

Say  for  non-payment  that  the  debt  Ihould  double  ? 

Is  twenty  hundred  kiffes  fuch  a  trouble  ? 
Fair  Queen  (quoth  he)  if  any  love  you  owe  me, 
Meafure  my  ftrangenels  with'  my  unripe  years. 
Before  I  know  myfelf,  feek  not  to  know  me, 
Ko  fifher  but  the  ungrown  fry  forbears ; 

The  mellow  plum  doth  fall,  the  green  flicks  fail^ 

Or  being  eaily  pluck'd,  is  four  to  talle. 

Look,  the  world's  comforter  with  weary  gate. 
His  day's  hot  lafit  halh  ended  in  tlie  weft  ! 
The  ovvl  (night's  h'^ald)  fnricks,  'tis  very  late. 
The  (heep  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  neft  : 

The  coal-black  clouds,  that  fbadow  heaven's  lighl 
Do  fummon  us  to  part,  and  bid  good-night. 

Now  let  me  fay  good-night,  and  fo  fay  you  : 

If  you  will  fay  fo,   you  (hall  have  a  kifs. 

Goodnight  (quo'h  tVt)  and  e'er  he  fays  adieu, 

The  honey  fee  of  parting  te  id  ed  is. 

Her  arms  do  lend  his  neck  a  fwcet  embrace, 
Incorp'rate  then  they  feem,  face  grows  to  face. 

Till  brcathlefs  he  disjoin'd,  and  backward  drew 
The  heavenly  moillure,  that  fwcet  coral  mout^; 
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Whofe  precious  tafte  her  thirfty  lips  well  knc^r, 
Whe.eon  they  furfe't,  yet  complain  on  dro  "th: 
He  with  her  plenty  prefs'd,  (he  f^int  with  deartliy 
Their  lips  together  glu'*d,  falltothe  earth. 

Now  quick  defire  hath  caught  her  yielding  prey, 
And  glutton-like  fhe  feeds,  yet  never  filleth  ; 
Her  I'ps  are  onquerors,  his  lips  obev, 
Pay ing  what  ranfom  the  infultcr  willeth  : 

Whofe  vulture  thought  doth  pitch  the  prize  lo  high,. 

That  (he  will  draw  his  lips  rich  treafure  dry. 
And  having  felt  the  fweetnefs  of  the  fpoi], 
With  blindfold  fury  fhe  begins  to  forage; 
Her  face  doth  reek  and  fmoke,  her  blood  doth  boil, 
And  carelefs  kift  ftirs  up  a  defperate  courage  : 

Planting  Oblivion,  beating  Reafon  back; 

Forgetting  Shame's  pure  blulh,  and  H:onoiir's  wrack. 

Hot,  famt,  and  weary  with  her  hard  embracing, 
Like  a  wild  bird  being  tam'd  with  too  much  handling,. 
Or  as  the  fleet-foot  roc,  that's  tirM  with  chafing, 
Or  like  the  froward  infant  ftill'd  with  dandling  ; 
He  now  obeys,  and  now  no  more  refifteth. 
While  (he  takes  all  fhe  can,  not  all  fhe  liftcth. 

What  wax  fo  frozen,  but  difTolves  with  tempting 
And  yields  at  laft  to  every  light  impreff^on  r 
Things  out  of  hope  src  compafs'd  oft  with  vent'ring^ 
Chiefly  in  love,  whofe  leave  exceeds  commilTion. 
AfFe(ftion  faints  not,  liice  apale-fac'd  coward. 
But  then  wooes  beft,  when  moft  his  choice  is  froward. 

When  he  did  frown,  O  had  fhe  then  gave  over  ! 
Such  ncdtar  from  his  lips  fhe  had  not  luckL  : 
Foul  words  and  frowns  mufl;  not  repel  a  lover, 
Wliat  tho'  the  rofe  have  pricks ;  yet  it  is  piuckt. 

Were  beauty  under  tv/enty  locks  kept  faft, 

Yet  love  breaks  thro%  and  picks  them  all  at  iafl:. 
For  pity  now  fhe  can  no  more  drtain  him  ; 
The  poor  fool  prays  her,  that  he  may  depart. 
She  is  refolv'dno  longer  to  reflrain  him  ; 
Bids  him  farwell,  and  look  well  to  her  lieai  t, 

The  which  by  Cupid^s  bow  fue  doth  protcn, 

He  carries  thence  engaged  in  his  brcali. 

Sweet  bov,  fhe  fays,  this  night  Fll  wafle  in  forrow, 

For  my  fick  heart  commands  mine  eyes  to  watch. 

Tell  me,  Love's  mailer,  ihall  we  meet  to-morrow? 

Sav,  fhail  we,  fliail  we,  wilt  thou  make  the  m.atch  ? 
He  tells  her  no,  to-moiro\v  he  intends 
To  hunt  the  boar  with  certain  of  his  friends. 

The  boar  (quoth  flie)  wJiercat  a  fudden  p'de, 
Like  lawn  being  fprcad  up  )n  llic  blufnin.g  rofe, 
Ufurps  her  cheeks,  (he  trembles  at  his  tale. 
And  on  his  neck  her  yoking  arms  fhe  throws, 
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She  linketh  down,  flrill  hanging  on  his  neck^. 

He  on  her  belly  falls,  ftie  on  her  back. 
Now  is  flie  in  the  very  lifts  of  love, 
Her  champion  mounted  for  the  hot  encounter. 
All  is  imaginary,  ftie  doth  prove, 
He  will  not  manage  her  altho'  he  mount  her: 

That  worfe  than  Tantalus  is  her  annoy. 

To  clip  Elysium,  and  to  lack  her  joy. 
Even  as  poor  birds  deceiv'd  with  painted  . grapes, 
Do  fiirfeit  by  the  eye,  and  pine  the  maw  j 
Even  fo  (he  languiHieth  in  her  mifhaps, 
As  thofe  poor  birds,  that  hclplefs  berries- faw, 

The  warm  efFe<fls  which  Ihe  in  him  finds  mifling,.. 

She  feeks  to  kindle  with  continual  kiffing. 

But  all  in  vain,  good  queen,  it  will  not  be. 
She  hath  aiTay'd,  as  much  as  may  be  prov'd. 
Her  plending  hath  deferved  a  greater  fee. 
She's  love,  ihe  loves,  and  yet  ihe  is  not  l.^v'dl 
Fie,  fie,  he  fays,  you  crufh  me,  let  me  go, 
You  have  no  reafon  to  with-hold  me  fo. 
Thou  hf.d'ft  been  gone  (quoth  (he)  fweet  boy,  e^er  th 
But  that  thou  tcli'ft  me  thju  would'ft  hunt  the  boar. 
O  !  be  advisM,  thou  know'ii  not  what  it  is. 
With  javelins  point  a  churlifh  fwine  to  gore, 
Whofe  tufhes  never  (heath'd,  he  whetteth  ftill, . 
iLike  to  a  mortal  butcher,,  bent  to  kill. 
On  his  bow -back  he  hath  a  battle  fet 
Of  briftly  pikes,  that  ever  threat  his  foe ; 
His  eyes,  like  glow  worms,  fhinewhen  he  doth  frc^'-j 
His  fnout  digs  fepulchres  where'er  he  goes  ; 

Being  raov'd,  he  ftrikes  whatever  is  in  his  way  jv 
And  when  he  ftrikes,  his  crooked  turtles  fiay. 
His  brawny  ud"s  with  hairy  briftles  armed, 
Are  better  proof,  than  thy  fpears  point  can  enter  ; 
His  Inort  thick  neck  cannot  be  erTily  harmed. 
Being  ireful,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture. 

The  thoiny  bramb'es;  and  embracing  bulhesy 
As  fearful  of  him  part,  through  whom  he  ruflies. 

Alas !  he  nought  efteems  that  face  of  thine. 
To  which  Love's  eye  pays  tributa.y  gazes  ; 
Nor  thy  foir  hand,  fweet  lips,,  and  chryftal  eyne,.- 
Who^e  fall  p  rfv£lion  all  the  world  amazes  ; 

But  having  thee  at  'vantage  (wondrous  dread  !) 

Would  root  rhefe  beauties,  as  he  roots  the  mead. 
O  !  Jet  him  keep  his  loathfome  cabin  ftill ! 
Beauty  halh  nought  to  do  with  fuch  foul  fiends. 
Com"  not  within  his  danger  by  thy  will, 
Thev  thst  thrive  v/cll,  take  counfel  of  their  friends. 

\Vhen  thou  didft  name  the  bonr,  not  to  diifcmble, 

I  fear'd  thy  fortune,  and  my  joints  did  tremble. 

Didii  thou  not  mark  my  face?  Was  it  not  white? 
Saw'il  thou  not  figns  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eye  h 
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Grew  I  not  faint?  And  fell  I  not  clown  right? 

Within  my  boiorn,  whereon  thou  doll  lie, 
My  boding  heart  pjnts,  beats,  and  t^kes  no  rcil-, 
But  like  an  earthquuke  (hakes  thee  on  my  breaft^ 

For  where  Love  rtigns,  diiturbing  Jealoufy 

Doth  call  himfelf  A^iedtion's  centmcl  j 

Gives  laife  alarms,  fugg  lleth  mutiny. 

And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  cry,  kiiJ,  kill. 
Diftemp'ring  gentle  Love  with  his  defire, 
As  air  and  wat  er  doth  abate  the  fire. 

This  four  informer,  this  bate-breeding  fpy, 

This  canker,  t  hat  eats  up  Love's  tender  fprlng, 

This  carry-tale,  diflenticus  Jealoufy, 

That  foTietimes  true  news,  fometim.es  falfedoth  bring. 
Knocks  at  my  heart,  r.nd  whifpersin  mineear, 
That  if  I  love  thee,  I  thy  death  Ihould  fear. 

And  more  than  fo,  prefenteth  to  mine  eye 

The  pi6tuie  of  an  r.ngry  chafing  hour, 

Under  whofe  lharp  fangs,  on  his  back  doth  lie 

An  irr.age  like  thyfelf,  all  flain'd  with  gore  ,- 
Who'e  blood  upon  the  freih  flov/ers  being  fhed. 
Doth  make  'em  drop  with  grief,  and  hang  the  hcad;- 

What  (hould  a  do  ?  feeing  thee  fo  indeed? 

That  trei-i\bling  at  th'  imagination. 

The  thought  of  it  do.h  make  my  faint  heart  bleed,. 

And  Fear  doth  teach  it  divination . 

I  prophecy  thy  death,  my  living  forrow, 
If  thou  encounter  with  the  boar  to-morrow. 

But  if  thou  needs  will  hunt,  berul'd  by  me, 

Uncouple  at  the  timorous  flying  hare  ; 

Or  at  the  fox,  v/hich  lives  by  fubtilty  ; 

Or  at  the  roe,  which  no  encouuter  dare, 

PaiTue  thcfe  fearful  creatures  o'er  the  downs, 

And  on  thy  well-breath'd  horie  k-ep  with  thy  hounds. 

And  v/hen  thnu  haR  on  f -ot  the  purblind  hare, 
Mark  the  poor  wretch,  to  overihut  his  troubles. 
How  he  out-runs  ihe  wind,  and  v*nth  what  care, 
He  craitUs  and  cnlTcs  vvith  a  thou.and  doubles. 

The  ni:!ny  uinfits  through  the  which  he  goes, 

Are  like  a  labyrinth  t'  a»nazc  his  foes. 
Sometimes  he  runs,  among  the  flock  of  flieep. 
To  mr.ke  the  cunning  hounds  miftake  their  fm'^ll  ;.. 
And  ibmetime,  where  eauh-delving  conies  keep. 
To  flop  the  L.ud  puiiaers  in  their  veil  ; 

And  f  .metime  ibrterh  w'tb  a  herd  oi  deer: 

Danger  d.^vifeth  Ihifts,  Wit  waits  on  Fear. 
Forther  his  fmell  with  others  being  mingled, 
The  hot-  fccnt-fnulTing  houndb  are  driven  to  donbr, 
Ccafmg  their  clamorous  cry,  till  they  have  fingied, 
With  much  ado,  the  coldlauli  cleanly  out  : 
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Then  do  they  fpend  their  mouths  ;  Echo  replies. 

As  if  another  chafe  were  in  the  fkies. 
By  this  poor  Watt  far  off,  upon  a  hill, 
Stands  on  his  hinder  legs  with  lift'ning  ear, 
To  hearken  if  his  foes  piirfue  him  Ibli  : 
Anon  theh  loud  alarums  he  doth  hear, 

And  now  his  griefs  may  be  compared  well 

To  one  fore  Tick,  that  hears  the  paffing  bell. 

Then  fhalt  thou  fee  thxC  dew-bedabbled  wretch 
Turn,  and  return,  indenting  with  the  way. 
Each  envious  brier  his  we-iry  legs  d  th  fcratch, 
Each  ihaddow  makes  him  ftop,  each  murmui'  ftay. 

ForMifery  is  trodden  on  by  many  ; 

And  being  low,  never  relievM  by  any. 

Lie  quietly  and  hear  a  little  more, 
Nay,  da  not  ftruggle,  for  thou  fhalt  not  rife: 
To' make  thee  hate  the  hunting  of  the  boar. 
Unlike  myfelf,  thou  hear'll:  me  moralize, 

Applying  this,  to  that,  and  fo,  to  fo  ; 

For  "Love  can  comment  upon  every  woe. 

V/here  did  I  leaver  No  matter  where  (quoth  he)- 
Leave  me,  and  then  the  ftory  aptly  end's  : 
The  night  is  fpent.    Why,  what  of  that?  (quoth  fiiej 
I  am  (quoth  he)  expeAed  of  my  friends. 

And  now  'tis  dark,  and  going  I  fhall  fall. 

In  n'ght  (quoth  Hie)  Defire  fees  belt  of  all. 
But  if  thou  fall,  Oh,  then  imagine  this. 
The  earth  in  love  with  thee  thy  footing  trips, 
And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  of  a  kifs. 
Rich  preys  make  rich  men  thieves,  fo  do  thy  lips. 

Make  modelr  Di  an  cloudy  and  forlorn. 

Left  ihe  (hould  fteal  a  kifs,  and  die  forfworn. 
Now  of  this  dark  night  I  perceive  the  reafon, 
Cynthia  for  ihame  obfcures  her  filver  fhrine, 
Till  forging  nature  be  condemn'd  of  treafon, 
For  lleaiing  moulds  from  heaven,  thit  were  divine. 

Wherein  The  fram'd  thee  in  high  heaven's  defpitCp. 

To  fhame  the  fun  by  day,  and  her  by  i}ight. 
And  therefore  hath  fhe  brib'd  the  deflinies 
To  crofs  the  curious  workmanlhip  of  nature ; 
To  mingle  be.iury  with  infirmities. 
And  pure  perfe6lion  with  impure  defeature  • 

Making  it  fubjeft  to  the  tyranny 

Of  fad  mifchances,  and  much  mifery. 
As  burning  fever,  agues  pale  and  faint, 
Life-poifonmg  peftilence,  and  frenzies  woad, 
The  rnarrow-eating  ficknefs,  whofe  attaint 
Diforder  breeds  by  heating  of  the  bl  od  : 

Surfeits,  impoflhumes,  grief  and  damnM  defpair. 

Swear  nature's  death  for  framing  thee  fo  fair. 
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And  not  the  leafl  of  all  thefe  maladies, 
But  in  one  minute's  fight  brings  beauty  ander  : 
Both  favour,  favour,  hue,  and  qualities, 
WherePt  th'  imperial  gazer  late  did  wonder, 

Are  on  the  fudden  wafted,  thaw'd,  and  done. 

As  mountain  fnow  melts  with  the  mid-day  fan. 
Therefore,  defpite  of  fruitlefs  Chaftity, 
Love-lacking  veftals,  r.nd  feif-loving  nuns, 
Thus  o.n  the  earth  would  breed  a  fcarcity. 
And  barren  dearth  of  daughters  and  of  ions, 

Ee  prodigal.    The  lamp  that  burns  by  night, 

Dries  up  his  oil,  to  lend  the  world  his  light. 
What  is  thy  body,  but  a  fwallowing  grave. 
Seeming  t:j'biirv  that  pofterity, 
Which  by  the  rights  ot  time  thou  needs  mail  have. 
If  thou  deftroy  them  not  in  their  obfcurity  ? 

If  fp,  the  world  will  hold  tlice  in  difdain, 

Sith  in  thy  pride  fo  fair  a  hope  is  (lain. 
So  in  thyfelf,  tliyfelf  art  made  away, 
A  mifchief  worfc,  than  civil  home-bred  ftrife. 
Or  theirs,  whofe  d-.'-fperate  hands  themfelves  do  flay, 
Or  butchers  fire,  thai  raves  his  fonoflife. 

Foul  cankering  mil  thQ  hidden  treafure  frets  ; 

But  gold,  that's  pat  to  ufe,  more  gold  begets. 

Kay  then,  quoth  Ar^ on,  you  will  fall  again 
Into  your  idle  over-handled  therae  ; 
The  kifs  I  gave  you  is  beftov/'d  in  vain, 
And  all  in  vain  you  ilrive  againlt  the  ftrcam. 

For  by  this  blaclc-fac'd  night,  dellres  foul  nurfc, 

Your  treatife  makes  me  like  yo.i  Vv^orfe  and  worfQ. 
If  love  hath  lent  you  twenty  thoufand  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  more  moving  than  3/our  own, 
Bewitching  like  the  wanton  mermaid's  fongs, 
Yet  from  miiie-earthe  tempting  tune  is  blown. 

For  know,  my  heart  (lands  armed  in  mine  ear,. 

And  will  not  let  a  falfe  found  enter  there: 

Left  the  deceiving  harmony  lliould  run 

Into  the  quiet  clofure  of  my  breaft  ; 

And  then  my  little  heart  were  quite  undone, 

In  h.is  bed-chamber  to  be  batr'd  of  reft. 

No,  lady,  no,  my  heart  longs  not  to  a  groan, 
But  found ly  fleeps,  v/hile  now  it  fleeps  alone, 

What  have  you  urg'd,  that  I  caiinot  reprover 

The  path  is  fmooth,  that  leadeth  unto  danger. 

I  hate  nt^t  love,  but  your  device  in  Iqve. 

Tb?t  knds  embracements  unto  every  ftrangcr. 
You  do  it  for  increafc.    O  ftrange  excufel 
When  Reafon  is  the  bav/d  to  Lu'l's  abufe. 

Call  it  not  love,  for  Love  to  heaven  is  fled, 

Since  fv.'ealing-  Lult  on  earth  ufurps  his  name; 
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Under  wTiofe  fimple  femblancc  he  hath  fed 
Upon  frefli  beauty,  blotting  it  with  blame  : 

Which  the  hot  tyrant  llains,  and  foon  bereaves^ 

As  caterpillars  do  the  tender  leaves. 
Love  com  forte  th  like  fun-fliine  after  rain  j 
But  Lull's  efFe<fl  is  tempeft  after  fun  : 
Love's  gentle  fpring  doth  always  frelli  remain  ; 
Lull's  winter  comes,  e'er  fummerhalf  be  done. 

Love  furfeits  not ;  Luft  like  a  glutton  dies ; 

Love  is  all  truth,  Luft  full  of  forged  lycs^ 
Morel  could  tell,  but  more  I  dare  not  fay  ; 
The  text  is  old,  the  orator  too  green : 
Therefore  in  fadnefs  now  I  will  away, 

My  face  is  full  of  iharne,  my  heart  of  teen  t  v 
Mine  ears,  that  to  your  wanton  calls  attended^ 
Do  burn  themfelves  for  having  fo  offended. 

With  this,  he  breaketh  from  the  fweet  embrace 
Of  thofe  fair  arms,  which  bound  him  to  her  breail? 
And  homeward  thro*  the  dark  lanes  runs  apace. 
Leaves  Love  upon  her  back  deeply  dillrefs'd. 

Look  how  a  bright  jftar  fhooteth  from  the  (ky, 

So  glides  he  in  the  night  from  Venus'  eye. 
Which  after  him  Ihe  darts,  as  one  on  fiiore 
Gazing  upon  a  late  erabai  ked  friend. 
Till  the  wild  waves  will  have  him  fcen  no  morc^ 
Whofe  ridges  with  the  meeting  clouds  contend  : 

So  did  the  m^ reliefs  and  pitchy  night, 

Fold  in  the  objc6l,  that  did  feed  her  fight. 

Whereat  amaz,'d,  as  one  that  unaware 
Hath  dropt  a  precious  jewel  in  the  flood  j 
Or  afioniih'd,  as  night-wanderers  often  are, 
Their  light  blown  out  in  fome  miftruftful  wood  : 

E'enfo  confounded  in  the  dark  Ihe  lay, 

Having  loft  the  fair  difcovery  of  her  way. 

And  now  (he  beats  her  heart,  whereat  it  groans, 
That  all  the  neighbour  caves,  as  feeming  troubled^ 
Make  verbal  repetition  of  her  moans : 
PalTion  on  paifion  deeply  is  redoubled. 

Ay  me  !  fhe  cries,  and  twenty  times.  Woe  !  Woe  ! 

And  twenty  echo's  twenty  times  cry  fo. 

^She-marking  them,  begins  a  wailing  note, 

And  fings  extemp'rally  a  woeRd  d'tty : 

How  love  makes  y^uiig  mcii  thvall,  and  t.id  men  dote^ 

^ow  love  is  wife  in  folly,  fooliOi  witty . 
*Her  heavy  anthem  ftill  concludes  in  Woe! 
And  ftillthe  choir  of  echo's  anfwers  fo. 
■  Her  fong  was  tedious,  and  out-wore  the  night, 
,  For  lovers'  hours  are  long,  tho'  feeming  Ihort  : 

If  pleas'd  themfelves,  others  they  think  delight 

In  fuch  like  circumftance,  with  fuch  like  fpoiX. 
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Their  copious  ftorles,  oftentimes  begun, 
End  without  audience,  and  are  never  done. 

For  who  hath  flie  to  fpend  the  night  withal, 
But  idle  founds,  refembling  parafites? 
Like  (hrill-tongu'd  tapfters  anfwering  every  call, 
Soothing  the  humour  of  fantaftic  wits. 
She  faid,  'tisfo:  Theyanfwer  all,  *tis  fo, 
And  would  fay  after  ner,  if  fhe  faid  no. 
Lo  !  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  reft, 
From  his  moift  cabinet  mounts  up  on  liigh, 
And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whofe  filver  breaft 
The  fun  arifcth  in  his  majefty  : 

Who  doth  the  world  fo  glorioufly  behold, 
The  cedar-tops  and  hills  feem  burnifli'd  gold. 
Venus  falutes  him  with  this  fair  good-morrow; 
O  !  thou  dear  god,  and  patron  of  all  light ! 
From  whom  each  lamp^  and  fhini ng  ftar  doth  borrow 
The  beauteous  influence,  that  makes  him  bright: 
There  lives  a  fon,  that  fuck'd  an  earthly  mother, 
May  lend  thee  light,  as  thou  doft  lend  to  other. 
'This  faid,  fhe  hafted  to  a  myrtle  grove, 
Mufuig  the  morning  is  fo  much  o'er-worn  ; 
And  yet  fhe  hears  no  tidings  of  her  love : 
She  hearkens  for  his  hounds,  and  for  his  horn, 
Anon  fhe  hears  them  chaunt  it  luftily. 
And  all  in  hafte  fhe  coafteth  to  the  cry. 
And  as  fhe  runs,  the  bufhes  in  the  way, 
Some  catch  her  by  the  neck,  fome  kifs  her  face, 
Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  flay ; 
She  wildly  breakethfrom  their  ftri(3:  embrace. 
Like  a  milch-doe,  whofe  fwelling  dugs  do  ake, 
Hafting  to  feed  her  fawn,  hid  in  fome  brake. 

By  this,  fhe  hears  the  hounds  are  at  a  bay, 
Whereat  fhe  flarts,  like  one  that  fpies  an  adder. 
Wreath' d  up  in  fatal  folds,  juft  in  his  way. 
The  fear  whereof  doth  make  him  fhake  and  fhudder. 
E'en  fo  the  timorous  yelping  of  the  hounds. 
Appals  her  fenfes,  and  her  fp'rits  confounds. 
For  now  fhe  knows  it  is  no  gentle  chafe. 
But  the  blunt  boar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud ; 
Becaufe  the  cry  remaineth  in  one  place, 
Where  fearfully  the  dogs  exclaim  aloud: 
Finding  their  enemy 'to  be  fo  curft, 
They  all  ftrain  curt'iy,  who  fhall  cope  him  firfl. 
This  difmal  cry  rings  fadly  in  her  ear. 
Thro'  which  it  enters,  to  furprize  her  heart; 
W^ho  overcome  by  doubt,  and  bloodlefs  fear. 
With  cold  pale  weaknefs  numbs  each  feeling  part: 
Like  foldlers,  when  their  captain  once  doth  yield, 
They  bafely  fly  and  dare  not  flay  the  fleid. 
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Thus  itands  flie  in  a  trembling  extafy, 

Till  clKering  up  her  fcnfes  fore  difmay'd. 

She  tells  them  'tis  a  caufelefs  fantafy, 

And  chiidilh  error,  that  they  are  afraid  ; 

Bids  them  leave  quaking,  wiil^:  them  fear  no  more: 
And  with  that  word,  Ihe  fpy'd  the  hunted  boar. 

Whofe  frothy  mouth  bcpainted  all  with  red, 
Like  milk  and  bleed  being  mingled  both  together,  , 
A  fecond  fear  thro'  all  her  fmews  fpread, 
Which  madly  hurries  her,  flic  knows  not  whither. 
This  way  fhe  runs,  and  now  Ihe  will  no  further, 
But  back  retires,  to  rate  the  boar  for  murder. 

A  thoufand  fpleens  bear  her  a  thoufand  ways, 
She  treads  the  path  that  flie  untreads  again  ; 
Her  more  than  hafle  is  marred  with  delays: 
Like  the  proceedings  of  a  drunken  brain, 

Full  of  refpe<ft,  yet  not  at  all  refpecfting  ; 

In  hand  with  all  things,  nought  at  all  effe(£ling. 
Here  kenncl'd  in  a  brake  flie  finds  an  hound, 
And  afks  the  weary  caitiff  for  his  mafter; 
And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 
'Gainft  venom'd  fores  the  only  fovereign  plafter: 

And  here  fhe  meets  another  fadly  fcoldmg. 

To  whom  flie  fpeaks,  and  he  replies  with  howling. 

When  he  had  ceas'd  his  ill-refounding  noife, 
Another  flap-mouth'd  mourner  black  andgrim, 
Againft  the  welkin  vollies  out  his  voice  ; 
Another,  and  another,  anfwer  him. 

Clapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  ground  below, 

Shaking  their  fcratcht  ears,  bleeding  as  they  go. 
Look  !  how  the  world's  poor  people  are  amaz'd 
L     At  apparitions,  figns,  and  prodigies  ; 

Tj^hereun  with  fearful  eyes  they  long  have  gaz'd 
'fnfufing  them  with  dreadful  prophecies  : 

So  fhe,  atthefe  fad  figns,  draws  up  her  breath, 

And  fighingit  again,  exclaims  on  Death. 
]Hard-favour'd  tyrant,  ugly,  meagre,  lean, 
I     -Hateful  divorce  of  love  (thus  chides  fhe  Death) 

Grim-grinning  ghoft,  earth's  worm,  what  doft  thon  meaci  ? 
To  fliflle  beauty,  and  to  fleal  his  breath? 

Who  when  he  liv'd,  his  breath  and  beauty  fet 

Glofs  onthe  rofe,  fmell  to  the  violet. 

If  he  be  dead,  O  no  !  it  cannot  be, 

Seeing  his  beauty,  thou  fliould'fl:  flir^ke  at  it. 

O!  yes,  it  may  ;  thou  haft  no  eyes  to  fee. 

But  hatefully  at  random  doft  thou  hit. 

Thy  mark  is  feeble  age  ;  but  thy  falfe  dart, 
Miftakes  that  aim,  and  cleaves  an  infant's  heart. 

'Had' ft  thou  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  fpokc, 
A-a(iJie;\ring  him,  thy  ,pov/er  K£,d  loft  his  power. 
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The  Deftinies  will  curfe  thee  for  this  ftroke, 

They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed,  thou  pluck'ft  a  flower ; 
Love's  golden  arrow  at  him  flioald  have  fled, 
And  not  Death's  ebon-dait  to  ftrike  him  dead. 

Doft  thou  drink  tears,  that  thou  provok'ft  fuch  weeping? 

What  may  a  heavy  groan  advantpge  thee  ? 

Why  haft  thou  caft  into  eternal  fleeping 

Thofe  eyes,  that  taught  all  ether  eyes  to  fee  ? 
Now  Nature  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigour, 
Since  her  beft  work  is  ruin'd  with  thy  rigour. 

Here  overcome,  as  one  full  of  dcfpair, 

She  veird  her  eye-lids,  which  like  fluices  iftopt 

The  cryftal  tide,  that  from  her  two  cheeks  fair 

In  the  fweet  channel  of  her  bofom  dropt. 

But  thro'  the  flood  gates  breaks  the  filver  rain, 
And  with  his  fl:rong  courfe  opens  them  again. 

O  !  how  her  eyes  and  tears  did  lend,  and  borrow  f 

Her  eyes  feen  in  her  tears,  tears  in  her  eyes : 

Both  cryfl:als,  where  they  view'd  each  other's  forrow 

Sorrow,  that  friendly  fighs  fought  fl:ill  to  dry. 
But  like  a  ftormy  day,  now  wind,  now  rain  ; 
Sighs  dry  her  cheeks,  tears  make  them  wet  again. 

Variable  paflions  throng  her  conftant  woe. 

As  ftriving  which  fliould  beft  become  her  grief: 

All  entertain'd,  each  paftion  labours  fo, 

That  every  prefent  forrow  feemeth  chief. 

But  none  is  beft,  then  join  they  all  together, 
Like  many  clouds  confulting  for  foul  weather. 

By  this,  far  off  ftie  hears  fome  huntfman  hollow: 
A  nurfe's  fong  nc'erpleas'd  her  babe  fo  welh 
The  dire  imagination  fhe  did  follow, 
This  found  of  hope  doth  labour  to  expell: 

For  now  reviving  joy  bids  her  rejoice. 

And  flatters  her,  it  is  Adonis' voice, 
Whereat  her  tears  began  to  turn  their  tide. 
Being  prifon'd  in  her  eye,  like  pearls  in  glafs : 
Yet  fometimes  falls  an  orient  drop  beflde. 
Which  her  cheek  melts,  as  fcorning  it  Ihould  pafs 

To  wafti  the  foul  face  of  the  fluttifli  ground, 

Who  is  but  drunken,  when  flie  feemeth  drown'd, 

O  hard-believing  love  !  how  ftrange  It  feems 
Not  to  believe,  and  yet  too  credulous  ! 
Thy  weal  and  woe,  are  both  of  them  extremes, 
Defpair  and  hope  make  thee  ridiculous ! 

The  one  doth  flatter  thee,  in  thoughts,  unlikely, 

With  likely  thoughts,  the  other  kills  thee  quickly. 
Now  flie  unweaves  the  web  that  fhe  had  wrought. 
Adonis  lives,  and  Death  is  not  to  blame; 
It  was  not  fhe  that  call'd  him  all  to  nought, 
Now  fhe  adds  honour  to  his  hateful  name : 

She  'cleeps  him  king  of  graves,  and  grave  for  kings, 

Imperial  fu^reme  of  moital  things. 
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K'o,  no>  (quoth  fhe)  fweet  Death  !  I  did  but  jefl ; 

Yet  pardon  me,  I  felt  a  kind  of  fear; 

When  as  I  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beaft, 

Which  knows  no  pity,  but  is  ftiil  fevere. 
Then,  gentle  lhadow  !  (truth  I  muft  confcfs) 
I  rail'd  on  thee,  fearing  my  love's  deceafe. 

'Tis  not  my  fault :  the  boar  provok'd  my  tongue : 
Be  wreak'd  on  him  (invifible  comman-der !) 
'Tis  he,  foyl  creature,  that  hath  d :)ne  thee  wrong, 
I  did  but  a£t,  he's  author  of  thy  flander. 

Grief  hath  two  tongues,  and  never  woman  yet 
Could  rule  them  both  without  ten  women's  wit, 
Thus  hoping  that  Adonis  is  alive, 
Her  rafh  f  ifpedl  (he  doth  extenuate  ; 
And  that  his  beauty  may  the  better  thrive, 
With  Death  fhe  humbly  doth  infinuate: 

Tells  him  of  trophies,  fl-atues,  tombs  and  fl:ories> 
His  victories,  his  triumphs,  and  his  glories. 

O  Jove  !  quoth  flie,  how  much  a  fool  was  I, 
To  be  of  fuch  a  weak  and  fiily  m.ind  ? 
To  wail  his  death,  who  lives,  and  muft  not  die, 
Till  mutual  overthrow  of  mortal  k'ud  ! 

For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  flain, 
And  beauty  dead,  black  chaos  comes  again. 
Fye  !  fye  !  fond  love,  thou  art  fo  full  of  fear, 
As  one  with  treafures  laden,  hem'd  with  thieves  : 
Trifles  (unwitnefiTcd  with  eye,  or  ear) 
Thy  coward  heart,  with  falfe  bethinking  grieves. 
Even  at  this  word  fhe  hears  a  merry  horn, 
Whereat  Ihe  leaps,  that  was  but  late  forlorn. 

As  faulcon  to  the  lure,  away  flie  flies : 
The  grafs  fl:oops  not,  fhe  treads  on  it  fo  light. 
And  in  her  hafte  unfortunately  fpies 
The  foul  boar's  conquefl:  on  her  fair  delight, 
Which  feen,  her  eyes  as  murder'd  with  the  view, 
Like  fliars  afham'd  of  day,  themfelves  withdrew. 

Or  as  the  fnail,  whofe  tender  horns  being  hit, 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  fhelly  cave  with  pain, 
And  there,  all  fmoother'd  up,  in  Ih^ade  doth  lit, 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again  : 
So  at  his  bloody  view  her  eyes  are  fledj 
Into  the  deep  dark  cabins  of  her  head. 
Where  they  refign'd  their  office  and  their  light 
To  thedifpofing  of  her  troubled  brain  : 
Who  bids  them  ftill  con  fort  with  ugly  night. 
And  never  wound  the  heart  with  looks  again  : 
Who  like  a  king  perplexed  in  his  throne, 
By  their  fuggeftions  gives  a  deadly  groan. 

Whereat  each  tributary  fubje£l  quakes. 

As  when  the  wind  imprifon'd  in  the  ground, 
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SLiiggiing  forpafTagc,  earth's  foundation  (hakes, 
"Which  with'cold  terrors  doth  men's  minds  confom'Ki, 
T  his  mutiny  each  part  doth  fo  furprize, 
Tliat  from  their  dark  beds  once  more  leap  her  eyes. 
And,  being  open'd  threw unwiUing  fight 
Upon  the  wide  wound  th?.t  the  boar  had  trench'd 
In  his  foft  flank;  whole  wontei  liliy  white 
With  purple  tears,  that  his  wound  wept,  was  drench' dl 
No  flower  was  nigh,  no  grafs,  herb,  leaf,  or  weed, 
But  ftole  his  Hood,  and  leem'd  with  him  to  bleed. 

This  folemn  fympathy  poor  Venus  notetb, 

Over  one  (houlder  doth  (he  hang  her  head  ; 

Dumbly  Ihe  paffions,  fianticly  fhc  doteth ; 

She  thinks  he  could  not  die,  he  is  not  dead. 
Her  voice  is  flop'd,  her  joints  forget  to  bow, 
Her  eyes  are  mad  that  they  have  wept  till  now. 

Upon  his  hurt  fhe  looks  fo  ftedfaftly 

That  her  fight  dazzling,  makes  the  wound  feem  three; 

And  then  fhe  reprehends  her  mangling  eye, 

That  makes  m^ore  gafnes  where  no  breaclJi  Ihould  be  : 
His  face  feems  twain,  each  feveral  limb  is  doublcdj. 
For  oft  the  eye  mifiakcs,  the  brain  being  troubled. 

My  tongue  cannot  exprefs  m.y  grief  for  one ; 
And  yet  (quoth  (be)  behold  two  Adons  dead  I 
My  fighs  are  biowH  away,  my  fait  tears  gone. 
Mine  eyes  areturn'd  to  nre,  my  heart  to  lead : 

Heavy  heart's-lead  melt  at  mine  eyes  as  fire, 

So  (hall  I  die  by  drops  of  hot  dcfire. 

Alas!  poor  world,  v/hat  treafurehafl  thou  loft  ' 
V/hat  face  remains  alive  that's  v/orth  the  vi^-ing  ? 
"Whofe  tongue  is  muf.c  now  ?  wha-t  canfl  thou  boall 
Of  things  long  fnice,  or  any  thing  enfuing? 

The  flowers  are  fweet,  their  colours  fre(h  and  trim. 

But  true  fweet  beauty  liv'd,  and  dy'd  in  him. 
Bonnet,  or  veil,  h'^nceforth  no  creature  wear: 
Nor  fun,  nor  wind  will  ever  fcrivc  to  kifs  you  : 
Having  no  fair  to  lofe,  you  need  not  fear  ; 
The  fun  doth  fcorn  you,  and  the  wind  doth  hifs  you. 

But  when  Adonis  liv'd,  fun  and  (harp  air 

Lurk'd  like  two  thieves,  to  rob  him  of  his  fair. 
And  therefore  wou'd  he  put  his  bonnet  on. 
Under  whofe  brim,  the  gaudy  fun  wou'd  peep; 
The  wind  wou'd  blow  it  off',  and  being  gone 
Play  with  his  locks,  then  wou'd  Adonis  weep: 

And  ftrait  in  pity  of  his  tender  years, 

They  both  wou'd  ftrive  who  firft  Ihou'd  dry  his  tears. 
Te  fee  his  face  the  lion  walks  along 
Behind  fome  hedge,  becaufe  he  would  not  fear  him  ; 
To  recreate  himfelf,  when  he  hath  fung. 
The tyger  wou'd  be  tame,  and  gently  hear  him: 

If  he  had  fpoke,  the  wolf  wou'd  leave  his  prey^ 
And  never  fright  the  filly  lamb  that  day. 
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When  he  beheld  his  fliadow  in  a  brook, 
Three  fiflies  fpread  on  it  their  golden  gills : 
When  he  was  by,  the  birds  fuch  pleafure  took, 
That  fome  would  fing,  fome  others  in  their  bills 

Would  bring  him  mulberries,  and  ripe  red  cherries  ; 

He  fed  them  with  his  %ht,  they  him  with  berries. 

But  this  foul,  grim,  and  urchin-fnouted  boar, 
Whofe  downward  eye  ftill  looketh  for  a  grave, 
Ne'er  faw  the  beauteous  livery  that  he  wore  ; 
Witnefs  the  entertainment  that  he  gave. 
If  he  did  fee  his  face,  why  then  I  know, 
He  thought  to  kifs  him,  and  hath  kill'd  him  fo. 

'Tis  true,  true,  true,  thus  was  Adonis  flain, 
He  ran  upon  the  boar  with  his  lharp  fpear. 
Who  wou'd  not  whet  his  teeth  at  him  again. 
But  by  a  kifs  thought  to  perfuade  him  there: 
And  nouflingin  his  flank,  the  loving  fwine 
Shcath'd  unaware  his  tufk  in  his  foft  groin. 
Had  I  been  tooth'd  like  him,  I  muft  confefs, 
With  kifling  him,  I  fliould  have  kilFd  him  £rft. 
But  he  is  dead,  and  never  did  he  blefs 
My  mouth  with  his  ;  the  more  am  I  accurs'd.; 
with  this  (he  falleth  in  the  place  fhe  ftood, 
And  ftains  her  face  with  his  congealed  blood. 

She  looks  upon  his  lips,  and  they  are  pale  ; 

She  takes  him  by  the  hand,  and  that  is  cold  ; 

She  whifpers  in  his  ear  a  heavy  tale. 

As  if  he  heard  the  woful  words  fhe  told : 
She  lifts  the  cofFer-lids  that  clofe  his  eyes, 
Where,  lo  !  two  lamps  burnt  out  in  darknefs  lies. 

Two  glafles  where  herfelf,  herfelf  beheld 

A  thoufand  times,  and  now  no  more  refle<fl ; 

Their  virtue  loft,  wherein  they  late  excel'd. 

And  every  beauty  robb'd  of  his  effect. 

Wonder  of  time  1  (quoth  fhe)  this  is  my  fpight. 
That,  you  being  dead,  the  day  fhou'd  yet  be  light. 

Since  thou  art  dead,  lo  !  here  I  prophefy. 
Sorrow,  on  love,  hereafter  fhall  attend  ; 
It  fhall  be  waited  on  with  jealouf}?', 
Finding  fweet  beginning,  but  unfavoury  end, 

Ne'er  fettled  equally  too  high,  or  low; 

That  all  Love's  pleafures  fhall  not  match  his  woe. 

It  fhall  be  fickle,  falfe,  and  full  of  fraud, 
And  fhall  be  blaf^.cd  in  a  breathing-while, 
The  bottom  p;>ifon,  and  the  top  o'er-flraw'd 
With  fweets,  that  fhall  the  (harpeft  fight  beguile. 
The  flrongell:  body  fhall  it  make  moft  weak. 
Strike  the  wife  dumb  and  teach  the  fool  to  fpcak» 
It  fhall  befparing,  and  too  full  of  riot. 
Teaching  decrepit  age  to  tread  the  meafures  ; 
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It  fhall  be  raging  mad,  and  filly  mild, 
Make  the  young  old,  the  old  become  a  child. 
It  (hall  fufpea,  where  is  no  caufe  of  fear ; 
It  (hall  not  fear,  where  it  (hould  moft  raiftruft ; 
It  (hall  be  merciful  and  too  fcvere. 
And  moft  deceiving  when  it  feems  moft  juft : 
Perverfe  it  lhall  be  when  it  feems  moft  toward^,. 
Put  fear  to  valour,  courage  to  the  coward. 
It  (hall  be  the  caufc  of  war  and  dire  events,. 
And  fet  difleiition  'twixt  the  fon  and  fire , 
Subjea  and  fcrvilc  to  all  difcon tents. 
As  dry  combuftious  matter  is  to  fire. 

Sith  in  his  prime,  Death  doth  my  love  deftroy, 
They  that  love  beft,  their  love  ftiall  not  enjoy. 
By  this,  the  boy  that  by  her  fide  lay  kill'd. 
Was  melted  like  a  vapour  from  her  light, 
And  in  his  blood,  that  on  the  ground  lay  fpill  d, 
A  purple  flower  fprung  up  chequered  with  white, 
Reiembling  well  his  pale  cheeks,  and  the  blood, 
Which  in  round  drops  upon  their  whitenefs  (tood. 
Shebows  her  head  the  neW-fprung  flower  to  fmell, 
Comparing  it  to  her  Adonis'  breath  : 
And  fays,  within  her  bofoni  it  (hall  dwell. 
Since  he  himfelf  is  reft  from  her  by  death : 
She  crops  the  ftalk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 
Green  dropping  fap,  which  (he  compares  to  tears. 
Poor  flower  1  (quoth  (he)  this  was  thy  father's  guife^, 
(Sweet  ifTue  of  a  more  (weet-fmelling  hre) 
For  every  little  grief  to  wet  his  eyes. 
To  grow  unto  himfelf  was  his  defirc. 

And  fo  'tis  thine :  but  know  it  is  as  good 
To  wither  in  my  bieaft,  as  in  his  blood. 
Mere  was  thy  father's  bed,  here  is  my  breaft,  ^ 
Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  and  'tis  thy  right  j 
Low  in  this  hollow  cradle  take  thy  reft,  _ 
Mv  throbbing  heart  (hall  rock  thee  day  and  night: 
There  (hall  not  be  one  minute  of  an  hour. 
Wherein  I  will  not  kifs  my  £weetlo\  e's  flower. 
Thus  weary  of  the  world,  aWay  (he^hies. 
And  yokes  her  filvcr  doves,  by  whoie  fwitt  aid. 
Their  miftrefs  mounted,  thro'  the  empty  flcies 
In  her  light  chariot  quickly  is  convey'd  ;  ^ 

Holding  their  cotirfe  to  Paphos,  where  their  q\\ttn 
Means  to  immure  hcifclf  and  not  be  feea. 


TO  T»E 


RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

HENRY  JVRIOTHE&LT, 

Earl  of  Southampton^ 

AND  BARON  OF  TICHFIELD. 

KIGHT  HONOURABLE, 

THE  love  I  dedicate  to  your  LordJBip^ 
is  without  end  :  vuhereof  this  pamphlet , 
without  beginnings  is  but  a  Juperjluous 
moiety.  The  xvarrant  I  have  oj  your  ho- 
nourable difpofition^  not  the  ivorth  of  my 
untutord  lines^  makes  it  affur'd  of  accep- 
tance.  fVhat  I  have  done  is  yours,  "what 
I  have  to  do  is  yours,  being  part  in  all  I 
have  devoted  yours.  Were  my  worth  greater ^ 
my  duty  Jhculd  fhew  greater :  meantime,  as 
it  isy  it  is  bound  to  your  Lordfloip :  To 
whom  I  wifJo  long  life,  ft  ill  lengthen  d  with 
all  happinefs. 

Tour  Lordfhip's  in  all  duty. 


W.  mAKSPEARE. 


/ 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


LUCIUS  TARQL'INIUS  (for  his  exceflive  pride 
furnamed  Superbus)  after  he  had  caus'd  his  father- 
in-law,   Ser^uius  TuUius  to  be  cruelly  murder'd^ 
and  contrary  to  the  Roman  laws  and  cuftoms,  not 
requiring  or  ftaying  for  the  people's  fufFrages, 
had  polTefs'd  himfelfof  the  kingdom;  went,  ac- 
company'd  with  his  fons,  and  other  noblemen  of 
Rome,  to  befiege  Ardea,     During  which  fiege, 
the  principal  men  of  the  army  meeting  one  evening 
at  the  tent  of  Sextus  larquinius,  the  king's  fon,  in 
their  difcourfes  after  fupper,  every  one  commended 
the  virtues  of  his  own  wife;  among  whom  Colati- 
nus  extoird  the  incomparable  chaflity  of  his  wife 
Lucrece,    In  that  pleafant  humour  they  all  polled 
to  Ro77ie;  and  intending  by  their  fecret  and  fudden 
arrival,  to  make  trial  of  that  which  every  one  had 
before  avouched,  only  Colatinus  finds  his  wife, 
(tho'  it  were  late  in  the  night)  fpinning  amongft 
her  maids,  the  other  ladies  were  found  all  dancing 
and  revelling,  or  in  feveral  difports.  Whereupon 
the  noblemen  yielded  Colatinus  the  vidlory,  and 
his  wife  the  fame.   At  that  time,  Sextus  Tarquinius 
being  infiam'd  with  Lucrece*%  beauty,  yet  fmother- 
ing  his  paffion  for  the  prefent,  departed  with  the 
reft  back  to  the  camp;  from  whence  he  Ihortly 
after  privily  withdrew  himfelf,  and  was  (accord- 
ing to  his  ftate)  royally  entertain'd,  and  lodg'd 
by  Lucrece  at   Colatium,     The  fame  night,  he 
treacheroufly  ftealing  into  her  chamber,  violently 
ravifh'd  her  ;  and  early  in  the  morning  fpeeded 
away.    Lucrece,  in  this  lamentable  plight,  haftily 
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difpatcheth  meflengers,  one  to  Rome  for  her 
father,  another  to  the  camp  for  Colatine.  They 
came,  the  one  accompany 'd  with  Junius  Brutus, 
the  other  with  Publius  Valerius :  3.n6.  finding 
crece  attir'd  in  a  mourning  habit,  demanded  the 
caufe  of  her  forrow.  She  firll  taking  an  oath  of 
them  for  her  revenge,  reveal'd  the  ador,  and 
v/hole  matter  of  his  dealing,  and  withal  fuddenly 
ftabb'd  herfeif.  Which  done  with  one  confent, 
they  all  voAv'd  to  root  out  the  whole  hated  family 
of  the  Tar  quins  :  And  bearing  the  dead  body  to 
Ro?n8,  Brutus  acquainted  the  people  with  the  doer, 
and  manner  of  the  vile  deed  ;  v/ith  a  bitter  in- 
vedive  againft  the  tyranny  of  the  king  ;  where- 
with the  people  were  fo  mov'd,  that  with  one 
confent,  and  a  general  acclamation,  the  Tarquini 
were  all  exil'd,  and  the  ftate-government  changed, 
from  kings,  to  c©nfuls. 


Tarquin  and  Lucrece, 


From  the  beHegM  Ardea  all  in  poft, 
Born  by  the  traftlefs  wings  of"  falfe  defire, 
^Luft-breathing  Tarqjj  i  n  leaves  the  Roman  hofV, 
And  to  Colatium  bears  the  lightlefs  fire, 
Which  in  pale  embers  hid,  lurks  to  afpire, 
And  girdle  with  embtacing  flames,  the  wafte 
Of  Colatine's  fair  love,  Lucrece  the  cbafte. 

Hciply  that  name  of  Challe  unhaply  fet 
This  batelefs  cd^^e  on  his  keen  appetite  : 
When  CoLATTNE  unwifcly  did  not  let 
Topraifethe  clear  unmatched  red  and  white; 
Which  tiiumph'd  in  that  Iky  of  his  delight; 

Where  mortal  ftar,  as  brignt  as  heaven's  beauties, 
With  pure  afpe^ls  did  him  peculiar  duties. 
For  he  thenight  before,  in  Tarqui  n's  tent, 
Unlock'd  thetreafure  of  his  happy  ftate  : 
What  prizelefs  wealth  the  heavens  had  him  lent, 
In  the  poffeffion  of  his  beauteous  mate  ; 
Reckoning  his  fortune  at  fo  high  a  rate, 

That  kings  might  be  efpoufed  to  more  fame. 
But  king,  nor  prince  to  fucha  peerlefs  dame. 
O  happinefs  enjoy'd  hut  of  a  few  ! 
And  if  pofTefs'd,  as  foon  decay'd  and  done  ! 
As  is  the  raornrngs  filver  melting  dew, 
Againft  the  golden  fplendor  of  the  fun  : 
A  date  expii'd  and  cancell'd  e'er  begun. 
Honour  and  beauty  in  the  owner's  arms, 
Arc  weakly  fortreft  from  a  world  of  harms. 
Beauty  itfelf  doth  oft  itfelf  perfuade 
The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator  : 
What  needed  tJ^en  apologies  be  made. 
To  fet  forth  that  which  is  fo  fmgular? 
Or  why  is  Colatine  the  publifher 

Of  that  rich  jewel  he  fhould  keep  unknowja 
From  thievilh  cares,  became  it  is  his  own? 

Perchance  his  boaft  of  Lucrece'  fov'reignty 
Suggefted  this  proud  iflfue  of  a  king  ; 
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For  by  cur  ears  our  hearts  oft  tainted  be. 

Perchance,  that  envy  of  fo  rich  a  thing 

Braving  compare,  difdain fully  did  fling 

.  His  high-pitcht  thoughts,  that  meaner  men  Ihould  vast 
The  golden  hap,  which  their  fuperiors  want , 

But  fome  untimely  thought  did  inftigate 

His  all  too  timelefs  fpeed,  if  none  of  thofe. 

His  honour,  his  affairs,  his  friends,  his  ftate, 

Negleaed  all,  with  fwift  intent  he  goes 

To  quench  the  coal,  which  in  his  liver  glows. 
O'  rafli  falfe  heat  wrapt  in  repentant  cold  ! 
Thy  hafty  fpring  ftill  blafts,  and  ne'er  grows  old. 

When  at  Colatium  this  falfe  lord  arriv'd, 

Well  was  he  welcom'dby  the  Roman  dame, 

Within  whofe  face,  'Beauty  and  Virtue  ftrivM, 

Which  of  them  both  Ibould  underprop  her  fame  ; 

When  Virtue brag*d.  Beauty  would  biufh  for  lhame; 
When  Beauty  boafted  blu(hes  in  defpight 
Virtue  would  ftain  that  o'er  with  filver  white. 

:But  Beauty,  in  that  white  intituled,         .  .  ^  ,^ 

From  Venus'  doves,  doth  challenge  that  tair  held  ; 

Then  Virtue  claims  from  Beauty  Beauty's  red, 

Which  Virtue  gave  the  g  lden  sge  to  guild  ^ 

Her  fiiver  cheeks,  and  call'd  it  then  her  fliield  ; 
Teaching  them  thus  to  ufe  it  m  the  fight. 
When  Shame  affair d,  the  red  fiiould  fence  the  white. 

This  heraldry  in  Luc  RE  ce'  face  was  fcen, 

Argu'd  by  Beauty's  red  and  Virtue's  white ; 

Of  cither's  colour  was  the  other  queen. 

Proving  from  world's  minority  their  right ; 

Yet  their  ambition  makes  them  ftiU  to  fight: 
The  fov'reignty  of  either  being  fo  great. 
That  oft  they  interchange  each  other's  feat. 

This  filent  war  of  lillies  and  of  rofcs. 

Which  Tarquin  view'd  in  her  fair  face  s  held. 

In  their  pure  tanks  his  traitor  eye  inclofes, 

Where,  left  between  them  both  it  fhould  be  kill 

The  coward  captive  vanquifhed  doth  yield 
To  thofe  two  armies,  that  would  let  him  go, 
Rather  than  triuTiph  o'er  fo  falfe  a  foe. 

Kow  Thinks  he,  that  her  hulband's  (hallow  tongue. 
The  niggard  prodigal,  that  prais'd  her  fo, 
In  that  high  tafk  hath  d^ne  her  beantywrong. 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barren  fliiil  to  ihow 
Thereforethatpraife  which  Colatine  doth  owe, 
Inchanted  Tarquin  anfwers  with  furmile, 
In  filcnt  wonder  of  ftill  gazing  eyes. 
This  earthly  faint,  adored  by  this  devil, 
Little  fufpeaed  the  falfe  worlhipper. 

<  For  thoughts  unftain'd  do  feldom  dream  ^of  evu, 

<  Birds  never  lim'd,  no  fecret  buOies  fear:' 
So  guilUefs  fhe  fecurely  gives  good  cheer, 
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And  reverend  welcome  to  her  princely  guefl-, 

Whofe  inward  ill  no  outward  harm  expreft. 
For  that  he  coloured  with  his  high  eftate, 
Hiding  bafe  (in  in  pleats  of  majefty, 
That  nothing  in  him  feemM  inordinate, 
Save  fometime  too  much  wonder  of  his  eye : 
Which  having  all,  all  could  not  fatisfy ; 

But  poorly  rich  fo  wantcth  in  his  ftore. 

That  cloy'd  with  much,  he  pineth  ftill  for  more. 
But  flic  that  never  cop'd  with  fl^ranger-eyes. 
Could  pick  no  meaning  from  their  parling  looks  ; 
Nor  read  the  fubtle  Ihining  fecrciies 
Writ  in  the  glaffy  margents  of  fuch  books. 
She  touched  no  unknown  baits,  nor  fear'd  no  -ho6ks  i 

Nor  could  (he  moralize  his  wanton  figlit 

More  than  his  eyes  were  open'd  to  the  li^ft. 

He  ftories  to  her  ears  her  hufband's  fame, 

Won  in  the  fields  of  fruitful  Italy ; 

And  decks  with  praifes  Colatine's  high  namOj 

Made  glorious  by  his  manly  chivalry, 

With  bruifed  arms  and  wreaths  of  vi<5lory. 

Her  joy  with  heav'd-up  hand  flie  doth  exprefs, 

And  wordlefs,  fo  greets  heav'n  for  his  fuccefs. 
Far  from  the  purpofe  of  his  coming  thither. 
He  makes  excufes  for  his  being  there  ; 
No  cloudy  (how  of  ftormy  bluftring  weather, 
Doth  yet  in  his  fair  welkin  once  appear, 
Till  fable  night,  fad  fource  of  dread  and  fear, 

Upon  the  world  dim  darknefs  doth  difplay. 

And  in  her  vaulty  prifon  Ihuts  the  day.  ,v 

For  then  is  Tarqu  i  n  brought  unto  his  bed, 
intending  wearinefs  with  heavy  fprite  ;  "'^ 
For  after  fupper  long  he  queftioned 
With  modelt  LuCRECE,  and  wore  out  the  night. 
-Now  leaden  (lumber  with  life's  ftrength  doth  hght, 

And  every  one  to  reft  themfelvcs  betake; 

Save  thieves,  and  cares,  and  troubled  minds  that  wake. 

As  one  of  which,  doth  Tarqjjin  lie  revolving 

The  fundry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining. 

Yet  ever  to  obtain  his  will  refolving, 

Tho'  weak-built  hopes  perfuade  him  to  abftaining  j 

Defpair  to  gain  doth  trafRck  oft  for  gaining  : 
And  when  great  treafure  is  the  meed  propos'd, 
Tho*  death  be  adjundl,  there's  no  death  fuppos'd. 

Thofe  that  much  covet  are  of  gain  fo  fond, 

That  oft  they  have  not  that,  which  they  poffefs  j 

They  fcatter  and  unloofe  it  from  their  bond, 

And  fo  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  lefs  ; 

Or  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excefs 
Is  but  to  furfeit,  and  fuch  griefs  fuflain. 
That  they  prov  e  bankrup  in  this  poor,  rich,  gat«. 

Vol.  VIII,  I> 
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The  aim  of  all,  is  but  to  nurfe  the  life 

With  honour,  wealth,  and  eafe  in  wainingage: 

And  in  this  aim  there  is  fuch  thwarting  flrife, 

That  one  for  all,  or  all  for  one  we  gage: 

As  life  for  honour  in  fell  battles  rage, 

Honour  for  wealth,  and  oft  that  v/eakh  d^th  coft 

The  death  of  all,  and  altogetherloft. 

So  that  in  venturing  all,  we  leave  to  be 
The  things  we  are,  for  that  which  we  expedl: 
And  this  ambitious  foul  infirmity, 
In  having  much,  torments  us  with  defe£l 
Of  that  we  have :  fo  then  we  do  negle(ft 

The  thing  we  have,  and,  all  for  want  of  wit, 
Make  fomething,  nothing,  by  augmenting  it. 
Such  hazard  now  muft  doting  Tarqui  n  make^ 
Pawning  his  honour  to  obtain  his  luft  : 
And  forhimfelf,  himfelf  he  muft  forfake; 
Then  where  is  truth,  if  there  be  no  felf-truft  ? 
When  lhall  he  think  to  find  a  ftranger  juft. 
When  he  himfelf,  himfelf  confounds,  betrays 
To  lland'rous  tongues  the  wretched  hateful  lays  ? 

Now  ftole  upon  the  time  the  dead  of  night, 

When  heavy  fleep  had  clos'd  up  mortal  eyes  j 

Ko  comfortable  ftar  did  lend  his  light. 

No  noife  but  owls,  and  wolves  death  boding  cries'? 

Now  ferves  the  feafon,  that  they  may  furprize 
The  filly  lambs  ;  pure  thoughts  are  dead  and  ftill 
Whillt  luft  and  murder  wakes  to  ftain,  and  kill. 

And  now  this  luftful  Lord  leapt  from  his  bed, 
Throwing  his  mantle  rudely  o'er  his  arm; 
Is  madly  toft  between  Defire  and  Dread : 
Th'  one  fweetly  flatters,  the  other  feareth  harm  : 
But  honcft  Fear,  bewitch'd  with  Luft's  foul  charm, 
Doth  too  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire, 
Beaten  away  by  brain-fick  rude  Defire. 
His  fauchion  on  a  flint  he  foftly  fmiteth, 
That  from  the  cold  ftone  fparks  of  fire  doth  fly, 
Whereat  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  he  lighteth, 
Which  muft  be  load-ftar  to  his  luftful  eye, 
And  to  the  flame  thus  fpeaks  advifedly; 
<  As  from  this  cold  flint  I  enforc'd  this  fire, 
'SoLucRECE  muft  I  force  to  my  defire.' 

Here  pale  with  fear,  he  doth  premeditate 
The  dangers  of  his  loath fome  enterprife ; 
And  in  his  inward  mind  he  doth  debate 
What  folio v/ingforrow  may  on  this  arife: 
Then  looking  fcornfully,  he  doth  defpife 
His  naked  armour  of  ftill  flaughter'd  luft, 
And  juftly  thus  controuls  his  thouglits  unjuft. 

<  Fair  torch  burn  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not 
^  To  darken  her,  whofe  light  excelleth  thine 
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*  And  die  unhallow'd  thoughts,  before  you  blot 

*  With  your  uncleannefs,  that  which  is  divine. 

*  Offer  pure  incenfe  to  fo  pure  a  Ihrine  : 

*  Let  fair  Humanity  abhor  the  deed, 

*  That  fpots  and  ftains  Love's  modeil  fnow  white  weed. 
^  O  fhame  to  knighthood,  and  to  fhining  arms  ! 

^  O  foul  difhonour  to  my  houQiold's  grave  : 
^  O  impious  adl,  including  all  foul  harms 
^  A  martial  man  to  be  foft  Fancy's  Have  ! 
True  valour  ftill  a  true  refpect  fhould  have. 

*  Then  my  digreffion  is  fo  vile,  fo  bafc, 
'  That  it  will  live  engraven  in  my  face. 

*  Yes,  tho'  I  die,  the  fcnndal  will  furvivc, 

<  And  be  an  eye-fore  in  my  golden  coat : 

<  Some  loathfome  dafh  the  herald  will  contrive, 

*  To  cipher  me  how  fondly  I  did  dote  : 

*  That  m.y  pofterity  fhamed  with  the  not?, 

*  Shall  CL;rfe  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  fm, 

<  To  wi(h  that  I  their  father  had  not  been. 

'  What  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  feek,  ? 
^  A  dream,  a  breath,  a  fi-oth  of  fleeting  joy. 
^  Who  buys  a  minute's  mirth,  to  wail  a  week  ? 

*  Or  fells  eterniry,  to  get  a  toy? 

*  For  one  fweet  grape,  who  will  the  vine  de^lroy  ? 

*  Or  what  fond  beggar,  but  to  touch  the  crown, 

*  Would  with  the  fcepter  ftrait  be  ftrucken  down  ? 

^  If  CoLATiNUS  dream  of  m.y  intent. 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  dcfperate  rage 
Poll  hither,  this  vile  purpoffe  to  prevent? 
This  fiege  that  hath  ingirt  his  marriage. 
This  blur  to  youth,  this  forrow  to  the  fage, 
'  This  dying  virtue,  this  furviving  fhame, 

<  Whofe  crime  will  bear  an  ever  during  blame. 

*  O  what  excufe  can  my  invention  make, 

'  When  thou  fhalt  charge  me  with  fo  black  a  deed  ! 

<  Will  not  my  tongue  be  mute,  my  frail  joints  fhake  ? 

<  Mine  eyes  forgo  their  light,  my  falfe  heart  bleed  ? 

*  The  guilt  being  great,  the  fear  doth  ftill  exceed, 

^  And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fly,     ,  * 

<  But  coward-like  with  trembling  terror  die. 

'  Had  CoLATiNUs  kill'd  my  fon  or  fire, 

*  Or  lain  in  ambuQi  to  betray  my  life  ; 

<  Or  were  he  not  my  dear  friend,  this  defire 

*  Might  have  excufe  to  work  upon  his  wife, 

*  As  in  revenge  or  quittalof  fuch  ftrife  : 

'  But  as  he  is  my  kinfman,  my  dear  friend, 

*  The  fhame  and  fault  finds  no  excufe,  nor  end. 

*  Shameful  it  is,  if  once  the  fa£t  be  known  ; 

*  Hateful  it  is ;  there  is  no  hate  in  loving. 
I'll  beg  her  love ;  but  fhe  is  not  her  own 
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'  The  worxl  h  but  denial,,  and  reproving. 

'  My  will  is  Itrong,  paft  Reafon's  weak,  removing. 
^  Who  fears  a  fcntence,  or  an  old  man's  faw, 
<  Shall  by  a  painted  cloath  be  kept  in  awe.' 

Thus  (gracelefs)  holds  he  difputation, 

"Twcen  frozen  confcience  and  hot-burning  will ; 

And  v/lth  good  thoughts  makes  difpenfation, 

Urging  the  worfer  fenfe  for  vantag.e  llill ; 

Which  in  a  moment  doth  confound  and  kill 
All  pure  effedls,  and  doth  fo  far  proceed, 
That  what  is  viielhews  like  a  virtuous  deed. 

Quoth  he,  fhe  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand, 
And  gaz'd  for  tidings  in  my  eager  eyes. 
Fearing  fome  bad  news  from  the  wsilike  band, 
Where  her  beloved  Colatinus  lies, 
O  how  her  fear  did  make  her  colour  rife  1 

Firli:,  red  as  rofes,  that  on  lawn  we  lay, 
'    Then  white  as  Liwn,  the  roles  took  away. 

And  now  her  hand  in  my  hand  being  lock*d, 

Forc'd  it  to  tremble  with  her  loyal  fear  ; 

V/h'ch  fti  uck  her  fad,  and  then  it  fafler  rock'd^ 

Until  her  hufband's  welfare  fhe  did  hear; 

Wheiert  (he  fmilcd  with  fo  fweet  a  chear, 
Th^t  had  Narcissus  feen  her  as  (he  itood. 
Self-love  had  never  drown'd  him  in  the  flood. 

Why  hunt  I  then  for  colour,  or  excufes  } 

All  orators  are  dumb,  when  beauty  pleads. 

Poor  wretches  have  remorfe  in  poor  abufes  ; 

Love  thrives  not  in  the  heart,  that  (hadows  dreads. 

Affection  is  my  captain,  and  he  leads  ; 
Andwhen  his  gaudy  banner  is  difplay'd. 
The  coward  fights,  and  will  not  be  difmay'd. 

Then  childifh  Fear  avant !  Debating  die! 
Refped:  and  Reafon  wait  on  wrinkled  age  ! 
My  heart  (ball  never  countermand  mine  eye, 
Sad  p  ufe,  and  deep  regard  befeems  the  fage; 
My  part  is  youth,  and  beats  them  from  the  Itage. 

Defire  my  pilot  is.  Beauty  my  prize; 

Then  who  fears  fmking  where  fuch  treafure  lies? 
As  corn  o'cr-grown  by  weeds,  fo  heedful  Fear 
Jsalmoft  choak'd  by  unrefined  Luft. 
Away  he  ftcals  with  open  lift'ning  car. 
Full  of  foul  hope,  and  full  of  fond  miflru^  : 
Eoth  which,  as  fervitors  to  the  unjuft, 

So  crofs  him  with  their  oppofite  perruaflon. 

That  now  he  vows  a  league,  and  now  invafion. 

Within  his  thought  her  heavenly  image  fits. 
And  in  the  fclf- fame  feat  fits  Colatine  : 
That  eye  which  looks  on  her,  confounds  his  wits; 
That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divine^ 
Unto  a  view  fo  falfc  will  not  incline  : 
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But  with  a  pure  appeal  feeks  to  the  heart, 
Which  once  corrupted  takes  the  worfer  part. 

And  therein  heartens  up  his  fervile  powers, 

Who  flatter'd  by  their  leadersjocund  (how, 

Stuff  up  his  luft,  as  minutes  nil  up  hours  ; 

And  as  their  captain  fo  their  pride  dothgrow^ 

Paying  more  fiavifli  tribute,  than  they  owe. 
By  reprobate  Delire  thus  madly  led, 
The  Roman  lord  doth  march  to  Lucrece*  bed. 

The  locks  between  her  chamber  and  his  will, 

Each  one  by  him  euforc'd,  recites  his  ward; 

But  as  they  open,  they  all  rate  his  ill, 

Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  fome  regard  : 

The  threlhold  grates  the  door  to  have  him  heard  ; 
Night-wand'ring  weazles  fhriek  to  fee  him  there, 
They  fright  him,  yet  he  ftill  purfues  his  fear. 

As  each  unwilling  portal  yields  him  way. 

Thro'  little  vents  and  crannies  of  the  place. 

The  wind  wars  with  his  torch  to  make  him  ftay, 

And  blows  thefmoakof  it  into  his  face, 

Extinguifning  his  conduc^l  in  this  cafe. 

But  his  hot  heart,  which  fondDeftre  dothfcorch. 
Puffs  forth  another  wind  that  hres  the  torch. 

And  being  lighted  by  the  light  he  fpies 
Lucretia's  glove,  wherein  her  needle  iiicks  ; 
He  takes  it  from  the  rulhes  where  it  lies, 
And  griping  it,  the  needle  his  finger  pricks: 
As  who  (hould  fay,  this  glove  to  wanton  tricks 

Is  notinur'd  ;  return  again  in  hafle. 

Thou  feeft  our  miftrefs'  ornaments  are  chafte. 
But  all  thefe  poor  forbiddings  could  not  ftay  him, 
He  in  the  worli  fenfe  conilrues  their  denial : 
The  doors,  the  wind,  the  glove,  rhdt  did  delay  him, 
He  takes  for  accidental  things  of  trial. 
Or  as  thofe  bars,  v.'hich  ftop  the  hourly  dial ; 

Which  with  a  ling'ring  ftay  his  courfe  doth  let. 

Till  every  minute  pays  the  hour  his  debt. 
So,  fo,  quoth  he,  thefe  lets  attend  the  time, 
Like  little  frofts,  that  fometime  threat  the  fpring. 
To  add  a  more  rejoicing  to  the  prime. 
And  give  the  ineapcd  birds  more  caufe  to  fing. 
Pain  pays  the  income  of  each  precious  thing; 

Huge  rocks,  h'gh  winds,  ftrong  pirates,  fhelves  and  fands; 

The  merchant  fears,  e'er  rich  at  home  he  lands. 

Now  is  he  come  unto  the  chamber-door. 
That  {huts  him  from  the  heaven  of  his  thought. 
Which  with  a  yielding  latch,  and  with  na  more, 
Hath  bari'dhim  from  the  bleiTed  thing  he  fough\ 
So  from  hirafelf  impiety  hath  wrought ; 
That  for  his  prey  to  prav  he  doth  begin. 
As  if  the  heavens  Ihoula  countenance  hia  lin. 
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But  in  the  midft  of  his  unfruitful  prayer, 

Having  folicited  th'  Eternal  Power, 

That  his  foul  thoughts  might  compafs  his  fair  Fair^ 

And  they  would  ftand  aufpicious  to  the  hour  ; 

Even  there  he  ftarts,  quoth  he,  I  muft  deflour  ! 
The  Powers  to  whom  I  pray,  abhor  this  fa£l, 
How  can  they  then  alii  ft  me  in  the  a<ft  ? 

Then  Love  and  Fortune  be  my  gods,  my  guide, 

My  will  is  backed  with  refolution  : 

Thoughts  are  but  dreams  till  their  efFeds  be  try'd. 

Black,  fin  isclear'd  with  abfolution  ; 

Againft  Lovers  fire.  Fear's  froft  hath  difToIutioriV 
The  eye  of  Heaven  is  out,  and  mifty  night 
Covers  the  (hame,  that  follows  fweet  delight. 

This  faid,  the  guilty  hand  pluekM  up  the  latch, 

And  with  his  knee  the  door  he  opens  wide  ; 

The  dove  fleeps  faft!  that  this  night  owl  will  catch  : 

Thus  treafon  works  e'er  traitors  be  efpy'd, 

Who  fees  the  lurking  ferpent,  fteps  afidc ; 
But  file  found-flceping,  fearing  no  fuch  thing, 
Lies  at  the  mercy  of  his  mortal  fting. 

Into  the,  chamber  wickedly  he  ftalks, 
And  gazeth  on  her  yetunftained  bed: 
The  curtains  being  clofe,  about  he  walks, 
Rolling  his  greedy  eye-balls  in  his  head, 
By  their  high  treafon  in  his  heart  mi  fled  ; 

Which  gives  the  watch-word  to  his  hand  too  foon^ 
To  draw  the  cloud,  that  hides  the  filver  moon. 

Look  as  the  fair,  and  fierv-pointed  fun, 
Rufhing  from  forth  a  cloud,  bereaves  our  fight ; 
Even  fothe  curtain  drawn,  his  eyes  begun 
To  v/ink,  being  blinded  with  a  greater  light : 
Wh.ether  it  is,  that  (he  rcfle6ls  fo  bright, 

That  dazzleththem,  or  el fe  feme  (hame  fupposM  ; 

But  blind  they  are,  and  keep  themfelves  incbs'd. 

O  had  they  in  that  darkfome  prifon  died  ! 

Then  had  they  feen  the  period  of  their  ill  ; 

Then  CoLATiNE  again  by  Lucrece'  fide, 

In  hif;  clear  bed  might  have  repofed  ftill. 

But  th.ey  muflope,  this  bleffed  league  to  kill ; 
And  holy  thoughted  Lucrece,  to  their  fight 
Mi\i\  fell  her  joy,  her  life,  her  world's  delight. 

Her  liily  hand  herrofy  cheek  lies  und?r, 

Cozening  the  pillow  of  a  lawful  kifs  ; 

Which  therefore  angry,  fccms  to  part  in  fundcr, 

Swelling  on  either  fide  to  v,  ant  his  blif*  ; 

Between  whofe  hills,  her  head  entombed  is ; 
Where  like  a  virtuous  monument  fiie  lies, 
To  be  ridmir'd  of  lew'd  unhallov/'d  eyes, 

WithcHit  the  bed  her  other  fair  hand  was, 

On  the  greca  coveilet,  whofe  pevfeft  whit« 
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ShewM  like  an  April  daizy  on  the  grafs, 
With  pearly  fweat,  refembiing  dew  of  night. 
Her  eyes  like  marigolds  had  llieath*d  their  light, 
And  canopy'd  in  darknefs  fwcetly  lay^ 
Till  they  might  open  to  adorn  the  day. 

Her  hair  like  golden  threads  play'd  with  her  breath; 
O  modeft  wantons !  wanton  Modefty  ! 
Shewing  Life's  triumph  in  the  map  of  Death, 
And  Death^s  dim  look  in  Life's  mortality* 
Each  in  her  fleep  themfelves  fo  beautify, 

As  if  between  them  twain  there  were  no  ftrife, 
But  that  Life  liv*d  in  Death,  and  Death  in  Life, 

Her  breafts  like  ivory  globes  circled  with  blue, 

A  pair  of  maiden  v/orlds  unconquered, 

Save  of  their  lord,  no  bearing  yoke  they  knew, 

And  him  by  oath  they  truly  honoured. 

Thefe  worlds  in  Tarqui.v,  new  ambition  bred. 
Who  like  a  foul  ufurper  went  about, 
From  this  fair  throne  to  have  the  owner  out. 

What  could  he  fee,  but  mightily  he  noted  ? 

What  did  he  note,  but  fl^ronp^ly  he  defir'd  ? 

What  he  beheld,  on  that  he  firmly  doted, 

And  in  his  will  his  wilful  eye  hetir'd. 

With  mojethan  admiration  he  admir'd 
Ker  azure  vekrs,  her  alabafter  Ikin, 
Her  coral  lips,  her  fnow-v/hite  dimpled  chin.. 

As  the  grim  lion  fawneth  o'er  his  prey, 
Sharp  hunger  by  the  eonqueft  fatisfy'd  : 
So  o'er  this  fleeping  foal  doth  Tarquin  flay, 
His  rage  of  luft  by  gazing  qualify 'd 
Siack'd,  not  fupprell: ;  for  ftanding  by  her  ade. 
His  eyewhich  late  this  mutiny  rcfirains, 
Unto  a  greater  uproar  tempts  his  veins. 

And  they,  like  ftrsggling  fiaves  for  pillage  fighting. 
Obdurate  valTals,  fell  exploits  effecting, 
In  bloody  death  and  ravifhment  delighting, 
Nor  children's  tears,  nor  mother's  groans  refpe<£ling, 
Swell  in  their  pride,  the  onfct  ftill  expelling. 
Anon  his  beating  heait  alarum  ftriking. 
Gives  the  hot  charge,  and  bids  thern  do  their  likint 

His  drumming  heart  cheers  up  his  burning  eye  j 
His  eye  commends  the  leading  to  his  hand  ; 
His  iir.nd,  as  proud  of  fuch  a  dignity, 
Smoakingwith  pride,  march* d  on  to  make  his  fland" 
On  her  bare  breads,  the  heart  of  all  her  land  ; 

Whofe  ranks  of  blue  veins,  as  his  hand  did  feale,; 

Left  their  round  turrets  deititute  and  pale. 

They  muft'ring  to  the  quiet  cabinet, 
Where  their  dear  gavcrnefs  and  hdy  liesj^, 
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Do  tell  her  flie  is  dreadfully  befct, 

And  fright  her  with  confufion  of  their  cries. 

She  much  amaz'd,  breaks  ope  her  lock'd-up  eyes  j 

Who  peeping  forth,  this  tumult  to  behold, 

Are  by  his  flaming  torch  dim'd  and  controuFd. 
Imagine  her  as  one  in  dead  of  night, 
Forth  from  dull  fleep  by  dreadful  fancy  waking, 
That  thinks  flie  hath  beheld  fome  ghaftly  fprite, 
Whofegrim  afptc^l  fets  every  joint  a  fhaking, 
What  terror  'tis  ?  but.  ftie  in  worfer  taking. 

From  fleep  difturbed,  heedfull ;  d.  th  view. 

The  light,  which  makes  fuppofed  terror  true. 

Wrapt  and  confounded  in  a  thoufand  fears. 
Like  toanew-kill'd  bird  fhe  trembling  lies  :  . 
She  dares  not  look,  yet  winking  there  appear 
Quick-fhifting  anticks  ugly  in  her  eyes, 
Such  ftiadows  are  the  wealc  brain's  forgeries; 
Who  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  from  their  lights, 
Indarknefs  daunts  them  with  more  dreadful  fight 

His  hand,  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breafl,- 
(Rude  ram  !  to  batter  fuch  an  ivory  wall) 
May  feel  her  heart  (poor  citizen  !)  dilrrel?-. 
Wounding  itfelf  to  death,  rife  up,  and  fall, 
Beating  h_r  bulk,  that  his  hand  ihakes  withal. 
This  moves  in  him  more  rage,  and  ielferpity, 
To  make  the  breach,  and  enter  this  fweet  city. 

Firft  like  a  trumpet  doth  his  tongiie  begin 
To  lourtd  a  parley  to  his  heartlefs  foe, 
Who  o'er  the  white  fh.eet  peers  her  whiter  chin,, 
Thereafon  of  th's  alarum  to  know, 
Which  he  by  dumb  demeanor  feeks  to  fliow; 
But  fhe  v/ith  vehement  prayers  urgeth  ftill, 
Under  what  colour  he  commits  this  ill. 

Thus  he  replies  :  The  colour  in  thy  face, 
That  even  for  anger  makes  the  lilfy  pale. 
And  the  red-rofc  biulh  at  her  own  difgrace, 
Shall  plead  for  me,  and  tell  my  loving  tale. 
Urder  that  colour  am  I  come  to  fcale 
Thy  never-conquer'd  fort,  the  fault  is  thinc^ 
For  thofe  thine  eyes  betray  thee  unto  mine. 

Thus  I^foreftal  thee,  if  thou  mean  to  hide: 
Thy  beauty  hath  infnar'd  thee  to  this  night. 
Where  thou  with  pr^tience  muft  my  will  abide  ; 
My  will,  that  marks  thee  f;  r  my  earth's  delight, 
Which  I  to  conquer  fought  with  all  my  might. 
But  as  reproof  and  Reafon  beat  It  dead, 
By  thy  bright  beauty  it  was  newly  bred. 

I  fee  what  crofles  my  attempts  will  bring  ; 

I  know  what  thorns  the  gvov/ing  i.ofe  defends  ; 
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I  think  the  honey  guarded  withafting. 

All  this  before-hand  counfel  comprehends; 

But  Will  is  deaf,  and  hears  no  heedful  friends ; 
Only  he  hath  an  eye  to  gaze  on  beauty, 
And  dotes  on  what  he  looks,  'gainfl  law  or  duty. 

I  have  debated  even  in  my  foul, 

What  wrong,  what  (hame,  what  forrowl  fhall  breed 

But  nothing  can  affeilion's  courfe  controul, 

Or  flop  the  headlong  fury  of  his  fpecd. 

I  knov/  repentant  tears  in fue  the  deed, 

P.eproach,  Difdain,  and  deadly  Enmity; 

Yet  ftrive  I  to  embrace  mine  infamy. 

This  faid,  he  (hakes  aloft  his  Roman  blade, 
Which  like  a  faulcon  tow'ring  in  the  fkies,, 
Coucheth  the  fowl  below  with  his  wing  (hade, 
Whofe  crooked  beak  threats,  if  be  mount  he  dies  ' 
So  under  his  infulting  fauchion  lies 

Harmlefs  Lu  cretia,  marking  what  he  tells, 
With  trembling  fear,  as  fowls  hear  faulcon's  beils. 

LucRECE,  quoth  he,  this  night  I  muft  enjoy  thee, 
If  thou  deny,  then  force  muf}  work  my  way  ; 
For  in  thy  bed  I  purpofe  to  deftroy  thee. 
That  done,  fome  woithlefs  flave  of  thine  I'll  flay, 
To  kill  thine  honour  with  thy  life's  decay ; 

And  :n  thy  dead  aims  do  I  mean  to  place  him, 
Swearing  I  flew  him  feeing  thee  embrace  him. 

So  thy  furvivinghufband  dial]  remain 
The fcornf  tl  mark  of  every  open  eye: 
Thy  kipfmcn  hang  their  heads  at  this  difdain, 
Thv  i(Tuc  blur'd  with  naraelefs  baftardy  ; 
And  thou  the  author  of  their  obloquy, 
Sha't  have  thy  trefpafs  cited  up  in  rhimes, 
And  ui  ig  by  children  in  fucceeding  times. 

But  if  thou  yield,  I  rell:  thy  facred friend. 
The  fr^iilt  unknown  is,  as  a  thought  ana£led  ; 
A  litt]e  harm  done  to  a  great  good  end 
For  lawful  policy  remains  enabled. 
The  poifonoLis  fimpje  fometimes  is  compa<£^ed 

In  purefl-  compounds ;  being  fo  apply'd, 

His  venom  in  ef^e£l  is  purify 'd. 

Then  for  thy  hufband,  and  thy  children's  fake^^ 
Tender  my  fuit,  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 
Thefhame,  that  from  them  no  device  can  take, 
The  blemiih  that  v/ill  never  be  forgot, 
Worfe  than  a  flavilli  wipe,  or  birth-hour*s  blot: 
For  marks  defcrib'd  in  mens  nativity. 
Are  Nature's  faults,  not  their  own.  infamy. 
Here  with  a  cockatrice  dead-killing  eye, 
He  roufeth  up  himfelf,  and  makes  a  paufc ; 
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While  ihe,  the  pi£lure  of  true  Piety, 

Like  a  white  hind  beneath  the  Gn£e's  fharp  claws, 

Pleads  in  a  wildernefs,  where  are  no  laws, 

To  the  rough  beaft,  that  knows  no  gentle  right. 

Nor  ought  obeys  but  his  foul  appetite. 

As  when  a  black-fac'd  cloud  the  world  does  threat, 
In  his  dim  mill:  th'  afpiring  mountain  hiding, 
From  earth's  dark  womb  fome  gentle  gufl-  does  get, 
Which  blow  thefe  pitchy  vapours  from  their  bidding, 
Hindring  their  prefent  fall  by  this  dividing. 
So  his  unhallow'd  halle  htr  words  delays, 
And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Op.pheus  plays,. 

Like  foul  night-waking  cat  he  doth  but  dally, 
While  in  his  hold-faft  foot  the  weak  moufe  panteth  j 
Her  fad  behaviour  feeds  his  vulture  folly, 
A  fwa'lowing  gulf,  that  e'en  in  plenty  wanteth, 
His  ear  her  prayer  admits,  but  his  heart  granteth 

No  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining  ; 

Teais  harden  Luft,  the' marble  wear  with  laining; 

Her  pity-pleading  eyes  are  fadly  fix'd 

In  the  remr  ri'elefs  wrinkles  of  his  face : 

Her  modefl-  eloquence  w;th  fighs  is  mix'd, 

V/hichto  her  oratory  adds  more  grace, 

She  puts  the  period  often  from  his  place. 
And  midft  the  fentence  fo  her  accent  break?, 
That  'twice  fhe  doth  begin,  e'er  once  Ihe  fpeaks.  _ 

She  conjures  him,  by  high  AlmigLty  Jove  ; 

By  knighthood,  gentry,  and  fweet  friendlhip's  oath  ; 

By  her  uritimcly  tears,  her  hufband's  love  j 

By  holy  human  law,   and  common  troth  ; 

By  heaven  and  earth,  and  ^11  the  power  of  both  : 
That  to  his  borrow'd  bed  he  m?ke  retire, 
And  ftoop  to  honour,  not  to  foul  delire. 

Quoth  fhe,  reward  not  hofpltality 
\Vith  fuch  bhck  payment  as  thou  haft  pretended  ; 
Mud  not  the  fountain  that  gave  drink  to  thee, 
Mar  not  the  thing  that  cannot  be  amended  : 
End  thy  ill  aim,  before  thy  flioot  be  ended. 
He  is  no  wood-man,  that  doth  bend  his  bow 
-To  ftrike  a  poor  unfeafonable  doe. 
My  hull)and  is  thy  friend,  for  his  fake  fpare  me  : 
Thyfelf  art  mighty,  for  thy  own  fake  leave  me: 
Myfelf  a  weakling,  do  i4ot  then  enfnare  me  ; 
Thou  look'ft  not  like  Deceit,  do  not  deceive  me  ; 
My  fighs  like  whirlwinds  labour  hence  to  heave  thee, 
if  ever  man  was  mov'dwith  v/oman's  moans, 
Be  moved  with  my  tears,  my  fighs,  my  groans. 
All  which  together,  like  a  troubled  ocean, 
Beat  at  thy  rocky  and  wreck-threatniag  heart. 
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Tofoften  it  with  their  continual  motion  ; 
For  ftones  diiTolv'd  to  v/ater  do  convert, 
O  !  if  no  harder  than  a  rtone  thou  art, 

Melt  at  my  tears,  and  be  compaflionate  ! 

Soft  Pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 

In  Tarquin's  likencfs  I  did  entertain  thee, 

Haft  thou  put  on  his  fhape  to  do  him  fharae? 

To  all  the  hoft  of  heaven  I  complain  me; 

Thou  wrong'ft  his  honour,  wound'ft  his  Princely  name 

Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft ;  and  if  the  fame. 

Thou  fcem'ft  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  king  ; 

For  kings,  like  gods,  (hould  govern  every  thing. 

How  will  thy  ftiame  be  feeded  in  thine  age, 
When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  fpring  ? 
If  in  thy  hope  thou  dar'ft  do  fuch  outrage, 
What  dar'ft  thou  not,  when  once  thou  art  a  king  ? 
•O  !  be  rcmembred,  no  outrageous  thing 
From  vaiTal  a6lors  can  be  wip'd  away. 
Then  kings  mifdeeds  cannot  be  hid  in  clay. 

This  deed  ftiall  maketheeonly  lov'd  for  fear, 
But  happy  monarchs  ftill  are  fear'd  for  love  : 
With  foul  offenders  thou  perforce  muft  beai*. 
When  they  in  thee  the  like  offences  prove  : 
If  but  for  fear  of  this,  thy  will  remove. 

For  princes  are  thcglafs,  the  fchool,  the  book, 
Where  fubjefts  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  look. 

And  wilt  thou  be  the  fchool  where  luft  fliall  learn  ! 

Muft  he  in  thee  read  iedlares  of  fuch  fliame  ? 

Wilt  thou  be  glafs,  wherein  it  (hall  difcern 

Authority  for  fin,  warrant  for  blame  ? 

To  privilege  dilhonour  in  thy  name. 

Thou  back'ft  Reproach  againft  long  living  Laud, 
And  mak'ft  fair  Reputation  but  a  bawd. 

Haft  thou  commanded  ?  by  him  that  gave  it  thee 

From  a  pure  heart  command  thy  rebel  will : 

Draw  not  thy  fword  to  guard  iniquity, 

For  it  was  Vint  thee  all  that  brood  to  kill. 

Thy  princely  office  howcan'ft  thou  fulfil, 

Whenpattern'd  by  thy  fault,  foul  fin  may  fay, 
He  learn'd  to  fm,  and  thou  didft  teach  the  way. 

Think  but  how  vile  a  fpe£tacle  it  were. 
To  view  thy  prefent  trefpafs  jn  another: 
Mens  faults  dofeldom  to  themfelves  appear. 
Their  own  tranfgrclfions  paitially  they  fmof  her : 
This  guilt  would  feem  death-worthy  in  thy  brother. 
O  !   how  are  they  wrapt  in  v/ith  infamies, 
That  from  their  own  mifdeeds  afkaunce  their  eyes  ! 
To  thee,  to  thee,  my  heav'd  up  hands  appeal, 
-Not  tofeducing  Luft's  outrageous  fire  ; 
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I  fue  for  exird  Majefty's  repeal, 
I^et  him  return  and  flattering  thoughts  retire. 
His  true  refpe^l  will  pnfon  falfc  Dcfire, 
And  wipe  the  dim  mift  from  thy  doating  eyne,, 
That  thou  lhalt  fee  thy  ftate,  and  pity  mine. 

Have  done,  quoth  he,  my  uncontrouled  tide 

Turns  not,  but  fwells  the  higher  by  this  let ; 

Small  lights  are  foon  blown  out,  huge  fires  abide, 

And  with  the  wind  in  greater  fury  fret : 

The  petty  ftreams  tha£*pay  a  daily  debt 

To  their  fait  fovereign  with  their  frelh  falfe  haftc, 
Add  to  his  flow,  but  alter  not  the  tafle. 

Thou  art  Tquoth  fhe)  a  fca,  a  fovereign  king, 
And  lo  !  there  falls  into  thy  boundlefs  flood 
Black  lufl,  diftionour,  ftiame,  mifgoverning. 
Who  feek  to  fl:ain  the  ocean  of  thy  blood. 
If  all  thefe  petty  ills  ftiould  change  thy  good. 
Thy  feawithma  puddle  womb  is  burs'd, 
And  not  the  puddle  in  thy  fea  difpers'd. 

So  fhall  thefe  flaves  be  king,  and  thou  their  flave.; 
Thou  nobly  bafe,  they  bafely  dignified,* 
Thou  their  fair  life,  and  they  thy  fouler  grave: 
Thou  loathed  in  thy  fliame,  they  in  thy  pride  ; 
The  leflfer  thing  fliould  not  the  greater  hide. 
The  cedar  fl:oops  not  to  the  bafe  ftirub*s  foot. 
But  low  flirubs  wither  at  the  cedar's  root. 

So  let  thy  thoughts  low  vafTals  to  thy  ftate. — 
No  more,  (quoth  he,)  by  heav'n  I  will  not  hear  thee  : 
Yield  to  my  love  ;  if  not,  enforced  hate, 
Inftead  of  Love's  coy  touch,  fhall  rudely  tear  thee: 
That  done,  defpitefully  I  mean  to  bear  thee 
Unto  the  bafe  bed  of  fome  rafcal  groom, 
To  be  thy  partner  in  this  fhameful  doom. 

This  faid,  he  fets  his  foot  upon  the  light, 
For  light  and  lufl:  are  deadly  enen-Jes : 
Shame  folded  up  in  blind  concealing  night, 
When  moil  unfeen,  then  mofl:  doth  tyrannize. 
The  wolf  has  feiz'd  his  prey,  the  poor  lamb  cries, 
Till  with  her  own  white  fleece  her  voice  controi^rd^ 
Intombs  her  outcry  in  her  lips  fweet  fold. 

For  with  the  nightly  linen  that  flie  wears, 
He  pens  her  piteous  clamours  in  hzr  head, 
Cooling  his  hot  face  in  the  chailefl:  tears, 
That  ever  modefl:  eyes  withforrow  fhcd. 
O  that  foul  lufl:  (hould  fl:ain  fo  pure  a  bed  I 
The  fpots  whereof,  could  weeping  purify, 
Her  tears  (hould  drop  on  them  perpetually. 

But  fhe  hath  Icfb  a  dearer  thing  than  life, 
And  he  hath  wo  A  what  he  would  lofc  again ; 
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Tills  forced  league  doth  force  a  further  ftrife, 
This  momentary  joy  breeds  months  of  pain, 
This  hot  defire  converts  to  cold  difdain. 
Pure  Chaftity  is  rifled  of  her  ftorc, 
And  Luft  the  thief  far  poorer  than  before. 

Look,  as  the  full-fed  hound,  or  gorged  hawk, 
Unapt  for  tender  fmell,  or  fpeedy  flight. 
Make  flow  pur/mt,  or  altogether  balk. 
The  prey  wherein  by  nature  they  delight  : 
So  furfeit-taking  Tarqui  n  fears  this  night : 
His  tafl:e  delicious  in  digefl:ion  fouring, 
Devours  his  will,  that  liv'dby  foul  devouring. 

O  !  deeper  fln,  than  bottoralefs  conceit 
Can  comprehend  in  flill  imagination  ! 
Drunken  Defire  mufl:  vomit  his  receij)t 
E'er  he  can  fee  his  own  abomination. 
While  Luft  is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamation 

Can  curb  his  heat,  or  rein  his  rafli  deflre, 

Till,  like  ajade,  felf-will  himfeif  doth  tire. 
And  then  with  lank  and  lean  difcolour'd  cheeky 
With  heavy  eye,  knit  brow,  and  ftrengthlefs  pace, 
Feeble  Dehre  all  recreant,  poor  and  m.eek. 
Like  to  a  bankrupt  beggar  wails  his  cafe  ; 
The  fle»1i  being  proud,  Deflre  doth  fight  with  grace. 

For  there  it  revels,  and  when  that  decays. 

The  guiity  rebel  for  remiflion  prays. 

So  fares  it  with  this  fault-full  Lord  of  Rome, 
Who  this  accomplifliment  fo  hotly  chas'd  ; 
For  now  againft  himfeif  he  founds  this  doom, 
That  thro'  the  length  of  time  hei  fl:ands  difgrac'd : 
2cfides,  his  foul's  fair  temple  is  defac'd  ; 
To  whofe  weak  ruins  mufter  troops  of  cares. 
To  afk  the  fpotted  princefs  how  flie  fares. 

She  fays,  her  fubjedts  with  foul  infurredlion 
Have  batter'd  down  her  confecrated  wall, 
And  by  their  mortal  fault  brought  in  fubjcdion 
Her  immortality,  and  made  her  thrall 
To  livingdeath,  and  pain  perpetual  ; 

Which  in  her  p'efcience  (hz  controuled  fl:ill, 

But  her  forefight  could  not  foie-ftall  their  will. 
£'en  in  this  thought  thro'  the  dark  night  hefl:ealetlij 
A  captive  vi£lor,  that  hath  loft  in  gain  : 
Bearing  away  the  wound,  that  nothing  healctlv, 
The  fear  that  will,  defpite  of  cure,  remain : 
Leaving  his  fpoil  perplex'd  in  greater  pain. 

5he  bears  the  load  of  luft  he  left  behind^ 

And  he  the  burden  of  a  guilty  mind. 
He  like  a  thievifli  dog  creeps  fadly  thence, 
She  like  a  weary'd  lamb  lies  panting  there  : 
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He  fcolds  and  hates  himfelf  for  his  offence, 

She  defperate,  with  her  nails  her  flefli  doth  tear  : 

He  faintly  flies,  fweating  with  guilty  fear; 
She  ftays  exclaimnigon  the  direful  night, 
He  runs  and  chides  his  vanifli'd  loaihM  delighT. 

He  thence  departs  a  heavy  convertite 

She  there  remains  a  hopelefs  caft  Siway  : 
in  his  Ipeed  looks  for  the  morning-light  j 

-She  prays  ftie  never  may  behold  the  day  : 

For  day,  (quoth  fhe)  night-fcapes  doth  open  lay^ 
Ana  my  true  eyes  have  never  pra<ftis*d  how 
To  cloak  offences  with  a  cunning  brow. 

They  think,  not  but  that  every  eye  can  fee 

The  fame  difgrace,  which  they  themfelves  behold;; 

And  therefore  would  they  ft  ill  in  darknefslie, 

To  have  their  unfeen  fin  remain  untoW. 

For  they  their  guilt  with  weeping  will  unfold, 
And  grave,  like  water  that  doth  eat  in^fteel, 
Upon  their  cheeks  what  helplefs  ihame  they  feci. 

Here  (he  exclaims  againft  reppfe  and  reft. 

And  bids  her  eyes  hereafter  ftill  be  blind  : 

She  wakes  her  heart,  bynbeating  on  her  breaft. 

And  bids  it  leap  from  thence,  where  it  may  find 

Some  purer  cheft  to  clofe  fo  pure  a  mind. 

Frantick  with  grief  thus  breathes  fhe  forth  her  fpight, 
Againft  the  unfeen  fecrecy  of  night. 

O  comfort  killi-ng  nigbt  !  Image  of  hell ! 

Dim  regifter  \  ai"|4  notary  of  fhame  ! 

-^lack  ftage  for  tragedies  and  murders  fell ! 

Vaft  fin-concealingf  chaos !  Nurfe  of  blame ! 

Blind  muffled  bawd  !  dark  harbour  of  defame  ! 
Grim  cave  of  death  !  whifpering  conlpirator 
With  clofe-tongued  Treafon,  and  theravifher  ! 

O  hateful,  vaporous,  and  foggy  night ! 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  curelefs  crime, 
'Mufterthy  mifts  to  meet  the  eaftern  light. 
Make  war  againft  proportioned  courfe  of  time  j 
Or  if  thou  wilt  permit  the  fun  to  climb 
His  wonted  height,  yet  e'er  he  go  to  bed, 
Knitpoifonous  clouds  about  his  golden  head. 
With  rotten  damps  ravifti  the  morning  air, 
Xet  their  exhalM  unwholefome  breaths  make  fiok 
The  life  of  purity,  the  fupreme  fair. 
E'er  he  arrive  his  weary  noon  tide  prick  : 
And  let  thy  mifty  vapours  march  fo  thick. 

That  in  their  fmoaky  ranks  his  fmother'd  light 
May  fet  at  noon,  and  make  perpetual  night. 
-iWere  Tarqi^in  night,  as  he  is  but  Night's  child, 
The  filver-fhining  quccp  him  would  difdain  ; 
Her  twinkling  handmaids  too  (by  himdefird) 
Thro*  Night's  black  bofom  fhould  not  peep  again. 
So  fhould  I  have  co-partners  in  my  pam  : 
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And  fellowfliip  in  woe  doth  woe  affwage, 
As  palmers  that  make  Ihort  their  pilgrimage. 

Where  now  ?  have  I  no  one  to  blufli  with  me  ? 

To  crofs  their  arms,  and  hang  the'r  heads  with  mine  ; 

To  mafk  their  brows,  and  hide  their  infamy^ 

But  I  alone,  alone  mult  fit  and  pincj 

Seafoning  the  earth  with  (bowers  of  lilver  Ijrine  : 

Mingling  my  t^ilk  with  tears,  my  grief  with  groans 

Poor  wafting  monuments  of  IdlHng  moans. 
O  Night!  thou  furnace  of  foul-recking  fmoke-! 
liet  not  the  jealous  Day  behold  that  face, 
Which  underneath  thy  black  all-hiding  cloak  ■ 
Immodeftly  lies  martyrM  with  difgrace. 
Keep  ftill  pofiefTion  oi  thy  gloomy  plate, 

That  all  the  faults,  which  in  thy  reign  aire  m'^de, 

May  likewife  be  fepulchred  in  thy  (hade. 

Make  me  not  objedl  to  the  tell-tale  day  ; 

The  light  fhall  ftiew  charactered  in  my  brow, 

The  ftory  of  fweet  Chaftity's  decay. 

The  impious  breach  of  holy  wedlock's  vow.  . 

Yea  the  illiterate,  that  know  not  how 
To  cypher  what  is  writ  in  learned  books, 
Will  quote  my  loathfome  trefpafs  in  my  looks. 

The  nurfe,  to  ftill  her  child,  will  tell  my  Itory, 

And  fright  her  crying  babe  with  Tarc^ui  n's  name: 

The  orator,  to  deck  his  oratory, 

Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquin's  (hamc. 

Feaft-finding  minftrels,  tuning  my  defame. 
Will  tye  the  hearers  to  attend  each  line, 
How  Tarqu  in  wronged  ixiCf  I  Colatine. 

Let  my  good  name,  that  fenfelefs  reputation, 

For  Colatine's  dear  love  be  kept  unfpotted  ; 

If  that  be  made  a  theme  for  difputation, 

The  branches  of  another  root  are  rotted,  i 

And  undeferv'd  reproach  to  him  allotted. 
That  is  as  clear  from  this  attaint  of  mine. 
As  I,  e'er  this,  was  pure  to  Colatine. 

O  unfeen  Hiame  !  invifible  difgrace  1 

O  un felt" fore  !  creft-w ound in g  private  fear  ! 

Reproach  is  ftampt  in  Colatinus' face. 

And  Tarqjjin's  eye  may  read  the  mote  afar, 

How  he  in  peace  is  wounded,  not  in  war. 
Alas  !  how  many  bear  fuch  lhameful  blows, 
Which  not  themfelvcs,  but  he  that  gives  them,  know 

If,  Colatine,  thine  honour  lay  in  me, 

From  me,  by  ftrong  affault  it  is  bereft: 

My  honey  loft,  and  I  a  drone-like  bee. 

Have  no  perfection  of  ray  fummer  left, 

But  robb'd  and  ranfack'd  by  injurious  theft : 
In  thy  weak  hive  a  wand'ring  wafp  hath  crept, 
And  fuck'd  the  honey  which  thy  cjiafte  bee  kept. 
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Yet  am  I  guilty  of  thy  honour's  wreck  ? 
Yet  for  thy  honour  did  I  entertain  him  ; 
^  Coming  from  thee,  I  could  not  put  him  back^ 
For  it  had  been  difhonour  to  difdain  him. 
Befides,  of  wearinefs  he  did  complain  him, 

And  talk'd  of  virtue :  O  unlookM  for  evil ! 

When  vktue  is  pi'ofan'd  in  fuch  a  devil ! 
Why  fhould  the  worm  intrude  the  maiden  bud.^ 
Or  hateful  cuckows  hatch  in  fparrows  nefts  > 
Or  toads  infedl  fair  founts  with  venom  mud? 
Or  tyrant  folly  lurk  in  gentle  breafts  ? 
Or  kings  be  breakers  of  their  own  behells? 

But  no  pcrfedlion  is  fo  abfolute, 

That  fome  impurity  doth  not  pollute. 

The  aged  man,  that  coffers-  up  his  gold, 
Is  plagu'd  Avith  cramps,  and  gouts,  and  painful  fitsj 
And  fcarcc  hath  eves  his  treafure  to  behold : 
Put  (tilllikc  pinifig  Tantalus  befits. 
And  ufelefs  bans  the  hatveft  of  his  wits. 
Having  no  other  pleafure  of  his  gain, 
But  tormcntj  that  it  cannot  cure  his  pain. 
So  then  he  hath  it,  when  he  cannot  ufe  it, 
And  leaves  it  to  be  malter'd  by  his  young, 
Who  in  their  pride  do  prefently  abufe  it : 
Their  father  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  ftrong, 
To  hold  their  curfed  blefTed  fortune  long. 
_     The  fwcets  we  wifli  for  turn  to  loathed  fours, 
E'en  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  ours. 

Unruly  blafts  wait  on  the  tender  fpring ; 
Unwholefome  weeds  take  root  with  precious  flowers^ 
The  adder  hilTeth  where  the  fwcet  birds  fing ; 
What  virtue  breeds,  iniquity  devours  : 
We  have  no  good,  that  we  can  fay  is  ours 

But  ill-annexed  opportunity. 

Or  kills  his  life,^  or  elfe  his  quality. 
O!  Opportunity!  thy  guilt  is  great ; 
'Tib  thou,  that  execut'fl  the  traitor's  treafon  : 
Thou  fet'll;  the  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get  j 
VVhocver  plots  the  fin,  thou  point' ft  the  feafon  : 
*Tis  thou  that  fpurn'f:  at  right,  at  law,  at  reafon  ; 

Ar.d  in  thy  lhady  cell,  where  none  may  fpy  her, 

Sits  Sin  to  feizc  the  fouls,  that  wander  by  her. 

Thou  mak'ft  the  vcltal  violate  her  oath  ; 
Thou  blow'ft  the  fire  when  temperance  is  thaw'd ; 
Thou  fmother'ft  honefly,  thoumurder'ft  troth; 
Thou  foul  abettor,  thou  notorious  bawd  1 
Thou  planted  fcandal,  and  difplaceft  laud : 

Thou  ravilher,  thou  traitor,  thou  falfe  thief! 

Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief. 
Thy  fecret  pleafure  turns  to  open  (hame  j. 
Thy  private  fcafting  to  a  public  fal^ ; 
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Thy  fmothering  titles  to  a  ragged  name ; 

Thy  fugar'd  tongue  to  bitter  worm- wood  tafte; 

Thy  violent  vanities  can  never  laft. 
How  comes  it  then,  vile  Opportunity, 
Being  fo  bad,  fuch  numbers  leek  for  thee  ? 

When  wilt  thou  be  the  humble  fuppliant's  friend, 

And  bring  him  where  his  fuit  may  be  obtain'd  ? 

When  wilt  thou  fort  an  hour  great  ftrifes  to  end  ? 

Or  free  that  foul,  which  wretchednefs  hath  chained  ? 

Give  phyfic  to  the  fick,  eafe  to  the  paiiiM  ? 
The  poor,  lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  cry  out  for  thee 
But  they  ne'er  met  with  Opportunity. 

The  patient  dies  while  the  phylician  fleep$ ; 

The  orphan  pines  while  the  opprefler  feeds :. 

Juftice  is  feafting  while  the  widow  weeps ; 

Advice  is  fpprting  while  infedlion  breeds  : 

Thou  grant*ft  no  time  for  charitable  deeds. 
Wrath,  envy,  treafon,  rape,  and  murder  rages ; 
Thy  heinous  h6urs  wait  on  them,  as  their  pages.  • 

When  truth  and  virtue  have  to  do  with  thee, 

A  thoufand  crolTes  keep  them  from  thy  aid ; 

They  buy  thy  help:  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee; 

He  GRATIS  comes,  and  thou  art  well  apaid. 

As  well  to  hear,  as  grant  what  he  hath  faid : 
My  CoLATi  NE  would  elfe  have  come  to  me, 
Wnen  Tarqjjin  did;  but  he  was  ftaid  by  thee,  - 

Guilty  thou  art  of  murder,  and  of  theft;- 

Guilty  of  perjury  and  fubornation  ; 

Guilty  of  treafon,  forgery  and  Ihift ; 

Guilty  of  incefV,  that  abomination  ; 

An  acceflary  by  thine  inclination 

To  all  lins  paft,  and  all  that  are  to  come, 
From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 

MiftiapenTiME,  copefmate  of  ugly  Night; 

Swift  fubtil  poft,  carrier  of  grifly  Care  ; 

Eater  of  youth,  falfe  flave  to  fane  delight^  ' 

Bafe  watch  of  woes.  Sin's  pack  horfe.  Virtue's  fiiare : 

Thou  nurfeft  all,  and  murderell  ail  that  are. 
O  !  hear  me  then,  injurious  ihifting  Time  1 
Be  guilty  of  my  death,  fmce  of  my  crime. 

Why  hath  thy  fervant  Opportunity 
Betray'd  the  hours,  thou  gav'ft  me  to  repofe  ? 
Cancel'd  my  fortunes,  and  inchained  me 
To  endlefs  date  of  never-ending  woes? 
Tmie's  office  is  to  find  the  hate  of  foes,  ^■> 

To  eat  up  Error  by  Opinion  bred  ; 

Not  fpend  the  dowry  of  a  lawful  bed. 

Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings ; 
To  unmafk  talfliood,  and  bring  truth  to  light ; 
To  Hamp  the  fearof  Time  on  aged  things ; 
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To  wake  the  morn,  and  centinel  the  night ; 

To  wrong- the  wronger  till  he  render  right ; 
To  ruinate  proud  buildings  with  thy  hours, 
And  fmear  with  duft  their  glittering  golden  towers : 

To  fill  with  worm-holes  ftately  monuments; 
To  feed  Oblivion  v/lth  decay  of  things  ; 
To  blot  old  books,  and  alter' their  contents  ; 
To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravens  wings; 
To  dry  the  old  oak's  fap,  and  cherifh  Tprings; 
To  fpoil  antiquities  of  hammered  ftecl, 
And  turn  the  giddy  round  of  Fortune's  wheel : . 
To  (hew  the  beldame  daughters  of  her  daughter; 
To  make  the  child  a  man^  the  man  a  child  ; 
To  Qay  the  tyger,  that  doth  live  by  llaughter; 
To  tamf  the  unicorn,  and  lion  wild ; 
To  mock  the  fubtle  in  themfelves  beguil'd; 
To  chear  the  plowman  with  increafeful  crops, 
And  wal^  huge  fl-ones  with  little  water-drops. 
Why  work'ft  thou  mifchief  in  thy  pilgrimage, 
XJnlefs  thou  could'ft  return  to  make  amends  ? 
One  poor  retiring  minute  in  an  age, 
Would  purchafe  thee  a  thoufand  thoufand  friends ; 
Lending  him  wit,  that  to  bad  debtors  lends. 

0  '  this  dread  night !  wouldil  thou  one  hour  come 

1  could  prevent  this  liorra,  and  ftiun  this  wreck. 
Thou  ceaftlcfs  lacky  to  eternity,. 

With  fome  m-ifchance  crofs  Tarqjji  N  in  his  flight ; 
Dcvife  extremes  beyond  extremity. 
To  make  him  curfe  this  curfed  crimeful  night : 
Let  ghaftly  Shadows  his  lewd  eyes  affright ; 

And  the  dire  thought  of  his  committed  evil 

Shape  every  bufh  a  hideous  fl^apelefs  devil. 
Difturb  hi?.  hoii;s  of  reft  with  reftlefs  trances  ; 
Affli<ft  him  in  his  bed  with  bedrid  groans  ; 
lyet  there  bechance  him  pitiful  mifchances, 
To  make  him  moan  ;  but  pity  not  his  moans  : 
Stone  him  v/irh  hardened  liearts  harder  than  ftones-;. 

And  let  mild  women  to  him  lofe  their  mildnefs; 

Wilder  to  him  than  tygers  in  their  wildnefs. 

Let  him  have  tim.e  to  tear  his  curled  hair ; 

Let  him  have  time  agai  nil  himfelfto  rave; 

Let  him  have  time  of  Time's  help  to  difpair  ;■ 

Let  him  have  time  to  live  a  loathed  Have  ; 

Let  hjm  have  time  a  beggar's  orts  to  crave,. 
And  time  to  fee  one,  that  by  alms  does  livcj, 
Difdain  to  him  difdained  fcraps  to  give. 

Let  him  have  time  to  fee  his  friends  his  foes, 
And  merry  fools,  to  mock  at  him  re  fort  : 
Let  him  have  time  to  mark  how  flow  time  goeS;^ 
In  tirpe  of  forrow  ;  and  how  fwift  and  Ihort 
Kis  time  of-f.)]ly,,  and  his  time  offport  -y. 
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And  ever  let  his  iinreealling  time 
Have  time  to  wail  th'  abufing  of  his  time. 
O  !  Time  !  thou  tutor  both  to  good,  and  bad  ! 
Teach  me  tocurfehim,  that  thou  taught'lt  this  ill  ; 
At  his  own  lhadow  let  the  thief  run  mad, 
Himfelf,  himfelf  feek  every  hour  to  kill  : 
Such  wretched  hands  fuch  wretched  blood  fliould  fpill  * 
For  who  fo  bafe  would  fuch  an  office  have, 
As  flanderous  deaths-man  to  fo  bafe  a  (lave  ? 

The  bafer  is  becoming  frojn  a  king, 
To  fhame  his  hope  with  di;eds  degenerate  ; 
The  mightier  man,  the  miglitier  is  the  thing, 
That  makes  him  honour'd  or  hegets  him  hate  : 
For  greateft  fcandal  waits  on  greateft  ftate. 

The  moon  being  clouded  p.efently  is  mifl ; 

But  little  fi:ars  may  hide  them,  when  they  lii^. 
The  crow  may  bathe  his  cole-back  wings  in  mire, 
And  unperceiv'd  fly  with  the  filth  away  ; 
But  if  the  like  the  fnov.'-white  fwan  delire, 
The  ftain  upon  his  filver  down  will  Aay. 
Poor  grooms  arefightlefs  Night,  Kings  glorious  Day, 

Gnats  are  unnoted  wherefoe'er  they  fly. 

But  eagles  gaz'd  upon  with  every  eye. 
Oh  !  idle  words,  fervants  to  fiiallow  fools  ! 
Unprofitable  found<;,  weak  arbitrators  ! 
Bufy  yourfelvcs  in  11i.i]l-contending  fchools  ; 
Debate,  where  leifuie  ferves,  with  dull  debators  : 
To  trembling  clients  be  their  mediators  : 

For  me  I  force  not  argument  aftraw, 

Since  that  my  cafe  is  paft  all  help  of  law. 

In  vain  I  rail  at  Opportunity, 

At  Time,  atTARQjJiN,  and  unfearchful  Night ! 

In  vain  I  cavil  v/itli  mine  infamy. 

In  vain  I  fpurn  at  my  confivm'd'defpight : 

This  helplefs  fmoke  of  words  doth  me  no  right- 

The  remedy  indeed  to  do  me  good, 

Is  to  let  forth  my  foul  defiled  blood. 

Poor  hand  !  why  quiver'ft  thou  at  this  decree  ? 

Honour  thyfelf  to  rid  me  of  this  lhame  : 

For  if  I  die,  my  honour  lives  in  thee  ; 

But  if  I  live,  thou  liv'fi:  in  my  defame  ; 

Since  thou  couidit  not  defend  thy  loyal  dame, 
And  wall  afraid  to  fcratch  her  wicked  foe, 
Kill  both  thyfelf,  and  her  for  yielding  fo. 

"this  faid,  from  her  betumbled  couch  (he  ftarts^ 

To  find  fome  dcfperate  inftrument  of  death  ; 

But  this  no  (laughter- houfe,  no  tool  imparts. 

To  make  more  vent  for  paffage  of  her  breath, 

Which  thronging  thro'  her  lips  fo  vanifueth, 
As  fmoke  from  JE  tna,  that  in  air  confumes. 
Or  that  which  from  difcharged  canrion  fumes. 
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In  vain  (quoth  flie)  I  live,  and  feek  in  vain 
Some  happy  mean  to  end  a  haplefs  life  : 
I  fear'd  by  Tarquiw's  faucliion  to  be  (lain ; 
Yet  for  the  felf-fame  purpofe  feek  a  knife: 
But  when  I  fear'd,  I  was  a  loyal  wife ; 
>So  am  I  now  :  Oh  no  !  that  cannot  be  ; 
Of  that  ttue  type  hath  Tar<^u  in  rifled  me^. 
Oh  !  that  is  gone,  for  which  I  fought  to  live, 
And  therefore  now  I  need  not  fear  to  die  ; 
To  clear  this  fpot  by  death  (at  leaft)  I  give 
A  badge  of  fame  to  Slander*s  livery, 
A  dying  life  to  living  infamy. 

Poor  helplefs  help,  the  treafure  ftol'n  away, 
To  burn  the  guiltlefs  calket  where  it  lay  ! 
Well,  well,  dear  Colatine  !  thou  flialt  notknow=f 
The  llained  tafte  of  violated  troth  ; 
I  will  not  wrong,  thy  true  zffeHion  fo,' 
To  flatter  thee  with  an  infringed  oath : 
This  bafl^ard  grafs  fliall  never  come  to  growth* 
He  fhall  not  boafl:,  who  did  thy  fl:ock  pollute,. 
That  thou  art  doating  father  of^his  fruic 
Nor  fhall  he  fmile  at  thee  in  fecret  thought, 
Nor  laugh  with  his  companions  at  thy  Itate  : 
But  thou  fhalt  know  thy  intereft  was  not  bought 
Bafely  with  gold,  but  fl:orn  from  forth  thy  gate. 
For  me,  I  am  the  mifl:rcfs  of  my  fate, 

And  with  my  trefpafs  never  will  difpenfe,  . 
Till  life  to  death  acquit  my  dril  offence. 

I  will  not  poifon  thee  with  my  attaint, 
Nor  fold  my  fault  in  cleanly  coin'd  excufes ; 
My  fable  ground  of  fln  1  will  not  paint, 
To  hide  the  truth  of  this  falfe  night's  abufes  : 
My  tongue  lhall  utter  all ;  mine  eyes,  like  fluices, 
As  from  a  mountain  fpring  that  reeds  a  dale, 
Shall  gufh  pure  ftreams  to  purge  my  impure  tale. 

By  this  lamenting  Philomel  had  ended 
The  well-tun'd  warble  of  her  nightly  forrow  ; 
And  folemn  night  with  flow  Tad  gate  defcended 
To  ugly  hell  ;  when  lo  !  the  blufhing  morrow 
Lends  light  to  all  fair  eyes,  that  light  would  borrow  : 

But  cloudy  LucRECE  fhames  herfelf  to  fee, 

And  therefore  fl:ill  in  night  would  cloifl:er*d  be. 
Revealing  day  through  every  cranny  fpies. 
And  feerns  to  point  her  out  where  ihe  fits  weeping  ; 
To  whom  (he  fobbing  fpeaks,  O  !  eye  of  eyes  ! 
Why  pry'fl:  thou  thro'  my  window  !  Leave  thy  peeping^,. 
Mock  with  thy  tickling  beams  eyes  that  are  fleeping. 

Brand  not  my  forehead  with  thy  piercing  light ; 

For  day  hath  nought  to  do  what's  done  by  night. 
Thus  cavils  (he  with  every  thing  fhe  fees. 
True  grief  is  fond,  ^nd  tefly  as  a  child, 
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Who  way- war  J  once,  his  mood  with  naught  agrees. 

Oki  woes,  not  infant  forrows  bear  them  mild  ; 

Continuance  tan:ies  the  one,  the  other  wild 
Like  an  unpradtis  d  fwimmer  plunging  ftill, 
With  too  much  labour  drowns  for  want  of  fkill. 

So  ihe  deep-trenched  in  a  fea  of  care, 
Holds  deputation  with  each  thing  ihe  views  ; 
And  to  herfelf  all  forrow  doth  compare, 
No  obje<£t  but  her  paHions  ftrength  renews, 
And  as  one  ftiifts,  another  ftraight  enfues. 

Sometimes  her  grief  is  dumb,  and  hath  no  words ; 

Sometime  'tis  mad,  and  too  much  talk  affords. 

The  little  birds,  that  tune  their  Mornings  joy, 

Make  her  moans  mad  with  their  fweet  melody. 

For  mirth  doth  fearch  the  bottom  of  annoy 

Sad  fouls  are  flain  in  merry  company  ; 

Grief  bell  ispleas'd  with  Grief's  fociety. 
True  lorrow  then  is  feelingly  furpnz'd, 
When  with  like  Semblance  it  is  fympathiz'd. 

*Tis  double  death  to  drown  in  ken  of  fhore  ; 
He  te  n  times  pines,  that  pines  beholding  food  j 
To  fee  the  falve  doth  make  the  wound  ake  more  ; 
Great  Grief  grieves  moft  at  that  will  do  it  good^ 
Deep  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood. 

Which  being  rtopt,  the  bounding  banks  o'erflows  : 
Grief  dallied  with,  nor  lav/,  nor  limit  knows. 

You  mockingbirds,  quoth  (he,  your  tunes  intomb 
Whithin  your  hollow  fwelling  feather'd  breafts  ; 
And  in  my  hearing  be  you  ever  dumb  ; 
My  reilleis  difcord  loves  no  flops  nor  refls  : 
A  woeful  hoftefs  brooks  not  merry  guefts. 
Pvelifh  your  nimble  notes  topleafmg  ears^, 
Diftrefs  likes  Dumps,  when  time  is  kept  with  tears. 

Come  Philomel  that  (Ing'ft  of  ravifnment^ 
Make  thy  fad  grove  in  my  diihevel'd  hair  : 
As  the  dank  earth  weeps  at  thy  languilhment, 
So  I  at-  each  fad  ftrain  will  ftrain  my  tear, 
And  with  deep  groans  the  Diapason  bear. 

For  burden-wife  I'll  hum  on  Tarql'in  ftill. 

"While  thou  on  Ter.eus  defcant'ft  better  IkilL 
And  while  againft  a  thorn  thou  bear'ft  thy  part, 
To  keep  thy  lharp  woes  waking;  wretched  I,i 
To  imitate  thee  well,  again  ft  my  heart 
Will  hx  a  fharp  knife,  to  affright  mine  eye, 
Who  if  it  wink,  lhall  thereon  fall  and  die. 

Thefe  m.eans,  as  frets  upon  an  inftrumcftt. 

Shall  tune  our  heartftrings  to  tr.ie  languifhment. 

And  for,  poor  bird,  thou  fing'ft  not  in  the  day, 
As  fhamingany  eye  (hould  thee  behold; 
Some  dark  deep  defart  feated  from  the  way, 
That  knov/s  not  parching  heat,  nor  freezing  cold, 
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We  will  find  out ;  and  there  we  will  unfold 

To  creatures  ftern,  fad  tunes  to  change  their  kinds  r 
Since  men  prove  beafts,  let  beafls  bear  gentle  minds. 

As  the  poor  frighted  deer,  that  ftands  at  gaze, 

Wildly  determining  which  way  to  fly ; 

Or  one  incompaft  with  a  winding  maze, 

That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  readily  : 

So  with  herfelf  is  fhe  in  mutiny, 

To  live  or  die,  which  of  the  twain  were  better. 
When  Life  is  fham'd,  and  Death  reproaches  debtor. 

To  kill  myfelf,  quoth  (he,  alack  !  what  were  it. 

But  with  my  body  my  poor  foul's  pollution  ? 

They  that  lofe  half,  with  greater  patience  bear  it, 

Than  they  whofe  whole  is  fwal'iow'd  in  confufion. 

That  mother  tries  a  mereilefs  conclufion, 

Who  having  two  fweet  babes,  when  Death  takes  one, 
Will  flay  the  other,  and  be  nurfe  to  none* 

My  body  or  my  foul,  which  was  the  dearer. 
When  the  one  pure,  the  other  made  divine  ? 
Whofe  love  of  either  to  myfelf  was  nearer. 
When  both  were  kept  from  heaven,  arrd  Colatine? 
Ay  me  !  the  bark  peal'd  from  the  lofty  pine, 

■His  leaves  will  wither,  anxl  his  fap  decay ; 

So  muft  my  foul,  her  bark  being  peal'd  away* 
H^r  houfe  is  fack'd,  her  quiet  interrupted ; . 
Her  manfion  batter'd  by  the  enemy ; 
Her  facred  temple  fpotted,  fpoil'd,  corrupted, 
Groflly  ingirt  with  daring  infamy. 
Then  let  it  not  be  call'd  impiety, 

If  in  this  blemifii'd  fort  I  make  fome  hole, 

Thro'  which  I  may  convey  this  troubled  foul. 

Yet  die  I  will  not,  till  my  Colati  ne 
Have  heard  the  caufe  of  my  untimely  death  ; 
That  he  may  vow,  in  that  fad  hour  of  mine. 
Revenge  on  "him,  that  made  me  ftop  my  breath". 
My  ftained  blood  to  Tarquin  I'll  bequeath, 

Which  by  him  tainted  fhall  for  him  be  fpent, 

And  as  his  due,  writ  in  my  teftament. 

"My  honour  I'll  bequeath  unto  the  knife, 
That  wounds  my  body  fo  dilhonoured  : 
' Tis  honour  to  deprive  difhonoui-^d  life  j 
The  one  will  live,  the  other  being  dead  : 
So  of  Shame's  aflies  fhall  my  fame  be  bred. 

For  in  my  death  I  murder  fhameful  Scorn  ; 

My  ftiame  fo  deid,  my  honour  is  new  born. 
Dear  Lord  of  that  dear  jewel  I  have  loft  1 
What  legacy  (hall  I  bequeath  to  thee  ? 
My  refolution,  love,  fhall  be  thy  boafl, 
By  whofe  example  thou  reveng'd  may'ft  be  : 
How  Tarq^ui  N  muft  be  us'd,  read  it  in  minci 
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Myfelf  thy  friend,,  will  kill  myfelf  thy  foej 
And  for  my  fake  ferve  thou  falfeTARQjjiN  fo* 
This  brief  abridgment  of  my  will  I  make : 
My  f(  111  and  bcdy  to  the  fkies,  and  ground ; 
My  refolution  (hulband)  do  you  take  j 
My  honour  be  the  knife's,  that  makes  my.wound ; 
My  ftiame  be  his,  that  did  my  fame  confound ; 
And  all  my  fame  that  lives,  dilburfed  be 
To  thofe  that  Live,  and  think  no  ftiame  of  me. 
When  CoLATiNE  fhall  overfee  this  will, 
How  was  I  overfeen,  that  thou  ftialt  fee  it? 
My  blood  fhall  walh  the  flander  of  mine  ill ) 
My  life's  foul  deed,  my  life's  fair  end  lhall  free  it. 
Faint  not,  faint  heart,  but  ftoutly  fay,  fo  be  it; 
Yield  to  my  hand,  and  that  ihall  conqaer  thee  j 
Thou  dead,  that  dies,  and  both  fhall  vidtors  be. 
This  plot  of  death  when  fadly  fhe  had  laid. 
And  wip'd  the  brinifli  pearl  from  her  bright  eyes  ; 
With  untun'd  tongue  Ihe  hoarfly  call'd  her  maid, 
Whofe  fwift  obedience  to  her  miftrcfs  hies  ; 
for  fleet-wing'd  Duty  with  Thought's  feathers  flies. 
Poor  Lv  crece'  cheeks  unto  her  maid  feem  fo. 
As  winter  meads,  when  fun  does  m.elt  their  fnow. 

Her  miftrefs  fhe  doth  give  dem.ure  good-morrow, 
With  foft<flow  tongue,  true  marks  of  modefty ; 
And  forts  a  fad  look  to  her  lady's  forrow, 
(For  why,  her  face  wore  Sorrow's  livery) 
But  durrt  not  afk  of  her  audacioufly. 

Why  her  two  funs  were  cloud-eel ipfed  fo ; 

Kor  why  her  fair  cheeks  over  wam'd  with  woe. 

But  as  the  earth  doth  weep,  the  fun  being  fet. 
Each  flower  moifl:en'd  like  a  melting  eye  : 
E'en  fo  the  maid  with  fwelling  drops  'gan  wet 
Her  circled  eyne,  cnforc'd  by  fympathy 
•Of  thofe  fair  funs,  fet  in  her  miftrefs'  Iky  ; 

Who  in  a  £alt-wav'd  occcan  qxiench  their  light, 

Which  makes  the  maid  weep  like  the  ^ewy  night. 
-A  pretty  while  thefe  pretty  creatures  ftand, 
,J.-rike  ivory  condoits  coral  cifterns  filling : 
One  julily  weeps,  the  other  takes  in  hand 
No  caufe,  but  company,  of  her  drops  fpilling  j 
Their  gentle  fex  to  weep  are  often  willing  ; 

Grieving  themfelves  to  guefs  at  other  fm.irts  ; 

And  then  they  drown  their  eyes,  or  break  their  hearts. 

For  men  have  marble,  women  waxen  minds. 
And  therefore  they  are  formed  as  marble  will: 
The  weak  oppieft,  th'  imprefuon  of  Itrange  kinds 
Is  form'd  in  them  by  force,  by  fraud,  or  flcilJ. 
Then  call  them  not  the  authors  of  their  ill ; 
No  more  than  wax  fhall  be  accounted  evil, 
Wiiereia  is  ftampt  the  fcmblance  of  a  devil. 
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Their  fmoothnefs,  like  an  even  champain  plain, 

Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  that  creep. 

In  men,  as  in  a  rough-grown  grove  remain 

Cave-keeping  evils,  that  obfcurely  fleep ; 

Thro'  chryftal  walls  each  little  mote  will  peep. 
Tho'  men  can  cover  crimes  with  bold  ftern  looks, 
Poor  womens  faces  are  their  own  faults  books. 

No  man  inveighs  againft  the  wither'd  flower. 
But  chides  rough  winter,  that  the  flower  has  kill'd  : 
Not  that's  devoured,  but  that,  which  doth  devour, 
Is  worthy  blame  :  O  let  it  not  be  held 
Poor  womens  faults,  that  they  are  fo  fulfilled 
With  mens  abufes  ;  thofe  proud  lords  to  blame, 
Make  weak-made  women  tenants  to  their  (hamc. 

The  precedent  whereof  in  Lucrece  view, 
Affaird  by  night  with  circumflances  ftrong 
Of  prefent  death  andfhame  that  might  enfue, 
By  that  her  death  to  do  her  hufband  wrong ; 
Such  danger  to  refiflance  did  belong. 

The  dying  fear  thro'  all  her  body  fpread. 

And  who  cannot  abufe  a  body  dead  ? 

By  this  mild  patience  did  fair  Lucrece  fpeak 

To  the  poor  counterfeit  of  her  complaining. 

My  girl,  quoth  (he,  on  what  occafion  break 

ThoJe  tears  from  thee,  that  down  thy  Cheeks  are'raining  ? 

If  thou  doft  weep  for  grief  of  my  fuftaining. 

Know,  gentle  wench,  it  fmail  avails  my  mood  ; 

If  tears  cou'd  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

But  tell  me,  girl,  when  went  (and  there  fne  flaid. 

Till  after  a  deep  groan)  Tarojji  n  from  hence  ? 

Madam,  e'er  I  was  up  (reply'd  the  maid) 

The  more  to  blame  my  lluggard  negligence : 

Yet  with  the  fault  I  thus  far  can  difpenfe ; 
Myfelf  was  ftirring  e'er  the  break  of  day, 
And  e'er  I  rofe  was  Tarqjji  n  gone  away. 

But  Lady,  if  your  maid  may  be  fo  bold. 

She  would  requefl:  to  know  your  heavinc  fs. 

O  peace  !  (quoth  Lucrece)  if  it  fiiould  be  told. 

The  repetition  cannot  make  it  lefs : 

For  more  it  is  than  I  can  well  exprefs  : 
And  that  deep  torture  may  be  cail'd  a  hell, 
When  more  is  felt,  than  one  hath  power  to  tell. 

Go,  get  me  hither  paper,  ink,  and  pen ; 

Yet  fave  that  labour,  for  I  have  them  here : 

(What  (hould  I  fay     one  ^f  my  hulband's  mew 

Bid  thou  be  ready  by  and  by,  to  bear 

A  letter  to  my  Lord,  my  love,  my  dear ; 
Bid  him  wiih  fpecd  prepare  to  carry  it, 
The  caufe  craves  haftc,  and  it  will  foon  be  v/riC. 

Her  maid  is  gone,  and  flic  prepares  to  write, 

Firll  hovering  o'er  the  paper  with  her  quill; 
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^criceit  and  Grief  an  eager  combat  fight, 
What  Wit  fers  down  is  blotted  ftill  with  Will ; 
This  is  too  curious  good,  this  blunt  and  ill  : 
Much  like  a  prels  of  people  at  a  door, 
Throng  her  inventions,  which  ihall  gol>efore 

At  laft  ftie  thus  begins  :  Thou,  worthy  Lord 
Of  that  unworthy  wife,  that  greeteth  thee  ; 
Health  to  thy  perfon,  next  voiichfafe  t'  afford 
(If  ever,  love,  thy  Luc  re  ce  thou  wilt  fee) 
Some  prefent  fpecd  to  come,  and  vifit  me. 

So  I  commend  me  from  our  houfe  in  grief ; 

My  woes  are  tedious,  tho'  my  words  are  brief.. 

Here  folds  (he  up  the  tenor  of  her  woe, 

Her  certain  forrow  writ  uncertainly  ; 

By  this  (hort  fchedulc  Colatine  may  know 

Her  grief  but  not  her  griefs  true  quality  j 

-She  dares  not  therefore  make  difcovery. 
Left  he  fhould  hold  it  her  own  grofs  abufe. 
E'er  (he  with  blood  had  ftain'd  her  Itrain'dexcufe. 

Befidcs,  the  life  and  feeling  of  her  paflion 

She  hords,  to  fpend  when  he  is  by  tohear  her ; 

When  fighs,  and  groans,  and  tears  may  grace  the  fafhi 

Of  her  difgrace,  the  better  fo  to  clear  her 

From  that  fufpicion,  which  the  world  might  bear  her  : 
To  Ihun  this  blot  Ihe  would  not  blot  the  letter 
With  words,  till  actions  might  become  them  better. 

To  fee  fad  fights  moves  more,  than  hear  them  told  j 
•For  then  the  eye  interprets  to  the  ear 
The  heavy  motion,  that  it  doth  behold  : 
When  every  part  a  part  of  Woe  doth  bear, 
'  Tis  but  a  part  of  Sorrow  that  we  hear. 

Deep  founds  make  leffer  noife,  than  lhallow  fords  ; 

And  Sorrow  ebbs  begin  blown  with  wind  of  words. 

Her  letter  now  is  feaTd  and  on  it  writ, 
At  Ardea  to  my  lord  with  more  than  hafte  ; 
The  poft  attends,  and  (he  delivers  it. 
Charging  the  four-fac^d  groom  to  hie  as  faft, 
As  lagging  fouls  before  the  northern  blaft. 

Speed  more  than  fpeed,  but  dull  and  flow  (he  deejns:j 

Extremity  ftill  urgcth  fuch  extremes. 
The  homely  villain  curtfies  to  her  low, 
And  bluftiing  on  her  with  a  ftedfaft  eye, 
Receives  the  fcroll  without  or  Yea,  or  No, 
For  outward  balhful  innocence  doth  flie. 
But  they,  whofe  guilt  within  their  bofoms  lie. 

Imagine  every  eye  beholds  their  blame  ; 

For  LuCrece  thought  heblufti'd  to  foe  ha-  fhafnie.. 
When,  filly  groom  (God  wot)  it  was  defe£l 
Of  Spirit,  Life,  and  bold  Audacity  : 
"Such  harmlefs  creatures  have  a  trucrefpcA 
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To  talk  in  deeds,  while  oth  i  s  faucily 
IVomifc  more  fpeed,  but  do  it  leilurely : 
Even  Co  this  pattern  of  the  worn-out  ag^e 
Pawn'd  honeft  looks,  but  laid  no  words  to  gage. 
His  kindled  duty  kindled  her  miftruft, 
Th?X  two  red  fires  in  both  their  faces  blaz'd. 
^he  thought  he  blufti'd  as  knowing  Tarquin's  lufl, 
And  blufiiingwith  him,  wiftly  on  him  gaz'd  ; 
Pier  earnefl  eye  did  make  him  more  amaz'd  : 

The  more  Ihe  faw  the  bbod  his  cheeks  replenifh, 
The  more  flie  thought  he  fpy'd  in  herfome  blemilh. 
Eut  long  (he  thinks  till  he  return  again, 
And  yet  the  duteous  vallal  fcarce  is  gonej 
The  weary  time  fhe  cannot  entertain, 
Tor  now  'tis  flak  to  figh,  *to  weep,  and  groan  ; 
So  Woe  hath  wearied  Wo€,  Moan  tired  Moan, 
That  Ihe  her  plaints  a  little  while  doth  ftay, 
Paufing  for  means  to  mourn  (ome  newer  way. 

Atlaft  (he  calls  to  mind  where  hangs  apiece 
Of  fkillful  painting  made  for  Priam's  Troy  ; 

Before  the  which  is  drawn,  the  power  of  Greece, 

l^'o:  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  diilroy, 

"jl'hreatning  cloud-kifiing  jlion  w^ith  anoy  ; 
Which  the  conceited  painter  drew  fo  proud, 
As  heaven  (it  feem'd)  to  kifs  the  turrets  bow'^i. 

A  thoufand  lamentable  obje61s  there, 
In  fcorn  of  nature,  Art  gave  iifelefs  life : 
Many  a  dire  drop  fcem'd  a  weeping  tear 
Shed  for  the  llaughter'd  huihand  by  the  wife. 
■The  red  blood  rcek'd  to  fhew  the  painter's  ftrife, 
And  dying  eyes  gleam'd  forth  their  afhy  lights, 
Like :dying coals  burnt  out  in  tedious  nights. 
'There  might  you  fee  the  labouring  pioneer 
Pcgrim'd  with  fweat,  and  fmeared  all  with  duft ; 
And  from  the  towers  of  Troy  there  wou'd  appear 
'I  he  very  eyes  of  m.en  thro'  loop  holes  tlnuft, 
Gazing  upon  the  Greeks  with  little  lull-. 
Such  fweet  obfervance  in  this  work  was  had, 
That'one  might  fee  thgfe  far-off  eyes  look  fa,<]. 

4|n  great  comimanders,  grace  and  majeily 
You  might  behold  triun.phing  in  their  faces;: 
In  youth  quick-bearing  and  dexterity  : 
And  here  and  there  the  painter  interlaces 
Pale  cowards  marching  on  with  trembling  paces-; 
Which  heartlefs  pcafants  did  fo  well  rcfemble, 
That  one  wou'd  fwear  he  faw  them  quake  and  trem?i» 

JnAjAx,  and  Ulysses,  O'  wlv?.tart 

pliyfiognomy  might  one  bch('ld  ! 
7  he  f  xeof  either  ciplicr'd  citlier's  heart  ; 
Their  ficc,  their  m.anners  molt  cxpreilly  told. 
In  A  J  ax'  .eyes  blynt  rage  and  rigor  roll'd. 
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But  the  mild  glance  that  (he Ulysses  lent, 
Shew'd  deep  regard,  and  fmiling  government. 
There  pleading  might  you  fee  brave  Nestor  fland. 
As  'twere  incouraging  the  Greeks  to  fight. 
Making  fuch  fober  actions  with  his  hand, 
That  it  beguird  attention,  charm'd  the  fight  : 
In  fpcech  it  TtemM,  his  beard  all  fiiver  white,, 
Wagg'dup  and  down,  and  from  his  lips  did  fly 
Thill  wifiding  breath,  which  purl'd  up  to  the  ikr. 

About  hirn  were  aprefs  of  gaping  face?, 
Which  fecm'd  to  fwallow  up  his  found  advice  j 
All  jointly  llflning,  but  with  fcveral  graces, 
As  if  feme  mermaid  did  their  ears  entice  ; 
Some  high,  fome  low,  the  painter  was  fo  nice. 
The  fcalps  of  many  almorthid  behind, 
To  jump  up  higher  fcem'd  to  mock  th^  maid. 

Here  one  man's  hand  lean'd  on  another's  head, 
f  iis  nofe  being  fhadow'd  by  his  neighbour's  ear  ; 
Here  one  being  throng' d  bears  back  all  fwoln  and  red  j 
Another  fm.otber'd,  leems  to  pelt  and  fwear  ; 
And  in  their  rage,  (fuch  figns  of  rage  they  bear,) 
As  but  for  lofs  of  Nestor's  golden  word?, 
It  fecms  they  wcwld  debate  with  angry  fv/ords-s- 

For  much  imaginary  work  was  there ; 
Conceit  deceitful,  io  compaA  fo  kind, 
That  for  Achilles'  image  fi-ood  his  fpear, 
Grip'd  in  an  armed  hand,  hlmfelf  behind 
Was  left  unfeen  favc  in  the  eye  of  mind  y 
A  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  a  leg,  a  head, 
Stood  for  the  whole  to  be  imagined. 
And  from  the  wails  of  lirong-bcfiegcd  Troy, 
When  their  brave  Hope,  bold  ITec  tor,  maith'd  to  ficid:^ 
Stocd  many  Tro jA  w  m.clhei'!,  iharirgjoy 
To  fee  their  youthful  fons  bright  weapons  wield  j 
And  to  their  Hope  they  fuch  odd  adlion  yield, 
1  hat  thro'  their  ligh't  joy  feemcd  to  appear, 
(Like  bright  things  ibiin'd)  a  kind  ct  heavy  fear. 
And  from  the  Strond  of  Dardan,  where  they  fought, 
To  Simois'  reedy  brnks,  the  red  blood  ran  j 
Whofe  waves  to  imitate  the  battle  fought 
With  fv/elling  ridges  ;  and  their  ranks  began 
To  break  upon  the  galled  (hore,  and  then 
Retire  again,  till  mieeting  greater  ranks 
They  join,  and  ihoot  their  fome  at  Simois'  bank'^. 

To  this  well-painted  piece  is  Lucrece  come 

To  find  a  face  where  all  difirefs  is  llell'd. 

Many  fliefees,  where  cares  have  carved  fome, 

But  none  where  all  diftrefs  and  dolour  dwell'd. 

Till  fhe  dcfpairing  Hecuba  beheld, 

Staring  on  Priam's  wounds  with  her  old  eye's,  .|> 
Who  bleeding  under  Pykrhus'  nr  uid  foot  lies-. 
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In  her  the  painter  had  anatomizM 

Time's  ruin,  Beauty's  wrack,  and  grim  Care's  reigrr  ^ 

Her  cheeks  With  chops  and  wrinkles  were  difg.uis'd ; 

Of  what  the  was,  no  femblance  did  remain  ; 

Her  blue  blood  chang'd  to  black  in  every  vein. 

Wanting  the  fpring,  that  thofe  fhrunk  pipes  had  fed", 

Shew'd  Life  imprifon'd  in  a  body  dead. 

On  this  fadftiadoW  Lucrece  fpends  her  eyes, 
And  fhapes  her  forrow  to  the  beldam's  woes  ; 
VVho  nothing  wants  to  anfwer  her  but  cries, 
And  bitter  v/ords  to  ban  her  cruel  foes. 
The  painter  was  no  God  to  lend  her  thofe  ; 

And  therefore  Lucrece  fwearshe  did  hear  wrong^,- 
To  give  herfo  much  grief,,  and  not  a  tongue. 
Poor  inftrurnent  (quoth  fhe)  without  a  found  \ 
I'll  tune  thy  woes  with  my  lamenting  tongue  ; 
And  drop  fweet  balm  in  Priam's  painted  wound, 
And  rail  cn  Pyrrhus,  that  hath  done  him  wrong, 
And  with  my  tears  quench  Troy,  that  burns  fo  long  j 
And  with  thy  knife  fcratch  out  the  angry  eyes 
Of  all  the  Greeks,  that  are  thine  enemies/ 

Shew  me  this  ft  rum  pet,  that  began  this  ftir, 
That  with  my  nails  her  beauty  I  may  tear. 
Thy  heat  of  lull-,  fond  Paris,  did  incur 
This  load  of  wrath,  that  burning  Troy  did  bear  J 
Thy  eye  kindled  the  fire  thatburneth  here  : 
And  here  in  Tro  y,  for  trefpafs  of  thine  eye, 
The  lire,  the  fon,  the  dame,  and  daughter  die» 

Why  fhould  the  private  pleafure  of  fome  one 
Become  the  public  plague  of  many  moe  f 
Let      alone  committed,  light  alone 
Upon  his  head,  that  hath  tranfgreffed  fo. 
JUet  guiltlcfs  fouls  be  freed  from  guilty  woe. 

For  one's  oiTence  why  fhould  fo  many  fall. 

To  plague  a  private  fin  in  general 
Lo  !  here  weeps  Hecuba,  here  Priam  dies  1 
Here  manly  Kfctor  faints,  here  Troilus  founds  f 
Here  friend  by  friend  in  bloody  channel  lies  ! 
And  friend  to  friend  gives  una'dvi fed  wounds  ! 
And  one  man's  lull  thefemany  lives  confounds  ! 

Had  doting  Pr.iam  check'd  his  fon's  defire, 

Troy  had  been  bright  with  fame^  and  not  with  fire. 
Here  feelingly  fhe  weeps  Troy's  painted  woes 
For  forrow^  like  a  heavy  hanging  bell. 
Once  fc  t  a  ringing,  witn  his  own  weight  goes  ; 
Then  little  ftrength  rings  out  the  doleful  knell. 
So  Lucrece  fet  awork,  fad  tales  doth  tell 

To  pencird  Penfivenefs,  and  colour'd  Sorrow  ; 

She  lends  them  words,  and  (he  their  looks  doth  borrow. 
She  throws  her  eyes  about  the  painted  round, 
And  whom  Ave  hnds  forlorn  (he  doth  lamen^ 
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At  laft  Hie  fees  a  wretched  image  bound, 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  (hepherds  lent; 
His  face,  tho'  full  of  cares,  yet  fliew'd  content.  • 
Onward  to  Troy  with  rhefe  blunt  fwains  he  goe^, 
So  mild,  that  Patience  feem'd  to  fcorn  his  woes. 

In  him  the  painter  labour'd  with  his  fkill, 
To  hide  deceit,  and  give  the  harmlefs  fhow, 
An  humble  gate,  calm  looks,  eyes  wailing  llill^  - 
A  brow  unbent,  that  feem'd  to  welcome  woe  ; 
Cheeks,  neither  red,  nor  pale,  but  mingled  fo, 
That  blufhing  red  no  suilty  inftance  gave, 
Nor  afhy  pale,  the  fair  that  falfe  hearts  have.  - 
But  like  a  conftant  and  connrmed  devil, 
He  entertajn'd  a  fhow  fo  feeming  jufh  ; 
And  therein  fo  infconc'd  this  ferret  evil,  - 
That  jealoufy  itfelf  could  not  miftrull, 
Falfe  creeping  Craft  and  Perjury  fhould  thruft 
Into  fo  bright  a  day  fuch  black-fac'd  llorms, 
Or  blot  with  hell-born  Sin  fuch  faint-like  forms.  - 

The  well-fkill'd  woman  this  wild  image  drew 
For  perjur'd  Sinon,  whofe  inchanting  liory 
The  credulous  old  Priam  after  flew  ; 
AVhofe  words  like  wild-fire  burnt  the  ftiining  glory 
Of  fk4T-tiTvil£  Ilion,  that  the  fkies  were  forry. 
And  little  liars  fhot  from  their  fixed  places, 
When  their  glaPs  fell  wherein  they  view'd  their  faces. 

This  picture  (he  advifedly  perus'd, 
And  chid  the  pointer  for  his  wondrous  (kill  : 
Saying,  fome  fhape  in  Sinon's  was  abus'd, 
So  fair  a  form  lodg'd  not  a  mind  fo  ill. 
Andilillon  him  fhe  gaz'd,  and  ga//mg  frill, 

Such  figns  of  truth  in  his  plain  face  fne  fpied,  . 

That  (he  conclude?,  the  picture  was  belled. 

It  cannot  be  (quoth  fiie)  that  fo  much  guile, 
She  would  have  faid,  can  lurk  in  fuch  a  look  ; 
But  Tarquin's  fliape  came  in  her  mind  the  v/hi'?, 
And  from,  her  tongue,  can  ki:k,  from  cannot,  took; 
It  cannot  be,  fiie  in  that  fenfe  forfook, 

And  turn'd  it  thu<:,  It  cannot  be  I  iind. 

But  fuch  a  face  Oiould  bear  a  wicked  mind. 
For  e'en  as  fubtle  Sinon  here  is  painted. 
So  fobcr  fad,  fo  weary  and  fo  mild, 
(As  if  with  grief  or  travel  he  had  fainted) 
To  me  came  Tarqjli  i  n  armed,  fo  beguii'd 
With  outward  honeity,  but  yet  defil'd 

With  inward  vice:  as  Priam  him  did  cheriih,  . 

So  did  I  TARQUiN,-fo  my  Troy  did  periili. 

Look,  look  how  lift'ning  Priam  wets  his  eyes 
To  fee  thofe  borrow'd  tear^,  that  Sinon  flieds  ! 
Priam,  why  art  thou  old,  and  yet  not  wife  ; 
For  every  tear- he  falls,  a  Trojan  ^leeJs ; 

Fa. 
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His  ey€S  drop  fire,  no  water  thence  proceeds. 

Thofe  round  clear  pearls  of  his  that  move  thy  pit)> 
Are  balls  of  quenchlefs  fire  to  burn  thy  city. 
Such  devils  ileal  elfeds  from  lightlefs  hell ; 
For  Sing N  in  his  fire  doth  quake  with  cold, 
And  in  that  cold  hot-burning  fire  doth  dwell ; 
Thefe  contraries  fuch  unity  do  hold, 
Only  to  flatter  fools  and  make  them  bold : 

So  Priam's  truft  falfe  Si  non's  tears  doth  flatter,. 
That  he  finds  means  to  burn  his  Troy  with  water. 
Here  all  enragM  fuch  paffion  her  aflails, 
That  patience  is  quite  beaten  from  her  breaft ; 
She  tears  the  fenfelefs  Sinon  with  her  nails, 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhappy  guefl-, 
Whofe  deed  hath  made  herfelf,  herfelf  detefl:. 
At  laft  ilic  fmilingly  with  this  gives  o'er, 
Fool !  fool !  quoth  fhe,  his  wounds  will  not  be  fore. 

Thus  ebbs  and  flows  the  current  of  her  forrow, 
And  Time  doth  weary  Time  withiier  complaining. 
She  looks  for  night,  and  then  fhe  longs  for  morrow,. 
And  both  Ihe  thinks  too  long  with  her  remaining; 
Short  time  fcems  long,  in  Sorrow's  fharp  fuitaining.. 

Tho'  Woe  be  heavy,  yet  it  feldom  fleeps ; 

And  they  that  watch,  fee  Time  how  llow  it  creeps* 

Which  all  ihi ;  time  hath  over-flipp'd  her  thought, 
That  (he  with  painted  images  hath  fpent; 
Being  from  the  feeling  of  her  own  grief  brought, . 
By  deep  furmife  of  others'  detriment; 
Lofingher  woes  in  fhews  of  difcontent. 

Iteafeth  fome,  tho'  none  it  evercur*d. 

To  think  their  dolour  others  have  endur'd; 

But  now  the  mindful  mclTenger,  come  back, 
Brings  home.his  Jordji^and  other  company  ; 
Who  finds  his  Lugrece  clad  in  mourning  bbck,. 
And  round-about  h'er  tear-diftained  eye 
Blue  circles  ilream'd,vrik-e  rainbows  in  the  Iky. 
Thefe  waiergalls  in  lier  dim  element. 
Foretell  new  itorras  to  thofe  already  fpent.  . 

Which  when  her  fad-beholding  hufband  faw, . 

Amazedly  in  her  fad  face  he  ftares  : 

Her  eyes,  tho'  fod  in  tears,  look  red  and  raw,. 

Her  lively  colour  kill'd  with  deadly  cares. 

Me  has  no  nower  to  alk  her  how  Ihe  fares  ; 
But  ftoo^,  like  old  acquaintance  in  a  trance, 
Met  far  from  home,  wond-'ring  each  other's  chance^ 

At  laft  he  takes  her  by  the  bloodiefs  hand, 

And  thus  begins  :  What  uncouth  ill  event 

Kath  ihee  befall'n,  that  thou  doft  trembling  ftand  > 

Sweet  love  !  v/hat  fpite  hath  thy  fair  colour  fpent ^- 

Why  art  tho^..thllS.attjr'd  in  difcontent  > 


Unmaflc,  dear  Dear!  this  moody  heavinefs, 
And  tell  thy  grief,  that  we  may  give  redrefs. 

Three  times  with  iighs  Qis  gives  her  forrow  fire, 
Ere  once  (he  can  diu:harge  one  word  of  woe: 
At  length  addrefsM  to  anfwer  his  defire, 
She  modeftly  prepares  to  let  them  know 
Her  honour  is  ta'en  prifoner  by  the  foe ; 
While  CoLATiNE  and-his  conforted  lords 
With  fad  attention  long  to  hear  her  words. 

And  now  this  pale  fwan  in  her  wat'ry  ntO:, 
Begins  the  fad  dirge  of  her  certain  ending. 
Few  words,  quoth  flie^  (hall  fit  the  trefpafs  beft. 
Where  no  excufe  can  give  the  fault  amending ; 
In  me  more  woes  than  words  are  now  depending; 
And  my  laments  would  be  drawn'  out  too  lon^, 
To  tell  them  all  with  one  poor  tired  tongue. 

Then  be  this  all  the  talk  it  hath  to  fay  ; 
Dear  hulband,  in  the  intercft  of  thy  bed 
A  ftrangercarae,  and  on  that  pillow  lay 
Where  thou  waft  wont  to  reft  thy  weary  head  j 
And  what  wrong  elfe  may  be  imagined 
By  foul  enforcement  might  be-  done  to  me, 
From  that,  alas  !  thy  Lucrece  is  not  free. 

For  in  the  dreadful  dead- of  dark  midnight, 
With  fhining  frlchion  in  my  chamber  came 
A  creeping  creature  with  a  flaming  light, 
And  foftly  cry'd,  Awake,  thou  Roman  dame  I 
And  entertain  my  love ;  clfciafting  fhame 
On  thee  and  thine  this  night  I  will  inflidl". 
If  thou  my  love's  deliie  do  contradict, 

For  feme  hard-favc  ur'd  groom  of  thine,  quoth  he> 
Unlefs  thou  voke  thy  liking  to  my  will^ 
I'll  murder  Itraight,  and  then  I'll  flaughter  thecj. 
And  fwear  I  found  you  where  you  did  fulfill 
The  loathfome  adt  of  lull ;  and  fo  did  kill 

The  lechers  in  their  deed :  this  a<5l  will  be 

My  fame  and  thy  perpetual  infamy. 

With  this  I  did  begin  to  ftart  and  cry, 
And  then  againft  my  heart  he  fets  bis  fword 
Swearing,  unlefs  I  took  all  patiently, 
rihould  not  live  to  fpeak  another  word  : 
So  fliould  my  fhame  ft  ill  reft  upon  record^ 
And  never  be  forgot  iirmighty  Rome 
Th'  adulterate  death  of  Lucrece  and  her  groonr. 

Mine  enemy  was  -ftrong,  my  poor  felf  weak,. 
(And  far  tlie  weaker  with  fo  ftrong  a  fear) 
My  bloody  judge  forbade  my  tongue  to  fpeak : 
No  rightful  plea  might  plead  for  juliice  there  : 
His  fcarlct  luit  came  evidence  to  fw-eat. 
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That  my  poor  beauty  had  purloin'd  his  eyes  ; 

And  when  the  judge  is  robb'd  theprifoner  dies. 
O  !  teach  me  how  to  make  rahie  own  excufe  ! 
Or,  at  the  leaft  this  refuge  let  me  find  ; 
Tho'  my  grofs  blood  be  Itain'd  with  this  abufe. 
Immaculate  and  fpotlefs  is  my  mind  : 
That  was  not  forc'd ;  that  never  was  inclin'd 

To  acceiTary  yieldings;  but  ftill  pure, 

Doth  in  her  poifon'd  clofet  yet  endure. 

Lo  !  here,  the  hopelefs  merchant  of  this  lofs, 
With  head  declin'd,  and  voice  damm'd  up  with  wocj 
With  fad-fct  eyesj  and  wretched  arms  acrofs. 
From  lips  new-waxen  pale  begins  to  blow 
The  grief  away,  that  flops  his  anfwer  fo  : 

But  wretched  as  he  is,  he  llrives  in  vain  ; 

What  he  breathes  out,  his  breath  drinks  up  agaia*. 

As  thro'  an  arch  the  violent  roaring  tide 
Oat-rans  the  eye  that  doth  behold  his  hafte ; 
Yet  in  the  eddy  boundcth  in  his  pride 
Back  to  the  ftrait  that  forc'd  him  on  fo  fafh, 
In  rage  fent  cut,  recall'd  in  rage,  being  paft  ; 
Even  fo  his  fighs,  his  forrows,  m:^ke  a  faw, 
To  pufh  grief  on,  and  back  the  fame  grief  draw. 

Which  fpeechlefs  woe  of  his,  pcor  She  attendcth, 

And  his  untimely  frenzy  thus  awake.th  ; 

Dear  lord  !  thy  forrow  to  my  forrow  lendeth 

Another  power,  no  flood  my  raining  flacketh  ; 

Mv  woe  too  fenfible  thy  pnfTion  inaketh 
More  feeling-painful ;  let  it  then  fuffice 
To  drown  one  Woe,  one  pair  of  weeping  eyes. 

And  for  my  fake,  when  I  might  charm  thee  fo, 

For  (he  that  was  thy  Lucrece — now  attend  mc.;  . 

Be  fuddenly  revenged  on  my  foe, 

Thine,  mine,  his  own  ;  fuppofe  thou  doft  defend  me 

From  what  is  pafl,  the  help  that  thou  (halt  lend  m« 
Comes  all  too  late  ;  yet  let  the  traitor  die  ; 
For  fparing  Juftice  feeds  Iniquity. 

But  ere  I  name  him,  you  feir  lords,  quoth  (he, 

(Speaking  to  thofe  that  came  with  Colatine) 

Shall  plight  your  honorable  faiths  to  m.e, 

With  fwift  purfuit  to  venge  this  wrong  of  mine : 

For  'tis  a  meritorious  fair  defign. 

To  chafe  Injuflice  with  revengeful  arms  ;       ^  ^ 
Knights,  by  their  oaths,  (liouid  right  poor  ladies'*' R arm  - . 

At  this  requeft,  with  noble  difpofitioTi 

Each  prefeut  lord  began  to  promife  aid,  ^ 

As  bound  in  knighi.hood  to  her  imp(;rition. 

Longing  to  hear  the  hateful  foe  bewray'd  : 

Bat  the,  that  yet  her  fad  talk  hath  not'faid, 
The  proteftation  ftops.    O  fpeak  !  tjuoth  (he, 
How  may  this  forced  ftain  be  wip'd  from  ra« 
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What  is  the  quality  of  my  offence, 

Being  conftrain'd  with  dreadful  circumftance? 

May  my  pure  mind  with  the  foul  a(ft  difpenfe, 

My  low-declined  honour  to  advance  ? 

May  any  terras  acquit  me  from  this  chance? 

The  poifon'd  fountain  clears  itfelf  again  ; 

And  why  riot  I  from  this  compelled  flain  ? 

With  this,  they  all  at  once  began  to  fay. 
Her  body's  Ifain  her  mind  untainted  clears  ; 
While  with  ajoylefs  fmiie  Ihe  turns  away 
The  face,  that  map,  which  deep  imprefTion  bears 
Of  hard  misfortune  carv'd  in  it  with  tears. 
No,  no,  quoth  (he,  no  dame,  hereafter  living. 
By  my  excufe  fliall  claim  excufe's  giving. 
Here  with  a  figh,  as  if  her  heart  would  break, 
She  throws  forth  Tarc^uin's  name.    He,  he,  (he  ftys  ; 
But  more  than  he  her  poor  tongue  could  not  fpeak.5 
Till  after  many  accents  and  delays. 
Untimely  breathings,  lick  ahd  inort  alTays, 
She  utters  this,  He,  he,  fair  lord,  'tis  he 
That  guides  this  hand  to  give  this  wound  to  me. 
Even  here  (he  Iheathed  in  her  harmlefs  breaft 
A  harmful  knife,  that  thence  her  foul  unfheath'd ; 
That  blow  did  bail  it  from  the  deep  unreft 
Of  that  polluted  prifon  where  it  breath'd : 
Her  contrite  fighs  unto  the  clouds  bequcatliM 
Hf r  winged  fprite,  and  thro'  her  wounds  doth  fly 
Life's  lafting  date  from  cancel'd  defVuiy^ 

Stone-flill,  aftonilhM  with  this  deadly  deed, 
Stood  CoLATiNE  and  all  his  lordly  crew, 
Till  Lucrece'  father,  that  beholds  her  bleed, 
Himfelf  on  her  felf-flaughter'd  body  threw  : 
And  from  the  purple  fountain  Brutus  drew 
Themurd'rous  knife,  and  as  it  left  the  place. 
Her  blood,  in  poor  revenge,  held  it  in  chafe. 
And  bubbling  from  her  breaft,  it  doth  divide 
In  two  flow  rivers,  that  the  crimfon  blood 
Circles  her  body  in  on  every  (ide, 
Who  like  a  late  fack'd  ifland  vaiHy  ftood. 
Bare  and  unpeopled,  in  this  fearful  flood. 

Some  of  her  blood  ftill  pure  and  red  remained, 
And  fome  lookM  black,  and  that  falfe  Tarqui  N  Ilain* 
About  the  mourning  and  congealed  face 
Of  that  black  blood,  a  watry  rigol  goes. 
Which  feems  to  weep  upon  the  tainted  place ; 
And  ever  fince,  as  pitying  Lucrece'  woes. 
Corrupted  blood  fome  wat'ry  token  fhows ; 
And  blood  untainted  ftill  doth  red  abide, 
Blulhing  at  that  which  is  fo  putrify'd. 

Daughter  '  dear  Daughter  I  oldLucRETius  cries. 
That  life  was  mine,  which  thou  haft  here  deprived  y 
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If  in  the  child  the  father's  image  lies, 
Where  lhall  I  live,  now  Lucrece  is  unliv'd? 
Thou  wait  not  to  this  ead  from  me  deriv'd. 
If  children  pre-dece^fe  progenitors, 
We  are  their  offspring,  and  they  none  of  ours.- 

Poor  broken  glafs !  I  often  did  behold 
In  thy  fweet  femblarice  my  old  age  new-born  ; 
But  now  that  fair  frefli  mirror,  dim  and  old, 
S4ie\vs  me  a  baie-bon'd  Death  by  time  out  worn- 
O  !  fi-om  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  hafl  torn  ! 
And  ihiver'd  ail  the  beauty  of  my  glafs, 
That  I  no  more  can  fee  what  once  I  was, 

O  Time !  ceafe  th.-u  thy  courfe,  and  laft  no  longer,. 
If  tk(.'U  furceafc  to  be,  that  (hould  furvive: 
Shall  rctlen  Death  make  conqaeft  of  the  fcionger^ 
And  have  the  faulr'ring  feeble  fouls  rdive  ? 
The  old  bees  die,  the  young  pofTjfs  their  hive: 
Then  live  fweet  LucREcr,  live  again,  and  fee 
Thy  father  die,  and  not  thy  father  thee. 

By  this  il arts  Colatine  as  from  a  dream, 
And  bids  Luce.etius  give  l^is  ibrrow  place  j 
And  then  in  key-cold  I^ucrece'  bleeding  ilreaEa- 
He  falls,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  face, 
Aiid  couittGi-feits  to  d*e  with  her  a  fpace ; 

Till  manly  (name  bids  him  poffefs  his  breathy 
And  live,  to  be  revenged  on  her  death. 
The  deep  vexation  of  his  inward  foul 
Hr.th  ferv'-r!  a  dumb  an-cft  u;>.)n  his  tongue  : 
Who  mad  thi  t  fonow  if  ould       ufe  conrrou', 
Or  keep  him  from  he  ait  caiing  words  fo  long, 
Begins  to  talk  ;  but  thro'  his  lips  d  th  th.o.i^ 

Wei^k.words,  fo  rl.ick  come,  in  his  po-^;  hcait's  ai 
That  no  man  could  diilinguifli  what  he  laid. 

Yet  fometimes  TAr.'i^uiN  was  pronounced  plain, 
But  thro'  his  teeth,  as  if  his  iiaire  he  tore. 
This  windy  tempeii,  till  it  blew  up  rain. 
Held  baek  his  forrove's  tide,  tO'  maice  it  moxe. 
At  lait  itia!ii<=,  and  huly  winds  give  o'er : 
Then  fon  an  J  f.  vIk--  weep  with  equal  llrife, 
Who  fiiouiJ  weep  moil  for  daughter,  or  for  wife/ 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his  ; 
Yet  neither  may  poffefs  the  claim  they  lay. 
The  father  f?ys,  ihe's  mine;  O  mine  fhe  i?, 
Rcpjiiesher  huihand  ;  do  not  take  away 
My  forrow's  intei'cit ;  let  no  mourner  lay. 
He  weeps  for  her;  for  Ihe  was  only  mine, 
And  only  mufl  be  wail'd  by  Colatine. 

O  1  quoth  Lucretius,  I  did  give  that  life, 
Which  flie  too  early  and  too  late  hath  fpiil'd. 
Woe  !  woe  !  quotli  Col  atine,  (he  v/is  my  wifc^ 
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»  i  ownM  her,  and 'tis  mine  that  (he  hath  kill'd. 

My  daughter  and  my  wife  with  clamours  fill'd 
The  dilpe.ft  air,  who  holding  Lucrece'  life, 
Anfwer'd  their  cries,  my  daughter  and  my  wife. 

Brutus  who  pluck'd  the'knife  from  Lucrece'  fide, 

Seeing  fuch  eir.uJation  in  their  woe, 

Began  to  cloath  his  wit  in  ftate  and  pride, 

Eurying  in  Lucrece'  wound  his  folly's  ftiow :  ^ 

•  He  with  the  Romans  was  eueemed  fo. 

As  lilly-jeering  ideots  are  with  kings, 

For  fportive  words,  and  uttering  foolish  things. 

But  now  he  throws  that  (haliow  habit  by, 

Wherein  deep  policy  did  him  difguife ; 

And  arm'd  his  long-hid  wits  advifedly, 

To  check  the  tears  in  Colatinus'  eyes. 

Thou  wronged  lord  of  Rome,  quoth  he,  arife ' 
Let  my  unf  unded  ft  If,  fuppos'd  a  fool, 
Now  fet  thy  long-experienc"d  wit  to  fohoci. 

Why  CoLATiNE,  is  woe  the  cure  for  woe  ? 

Do  wounds  help  wounds,  or  grief  help  grievous  deeds? 

Is  it  revenge  to  give  thyfelf  a  blov/. 

For  his  foidadl  by  whom  thy  fair  wife  bleeds  ? 

Such  childilh  humour  from  week  minds  proceeds. 
Thy  wretched  v/ife  miltook  the  matter  fo. 
To  flay  herfelf,  that  fhould  have  fiain  her  foe. 

Courageous  Roman  !  do  not  fteep  thy  heart 

In  fuch  relenting  dew  of  lamentations ; 

But  kneel  with  me,  and  help  to  bear  thy  part, 

To  rou'ie  our  Roman  Gods  with  invocations, 

That  they  will  fuffer  theie  abominations 

(Since'RoME  herfelf  in  them  doth  Hand  difgrac'd) 
By  our  flrong  arms  from  forth  her  fair  flrcets  chas'd. 
rNow  by  the  capitol,  that  we  adore  ! 

And  by  this  chatte  blood  fo  unjuftly  ftain'd  ! 

By  Heaven's  fair  fun,  that  breeds  the  fat  earth's  llore  : 

By  all  our  country  rites  in  Rome  m.aintain'd. 

And  by  chafte  Lucrece'  foul,  that  late  complain'd 
Her  wrongs  to  us,  and  by  this  bloody  knife  ! 
We  will  revenge  the  death  of  this  true  wife. 

This  faid,  he  ftruck  his  hand  upon  his  breaft, 
-And  kifs'd  the  fatal  knife,  to  end  his  vow  ; 

•  And  to  h's  proteltation  urg'd  the  reft, 

■  Whowond'iing  atiiim,  did  his  words  allow  : 
iThcn  jointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  thy  bow. 
And  that  deep  vow  which  Brutus  made  before. 
He  doth  again  repeat,  and  that  they  fv/ore. 
VVhen  they  had  fworn  to  this  advifed  doom, 
>Thcy  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucrece  thence^ 
To  fhew  her  bleeding  body  throughout  P.ome, 
And  fo  to  publilh  Tarq^uin's  toui  offence, 
Which  being  done  witli  fpecdy  diligence. 
The  Romans  plaufiblv  did  give  confent 
ToTarc^jji n's  everlafting^  baniihmcnt. 
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pROM  faireft  creatures  we  defire  increafe, 

That  thereby  Beauty's  Rofe  may  never  die; 
But  as  the  riper  fhould  by  time  decreafe, 
His  tender  heir  might  bear  his  memory. 
But  thou,  contradled  to  thine  own  bright  eyes, 
Feed'rt  thy  Light's  flame  wkh  felf-fubilantial  fuel, 
Making  a  famine  where  abundance  lies, 
Thyfelf  thy  foe,  to  thy  fweet  felf  too  cruel : 
Thou  that  art  now  the  World's  frefti  ornament, 
^^nd  only  herald  to  the  gaudy  Springs 
Within  thine  own  bud  buriell  thy  content 
And,  tender  churl,  makes  waftem  nlggarding. 
Pity  the  world,  or  elfe  this  glutton  be 
To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee, 
W^hcn  forty  winters  fliall  befiege  thy  brow, 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field. 
Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  fo  gaz'd  on  now, 
Will  be  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  fmall  worth  held: 
Then,  being  afk'd  where  all  tlvy  beauty  lies. 
Where  all  the  treafure  of  thy  lufty  days ; 
To  fay,  within  thine  own  deep  funken  eyes. 
Were  an  ^U-eating  fliame,  and  thriftlefs  praife 
How  much  more  praife  deferv'd  thy  beauty's  ufe. 
If  thou  could'ft  anfwer,  This  fair  cnild  of  mine 
Shall  fum  my  count,  and  make  my  cold  excufe, 
Proving  his  beauty  by  fuccclTion  thine. 

This  were  to  be  new  made  when  thou  art  old. 
And  fee  thy  blood  warm,  when  thou  fed'H:  it  cold, 
Look  in  thy  glafs,  and  tell  the  face  thou  vieweft. 
Now  is  the  time  that  face  fhould  form  another  ; 
Whofe  frefn  repair  if  now  thou  not  renewefl-. 
Thou  do'ft  beguile  the  world,  unblefs  fome  mother. 
For  where  islhe  fo  fair,  whofe  un-eard  womb 
Difdains  the  tillage  of  thy  hulbandry  ? 
Or  who  is  he  fo  fond,  will  be  the  tomb 
Of  his  felf  love,  to  ftop  poflerity  ? 
Thou  art  thy  mother's  glafs,  and  ftie  in  thee 
Calls  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime. 
So  thou  thro'  windows  of  thy  age  lhalt  fee, 
Defpightof  wrinkles,  this  tKy  golden  time. 
But  If  thou  live,  rcmcmbcr'd  not  to  be, 
Die  finale,  and  thine  ima^e  dies  with  the?. 
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Unthrifty  Lovclinefs  !  why  doft  thou  fpend 
Upon  thyfelf  thy  Beauty's"^legacy  ? 
iNat'-.re's'bequell  gives  nothing,  Dut  doth  lend  ; 
And  being  frank,  (he  lcnd>,  to  thoie  are  free. 
Then,  beauteous  Niggard,  why  doll  thou  abufe 
The  bounteous  Largcs  given  thee  to  give  r 
Profitlefs  ufurer,  why  doft  thou  ufe 
So  great  a  fum  of  fums,  yet  can'lt  not  live  ? 
For  having  traffic  with  thy felf  alone. 
Thou  of  thyfeif  thy  fweet  felf  doil  deceive  ; 
Then  how,  when  rJaturc  calls  thee  to  be  gone. 
What  acceptable  Audit  canfl  thou  leave  ? 

Thy  unus'd  beauty  mult  be  tomb'd  with  thee. 

Which,  ufed,  lives  th'  executor  to  be. 

Thofe  hou.s,  that  with  gentle  work  did  frame 
The  lovely  gaze  where  every  eye  doth  dwell, 
Will  play  the  tyrants  to  the  very  fame, 
And  that  unfair  which  fairly  doth  excel. 
For  nevcr-relling  Time  leads  Summer  on 
To  hideous  Winter,  and  confounds  him  there  ; 
Sap  checked  with  frol]^,  and  lufly  leaves  quite  gone-, 
Beauty  o' er-fnow'd,  and  barenefs  every  where. 
Then  were  not  Summer's  difl-illation  left, 
A  liquid  prUoncr  pent  in  Vvalls  of  glafs, 
Beauty's  efFe£l  with  Beauty  r/ere  hereft, 
Nor  it,  nor  no  remembrance  what  it  was. 

But  flowers  dilliird,  tho'  th«y  with  winter  meet, 
Lofe  but  their  Ihow,  their  fubllance  11:111  lives  fwecv. 
Then  let  not  Winter's  ragged  hand  deface 
In  thee  thy  Summer,  e'er  thou  be  diftill'd : 
Ma'ke  fweet  fome  phial  j  treafure  thou  fome  place 
With  Beauty's  treafure,  e'er  \t  be  felf-kill'd  : 
That  ufe  is  not  forbidden  ufury, 
Which  happies  thofe  that  pay  the  v/i!lmg  loan  ; 
That's  for  thyfeif  to  breed  another  thee, 
Or  ten  times  happier,  be  it  ten  for  one  : 
Ten  times  tbyfelt  were  happier  than  thou  art, 
If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  refigur'd  thee  ; 
Then  what  could  Death  do,  "if  thou  fhould'ft  depart, 
Leaving  thee  living  in  poftcrity  ? 

Be  not  felf-wiird,  for  thou  art  much  too  fair. 

To  be  Death's  conquell,  and  make  worms  thine  hch*, 

Lo  !  in  the  Orient  when  the  gracious  lig^t 

Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eye 

Doth  homsge  tr^  his  new  appearing  fight. 

Serving  w^th  Icokb  hh  facrcd  majelly  : 

And  having  cUmb'd  the  ileep-up  heavenly  hill, 

Refeaibling  Ifrong  youth  in  his  middle  age. 

Yet  mortal  locks  idore  his  beauty  Ihll, 

Attending  on  hi?  goldc.n  pril'^ri  r;?ge. 

But  when  from  high-moll  pitch,  v>':th  weary  car. 

Like  feebk;  age,  he  reeicth  from  the  dry. 

The  eyes  (Tv^re-dutecus)  now  converted  are 
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From  his  low  tract,  and  look  another  way. 
So  thou,  thyfelf  out  going  in  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  dy'ft,  unlefs  thou  get  a  fon. 

Mufic  to  hear,  why  hear' ft  thou  mufic  fadly  ? 
Sweets  with  fweets  war  not,  joy  delights  in  joy: 
Why  lov'fi  thou  that,  which  thou  receiv'ft  not  gladly  r 
Or  elfe  receiv'ft  with  pleafure  thine  annoy  ? 
If  the  tru;  concord  of  well-tuned  founds, 
By  unions  married,  do  offend  thy  ear; 
They  do  but  fweeily  chide  thee,  who  confounds 
In  hnglenefs  the  parts  that  thou  fhould'ft  bear. 
M^rk  how  one  ftring,  fweet  huft)and  to  another. 
Strikes  each  in  each,  by  mutual  ordering  i 
Resembling  Are  and  child  and  happy  mother, 
Who  ail  in  one,  one  pieafing  note  do  fing  ; 
-    Whofe  fpeechlefs  fong  being  many,  fceming  one, 
Sings  this  to  thee,      thou  fmgle  w'llt  prove  none" 

Is  it  for  fear  to  wet  a  widow's  eye. 
That  thou  confum'ft  thyfelf  in  fmgle  life  ? 
Ah  !  if  thou  iffuelefs  (halt  hap  to  die. 
The  woild  will  wail  thee,  like  a  makelefs  (matelefs  wife 
The  world  will  be  thy  widow  and  ftill  weep. 
That  thou  no  form  of  thee  haft  left  behind  ; 
When  every  private  wid  w  well  may  keep, 
By  children's  eyes,  her  huft^and's  fh?pe  and  mind  : 
L  o'-:,  vAwX  an  unthri ft  in  the  woild  doth  fpend,] 
Shifts  but  his  plrce,  for  ftill  the  world  enjoys  it  \  J 
But  Beauty's  wafte  hath  in  the  world  an  end, 
And  kept  unus'd,  the  ufer  fo  deftroys  it. 
No  love  toward  ethers  in  that  bofora  fits. 
That  on  himfclf  fuch  murd'rous  fliame  commits. 

For  fr  ame  i  deny  that  thou  bear'fl  love  to  any, 

Who  for  thy fei fart  fo  unprovident  ; 

Grant  if  thou  v.'ilt,  thou  art  bclov'd  of  many. 

But  that  thou  none  lov'ft,  is  moft  evident : 

For  thou  art  fo  poffeft  with  nuird'rous  hate, 

That  'gainft  thyfelf  thou  ftick'ft  not  to  confpire  ; 

Seeking,  that  beauteous  roof  to  ruinate, 

Which  to  repair  (hould  be  thy  chief  defirc. 

O  !  change  thy  thought,  that  I  may  change  my  mind  : 

Shall  Hate  be  fairer  lodg'd  than  gentle  Love  ? 

Be,  as  thy  prefeixe  is,  giacious  and  kind. 

Or  to  thyfelf,  at  Icaft,  kind-hearted  prose. 
Make  thee  another  feif,  for  love  of  m.e. 
That  beauty  ftill  may  live  in  thine,  or  thee. 

As  faft  as  thou  ftialt  wrne,  fo  faft  thou  grow'ft. 
In  one  of  thine,  fiom  that  which  thou  dcparteft, 
And  that  frelh  blood  which  youngly  thou  beftow'ft. 
Thou  may'ft  c?il  thine,,  when  thou  frcm  youth  convertcft 
He.ein  lives  VVifdom,  Beauty,  andTrcreafe; 
Without  this,  Folly,  Age,  and  cold  Decay  ; 
If  all  were  rrinded  fo,  the  times  ft  ould  ceafe, 
And  three  fccre  years  would  m.ake  the  world  away ; 
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Let  thofe,  whom  Nature  hath  not  made  for  ftcrc, 
Har{"h.,  featurelefs,  and  rude,  barrenly  per'lh : 
Look  whom  (he  bell  endow'd,  fhc  gave  thee  more ; 
V/hich  bounteous  gift  thou  {houldft  in  bounty  cheriili : 
Shecarv'd  thee  for  her  feai,  and  meant  thereby 
Thou  ftiouldft  print  more,  not  let  that  copy  die. 
When  I  do  count  the  clock,  that  tells  the  time, 
And  Teethe  brave  day  funk,  in  h'dcous  night  ; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  paft  prime, 
And  fable  curls,  all  (ilver'd  o'er  with  white  ; 
When  lofcv  trees  I  fee  barren  of  leaves, 
Which  er4  from  lieat  did  canopy  the  herd, 
And  Summer's  green  all  girded 'up  in  (heaves, 
Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  briftly  beard  : 
Then  of  thy  beauty  doT  queilion  make, 
That  thou  among  the  walles  of  time  muft  go  ; 
Since  fweets  and  beauties  do  themfelves  forfake, 
And  die  as  fall:  as  they  fee  others  grow  ; 
And  nothing  'gainlt  Time's  fcythe  can  make  defence, 
Save  breed,  to  brave  him,  when  he  takes  thee  hence. 
O,  that  you  were  yourfelf !  but,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  yours,  than  you  yourfelf  here  live  ; 
AgainiT  this  coming  end  you  fhould  prepare, 
And  your  fweet  femblance  to  iome  other  give. 
So  fliou'd  that  beauty,  which  you  hold  in  leafe, 
Find  no  determination  :  then  you  were 
Yourfelf  again,  after  yourfelf's  deccafe, 
When  your  fweet  iffue  your  fweet  form  (hou'd  bear. 
Who  lets  fo  fair  a  houfe  fall  to  decay, 
Which  huibandry  in  honour  might  uphold, 
Againft  the  Itormy  gufls  of  Winter's  day, 
And  barren  rage  of  Death's  eternal  cold  } 

O  !  none  buL  unthrifts, — dear  my  love,  you  know. 
You  had  a  father  ;  let  your  Ion  fay  fo. 
Not  from  the  ftars  do  I  my  judgment  pluck  ; 
And  yet  methinks  1  have  agronomy  ; 
But  not  to  tell  of  good,  or  evil  luck. 
Of  plagues,  of  dearths,  or  feafons' quaiity  : 
Nor  can  I  fortune  to  brief  minutes  tell. 
Pointing  to  each  his  thunder,  rain,  and  wind  ; 
Or  fay  with  Princes  if  it  (hall  go  well, 
By  oft  predict,  that  I  in  heaven  find. 
But  from  thine  eyes  my  knowledge  1  derive. 
And  (conftant  ftars)  in  them  I  read  fuch  art, 
As  Truth  and  Beauty  fliall  together  thrive. 
If  from  thyfelf  to  llore  thou  wouldil  convert : 
Or  elfe  of  thee  this  I  prognofticate, 
'Thy  end  is  Truth's  and  Beauty's  doom  and  date. 
When  I  confider  every  thing  that  grows 
Holds  in  perfection  but  a  little  moment ; 
That  this  huge  ftate'prefenteth  nought  but  fhows, 
Whereon  the  ftars  in  fecrct  influence  comment : 
When  I  perceive  that  men  as  plants  increalc, 
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Chesrea  and  c'.^r-.k'd,  even  by  the  felf-fame  (kf, 
\'aLint  in  the.r  yout  hful  ftp,  \.t  height  decreafe, 
And  wear  their  brave  ihite  out  of  memory  : 
Then  tlic  conceit  of  this  inconftant  flay 
Sets  you  rnoft  rich  in  youth  b::fore  nny  fight, 
AVhcre  wal^eful  Time  dvb:  tcth  with  Dec;:v, 
To  change  your  day  of  youth  tD  fullicd  night  j 

And  ah  in  w?v  ;vlth  time,  for  Jove  of  you, 

As  he  takes  froni  you,  I  ingraft  ycu  new. 
Eut  wherefi.ic  do  nnt  vou  a  niighticr  way 
Make  war  upon  rids  bloody  tyrarjt,  Time  ? 
And  fo.tify  youvu-jf  in  yoi!ir  cl:cay 
"VViih  means'more  1  L'fr,'(i  than  ray  bnvren  ihymt? 
Now  iland  yi^i  on  ihc  t  p  of  happy  hou''S  ; 
An  1  many  'maiden  gardens,  yet  unfet, 
"iVith  virtaous  wiih  would  bear  ycu  1  ving  flowers, 
Much  liker  than  your  painted  counterfeit. 
^0  ihou'd  the  lines  of  Life  tkat  life  repair, 
Wh  ch  ihJs  (Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  pen) 
Keith'.r  In  in  w- ard  woith,  nor  outward  fair, 
Can  make  yoi;  live  yourfelf  in  eyes  of  men. 

To  gi\c  aw.  y  yoiufdf,  kreps  yourlclf  fl  ill  ; 

And  ycu  muit  iive^f  drawn  by  your  own  fweet  (kilL 

Who  will  believe  my  vcrfe  in  time  to  come, 

if  it  were  fill'd  with  your  mofl  high  deferts  ? 

Tho'  yet  Hcp.vevi  knr/vvs,  it  is  but  as  a  tomb, 

AV^hich  hides  your  life,  and  lliows  not  half  your  parts; 

iff  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes. 

And  in  frcih  numbers  number  all  your  graces, 

The  pge  to  ron:e  wou'd  fay  tliis  poet  lies, 

I^uch  h^•^^Tn]y  touches  ne'er  touch'd  earthly  faces, 

T  o  fl^oujd  ray  papers  (yellowM  with  their  age) 

fcotn'd,  iike  old  mien  of  ler->  truth  than  t->nguc  ; 
Ar.d  your  true  riglits  he  term'd  a  poet's  rage, 
Ard  flretched  f  e'rc  of  an  antique  fong. 

J--!it  V  CK  f)r.e  (  riild  of  yours  .Tive  that  time. 
You  ihouid  live  t vf/ice,---!n  it,  and  in  m.y  rhime. 

Shall  I  comp-^re  tlve  to  ?.  fumrner's  day? 
Thou  a.t  more  lovely  and  more  temperate  : 
Kcugh  winds  do  {\  ake  tiic  dsili'ig  buds  of  May, 
Ar.d''r'Pt  rncr's  k?.'^c  hath  all  too  (hort  a  d:ite;  ' 
Som  *  :  -.e  'oo  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  Triines, 
And  oUcn  is  his  gold^complexion  dimiro'd  ; 
And  every  fair  froin  f\ir  fomctim.e  declines, 
Py  c'-.  •nee,  or  Natu'c's  cl;anglng  courfe,  untrimm'dj 
Pl.t  thv  ct:rnn1  fummer  fhall  not  fade, 
Mor  L.fe  pofPfTi  -n  of  that  fair  thou ^owefi  ; 
Kor  {\^?\\  Deai)^  brag  th(Hi  warder'fl:  in  his  /hade, 
When  in  eternal  lines  to  tijne  thou  gioweft : 
So  I  >ng  as  mtn  cr.n  bre-the,  or  eye:  can  fc?, 
So  1  )ng  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee. 

Devowring  T'r  r-*,  1  hint  thou  the  lion's;  paws, 
And  m::ke  the  '  a.th  devour  lier  own  fwcct  bryod  j 
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Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  fierce  tyger's  jaws, 
And  burn  the  long-liv'd  phoenix  in  her  blood  ; 
Make  glad  and  fony  feafons  as  thou  fleet'ft, 
And  do  whatever  thou  wilt,  fwift-footed  Time, 
To  the  wide  world,  and  all  her  fading  fweets  ; 
But  I  forbid  thee  one  moft  heinous  crime : 
O,  carve  not  wiih  thy  hours  my  love's  fair  brow, 
Nor  draw  no  lines  there  with  thy  antique  pen  ; 
Him  in  thy  courfe  untainted  do  allow, 
For  beauty's  pattern  to  fucceeding  men. 

Yet,  do  thy  worft,  old  Time;  defpight  thy  wrong, 
My  love  ihall  in  my  verfc  ever  live  young. 
A  woman's  face,  with  Nature's  own  hand  painted, 
Kaft  thou  the  mafler-miftrefs  of  my  palTion  ; 
A  woman's  gentle  heart,  but  net  acquainted 
With  (hifting  change,  as  is  falfe  women's  falhion  ; 
Afl  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  lefs  falfe  in  rolling, 
Gilding  the  objcdl  whereupon  itgazelh. 
A  man  in  hue  all  Hues  in  his  controuling, 
Which  fteals  men's  eyes,  and  women's  fouls  amaaeth 
And  for  a  vvoman  wcrt  thou  firft  created. 
Till  Natuie,  as  fhe  wrought  thee,  fell  a  doting, 
And  by  addition  me  of  thee  defeated. 
By  adding  one  thing  to  my  purpofe  nothing. 
But  fince  Ihe  prick'd  thee  out  for  women's  pleafure, 
Mine  be  thy  love,  andthy  love's  ufe  their  treafure. 

So  is  it  not  with  m«,  as  with  that  m.ufc 

Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verfe: 

Who  heaven  itfclf  for  ornament  doth  ufc, 

And  every  fair  with  his  fair  doth  rehearfe  ; 

Making  a  couplement  of  proud  compare, 

With  fun  and  moon,  with  earth  and  fea's  rich  gems« . 

With  April's  firft-born  flowers,  and  all  things  rare 

That  heaven's  air  in  this  huge  rondure  hems. 

O  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write. 

And  then  believe  me,  m.y  love  is  as  fair 

As  any  mother's  child,  though  not  fo  bright  - 

As  thofe  gold  candles  fix'd  in  heaven's  air: 

Let  them  fay  mc  re  that  like  cf  hear- fay  will :. 

I  will  not  praife,  that  puipofe  not  to  fell. 
My  glafs  (hall  not  perfuade  me  I  am  old, 
So  long  as  youth  and  thou  art  of  one  date  : 
But  when  in  thee  Time's  furrows  I  behold. 
Then  look  I  death  ray  days  fhould  expiate. 
For  ail  that  beauty  that  doth  cover  thee, . 
Is  but  the  feemly  raiment  of  m,y  heart, 
Which  in  thy  breaildoth  live,  as  vhine  in  me  ; 
How  can  I  then  be  elder  than  thou  ait  r 
O  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyfclf  lo  wary. 
As  I  not  for  myfelf  but  for  thee  will  ; 
Bearing  thy  heart,  which  I  will  keep  fo  chary 
As  tender  nurfe  her  babe  from  faring  ill. 

Prefume  not  on  thy  heart,  when  mine  is  flain  ; 

Thou  gav'ft  me  thine,  not  to  give  lack  agLin* 
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A?  an  iinnc  •  fed       i-  on  tlie  flagc, 
Who  \v  ;th  his  [era  is  put  bcfide  his  part, 
Or  fome  ficice  thin    rcpJcte  wilh  foo  much  rage, 
W|iofe  frrengtirs  r.l)u  jciance  weaiccns  his  o"wn  heart ; 
So  I,  i-ri  fr;;r  of  tr        forgei  to  f^iy 
Thcpe.fcft  cciemony  of  love's  rite  ; 
And  ill  mine  own  ]o\'e's  llrcngth  fcem  to  decay, 
O'er-charg'd  w.tl^  burthen  of  mine  own  love's  might, 
O,  let  wy  bo:;ks  be  then  the  ehxiuence  - 
And  dumb  prcfpges  of  my  fpeaking  breaft; 
Who  plead  for  los  e,  and  look,  for ''ccompence, 
More  than  th^t  t  ^ngiie  that  more  hath  more  exprefs'd. 
O,  learn  to  icaci  v/h?.t  hlen.t  love  hath  writ  ; 
To  hear  with  eyes  belongs  to  love's  fine  wit; 
Mine- eye  hath  play'd  the  painter,  and  hath  fleel'J 
Thy  beauty's  t       in  tnl)jeof  my  hear  ; 
My  body  is  the  fian.e  wherein  'tis  held, 
And  perfpe£li-\  e  iu  i:.  belt  painter's  art. 
For  through  the  p  .inter  mufi:  you  fee  his  (kill, 
To  find  where  \o..:i  tiiie  image  pi6tar'd  lies; 
Which  in  ray  bofom's  Oiop  is  hanging  ftill, 
That  hath  his  w  ind  .  ws  gjazed  with  thine  eyes. 
Now  fee  what     <  u  turns  e\  es  for  eyes  have  done; 
Mine  eyes  have  diavvn  thy'fhi'pe,  and  thine  for  me 
Are  v.-indow;i  to  my  brealf,  where-through  tlie  fun 
Dcliglits  to  peep,  t;--  gaze  therein  o":  thee  ; 
Yet  eyes  this  cunning  want  to  grace  tlieir  srt, 
They  dr.;w  but.  wiuit  they  fee,  know  not  the  he^srt 
Let  thofe  v.'ho  zre  in  favour  with  their  flars, 
Of  pu^dic  honoi:r  ar  d  proud  titles  boafl, 
Whili^  I,  w hum  f:  rcune  of  fiich  triumph  bars, 
Uftiook'd  for  joy  in  tast  I  honour  mofi. 
Great  princes'  faV'-'Vir'iei.  their  hiir  leaves  fpread  : 
But  as  the  marigold  .nt  the  lun's  eye  ; 
And  in  themfcl>'e,s  th^i;  pride  I'es  buried, 
•For  at  a  frown  the-  in  their  giory  die. 
The  pa'.ri'ul  warri')r  fhjnoufcd  for  fight, 
After  a  thoufand  vi£t'>ries  once  foil'd, 
Is  fro!«:  the  book  of  honour  razed  quite. 
And  all  the  rcfr  f.;ri;ot  for  which  hetoil'd  : 
Then  happy  I,  tliMt  love  and  am  belov'd, 
Whcie  I  may  not  remove,  nor  be  remov'd. 
Lord  of  my  love,  to  whom  in  vafialagc 
Thy  meri-'hnth  my  duty  ftrongly  knit, 
To'tliec  T  lend  this  Nvritten  embrflagc, 
To  witnefs  dutv,  not  to  (how  my  wit : 
Duty  fo  great,  which  wit  fo  poor  as  mine 
May  make  feem  bare,  in  wanting  words  to  fhow  it: 
But  that  I  hope  foniC  good  conceit  of  thine 
In  thy  foul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  beftow  it: 
Till  whatfoever  flar  t4iat  guides  my  moving. 
Points  on  me  gracioully  with  fair  afpedt, 
And  puts  apparel  on.  my  tattered  loving, 
T©  ihow  mc  worthy  of  thy  fweet  fefp*:^; 
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Then  may  I  dare  to  boaft  how  I  do  love  thee ; 

Till  then,'  not  fhow  my  head  where  thou  may'ft  prove  me. 

Wearv  with  toil,  I  hafle  me  to  my  bed, 

The  dear  repr^fc  for  limbs  with  travel  tir'd  ; 

Bat  then  begins  a  journey  in  niy  head, 

To  work  my  mind,  when  body's  work's  expir'd : 

l-'or  then  my  thoughts  (from  far  where  I  abide} 

Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee, 

And  k-rep  miy  drooping  eye-lids  open  wid3, 

Looking  on  darknefs  v/hich  the  blind  do  fee: 

Save  that  my  roul's  imagin.ary  fight 

Piefents  thy  Ihadovv'  to  my  fightlefs  \-iew, 
'Which,  like  a  jewel  hung  in  gliaflly  night. 

Makes  black  night  beauteous,  and  her  old  face  new- 
Lothus,  b}^  day  my  limbs,  b}'  night  my  mind, 
For  thee,  and  for  ra'yfelf,  no  quiet  find.  ' 

How  can  I  then  return  in  happy  plight, 

That  am.  deban-'d  the  benefit  ofrel'c? 

^Vhen  day's  oppreftion  is  not  eas'd  by  night, 

But  day  by  night,  and  night  by  day,  opp^efs'd  ? 

And  each,  though  enemJes  to  cither's  reign, 

Do  in  confent  fiiake  hands  to  torture  me  ; 

The  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  complain 

Hvow  far  Tt  il,  ftill  faitb.er  off  from  rhec. 

J  tell  the  day,  to  pleafe  him,  thou  art  bright, 

And  d)ft  him  grace  when  clouds  do  blot  the  heaven  : 

So  flatter  I  the  fwar  t  compiexion'd  night ; 

When  fparkling  flars  twire  not,  thou  gildTr  the  even, 
liut  day  doth  daily  draw  my  forrows  longer. 
And  night  doth  nightly  ma'ke  grief's  length  fecm  ftrongrr. 

When  in  d'ifgracc  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 

I  all  alone  bcwtcn  niy  out-caft  ilate. 

And  trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootlefs  cries, 

And  look  upon  myfelf,  and  curfe  my  fate, 

Wifhing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope, 
Featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  pofTefs'd, 
Defu'ingthis  maa's  art,  and  that  man's  fcope, 
With  what  I  m.Oil  er.joy  ro  itented  leafi  ; 
Yet  in  thefc  t  b.oughts  myfelf  almoll  defpi(ing, 
Ha[)ly  I  tliink  on  thee,— -imd  then  my  Itate 
(Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arifing 
From  fallen  earth)  flngs  hymns  at  heaven's  gate: 
For  thy  fwect  love  remembcr'd,  fuch  wealth  brings, 
That  then  I  fcorn  to  ciuangemy  f^ate  with  kings. 
When  to  the  feiTions  of  fweet  filent  thought 
1  fummon  up  rc^mcmbiance  of  things  pall, 
I  figh  the  lack  of  m.any  a  thing  I  O-ught, 
And  v/ith  old  woes  new  wail  rr.y  deai  time's  waflc: 
Then  car  1  dfown  an  eye,  unasM  to  flow, 
For  precious  friends  hid  in  d-^ath's  datelcfs  .rghr. 
And  weep  afrefh  love'^  l:)ng'-fmee-canc(  i"a  woe, 
And  moan  the  cxpence  of  many  a  vaniili'd  fighu 
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Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  fore-gone, 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 
The  lad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan, 
Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  p?.y'd  before. 

But  if  the  while  I  think  on  thee,  dear  friend, 

All  loffes  are  relior'd,  andibrrows  end. 

Thy  bofom  is  endeared  svith  all  hearts. 
Which  I  by  lacking  have  fuppofed  dead  ; 
And  there  reigns  love,  znd  all  love's  loving  parts, 
And  all  thofc  fiiends  W'-hich  I  thought  buried. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obfequious  tear 
Kath  dear  religicus  love  ilolen  from  mine  eye, 
Ac.  intereft  of  th;-  dead,  which  now  appear 
But  things  lemov'd,  that  hidden  in  thee  lie  ! 
Th  aiartthe  grave  vvheie  bailed  love  doth  live, 
Hung  with  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone, 
Who  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 
Thrc  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone; 

Their  images  I  lov'd  I  view  in  thee, 

And  thou  (all  they)  haft  all  the  ail  of  me. 

If  thou  lurvive  my  well  contented  day, 

When  that  churl  Death  my  bop.es  v/ith  duft  /hall  cover  ;^ 

And  Oialt  by  fortune  once  more  re-furvey 

Thefe  poor  rud  !  liner,  of  ihy  dcceafed  lover. 

Compare  them  with  the  bettering  of  the  tim.e, 

And  though  they  be  out-ftripp'd  by  every  pen, 

Referve  them  for  my  love,  not  for  their  rhyme, 

Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 

O,  then  vouch  fa  fe  me  but  this  loving  thought  ! 

Had  my  friend's  raufe  grown  \yiththis  growing  age,. 

A  dearer  biith  than  this  his  love  had  brought, 

To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage  : 
Bat  (ince  he  d'.cd,  and  poets  better  prove, 
Theirs  for  their  Ityle  I'll  read,  his  for  his  love. 

Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  feen 
Flattii  the  mountain  tops  with  fovcreign  eye. 
Killing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green. 
Gilding  pale  i'creams  with  heavenly  alchymy  ; 
Anon  permit  the  bafeft  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  on  his  celelVial  face, 
And  from  the  forlorn  world  his  vifage  hide, 
Stealing  unfeen  to  v/eft  with  this  difgrace  : 
Even  fo  my  fun  one  early  morn  did  fhine, 
With  all  t  /iumphant  fplendour  on  my  brow  ; 
But  out,  ahck  !  he  was  but  one  hour  mine. 
The  region  cloud  hath  mafli'd  him  from  me  now. 

Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  difdaineth  ; 

Suns  of  the  world  may  ftain,  when  heaven's  fun  ftaincth> . 
Why  did  ft  thou  promife  fuch  a  beauteous  day, 
And  inake  me  travel  forth  without  my  cloak. 
To  let  bafe  clouds  o'er-take  me  in  my  way, 
Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rottei)  fmoke  ? 
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^Tis  not  euDUgh  that  through  the  cloud  thou  break, 
To  dry  th'"  rain  on  my  ftorn^-bcaten  face, 
For  no  man  well  of  fuch  a  f^ilve  can  fpeak, 
That  heals  the  v/ciind,  and  cures  not  the  d'fgrace: 
Nor  can  thy  fhame  give  pliyfic  to  my  ^rief  ; 
Though  thou  repent,  yet  I  have  fiili  the  lofs  : 
The  offender's  forrow  hnd'',  but  v'e?k  relief 
To  him  that  be?rs  the  Itrong  offence's  crofs. 

Ah  !  but  tho'^e  tears  ?re  pe?r1,  which  thy  love  flieds 

And  they  are  rich,  and  ranfom  all  ill  deeds. 
No  more  be  griev'd  at  that  which  thou  hafc  done: 
Rofes  have  thorns,  and  niver  fountains  mud; 
Clouds  and  eclipfes  ftaiii  both  moon  p.iid  fun, 
And  loathfome  canker  livts  in  fwcetelt  bud. 
All  men  make  faults,  and  even  I  in  this, 
Authorizing  thy  trefpaTs  with  compaie, 
Myfelf  corrupting,  falving  thv  amifs, 
Excufing  thv  fins  more  than  thy  fins  pre  ; 
For  to  thy  fenfual  fault  I  bring  in  fenfc, 
(Thy  adverfc  purty  is  thy  p.dvocntc,) 
And  'gainfi:  myfelf  a  lawful  plea  commence: 
Such  civil  war  is  in  my  love  and  hate, 

That  I  an  accefTary  nced«;  muft  be 

To  that  fweet  thief,  which  fouily  robs  from  mc. 

Let  me  confofs  that  we  two  muft  be  twain, 
Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one : 
So  fhall  thofe  blots  that  do  with  me  remain, 
Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 
In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  refpe<ft. 
Though  in  our  lives  a  feparable  fpite, 
Which  though  it  alter  not  love's  fole  effe^l. 
Yet  d.3th  it  fteal  f  .ycet  h  -ur?  fi-orn  love's  delight". 
I  m^'.y  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee. 
Left  my  bewailed  guilt  fhouid  do  thee  fnamc; 
Nor  tlicu  with  public  kindncfs  honour  HiC, 
Unlefs  thou  t^ke  that  honour  from  thy  nam?  : 

Rut  do  not  fo  ;  1  love  tl^ee  in  fuch  fx*-. 

As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  repo'  t:. 
As  a  decrepit  father  takes  del'ght 
To  fee  his  a^iive  child  d  >  d.tdi  of  youth. 
So  I,  maie  lame  by  fjrtur.^'s  dcarefT  fpite. 
Take  all  ray  comfort  of  thy  Worth  and  truth  : 
For  whether  beauty^  birthj  or  wealth,  or  wit. 
Or  any  of  thcfe  all,  or  ah,  or  rr.ore, 
Entitled  in  thy  p?rts  di  crov;'ned  City 
I  make  m.v  love  engi-^fted  to  this  flore: 
So  then  I  am  n  )t  lame,  pooi ,  nor  defpi  ''d, 
Whilft  that  this  fnadow  doth  fuch  lubftance  givC;, 
Thzt  I  in  thy  abundance  am  fal?ic'd. 
And  by  a  pp.rt  of  all  thy  glorv  live. 

Look  w-iRt  is  beft,  that  beft  I  v/ifn  in  thee  ; 

Tlvis  v/ith  I  have ;  then  tei^.  times  happy  rr^p  I 
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How  can  my  mufe  want  fnbje^l  to  invent, 
V/hile  thou  dull  breathe,  that  pour' ft  into  ray  verfe 
Thine  own  fweet  argument,  too  excellent- 
For  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearfe? 
O,  give  thyiclf  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  me 
Worthy  perufal,  Hand  againft  thy  fight ; 
For  who's  fo  dumb  that  cannr>t  write  to  thee, 
When  thou  thyfelf  dofi  give  invention  light? 
Be  thou  the  tenth  mufe,  ten  times  m.  re  in  worth 
Than  thofe  old  nine,  which  rhymers  invocatc  ; 
And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  ram.  bring  forth 
Eternal  numbers  to  out -live  long  date. 

If  my  flight  mufe  do  pleafe  thefe  curious  days, 
The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  lhall  be  the  praifc. 
O,  how  thy  woith  with  manners  may  I  fing, 
When  thou  art  ail  the  better  part  of  me  r 
What  can  mine  own  praife  to  mine  own  felf  bring  ? 
And  what  is't  but  mine  own,  when  I  praife  thee  ? 
lEven  for  this  let  us  divided  live. 
And  our  dear  love  lofe  name  of  fingle  one; 
That  by  this  feparaticn  I  may  give 
That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  defcrv'ft  alone. 

0  abfcnce,  what  a  torment  wouid'fl  thou  prove, 
Were  it  not  thy  four  leifure  gave  fweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  tim^e  with  thoughts  of  love, 
(Which  time  and  thoughts  fo  fv/eetly  doth  deceivc,)- 

And  that  thou  teacheft  how  to  make  one  twain, 
By  praifing  him  here,  who  doth  hence  remain. 

Take  all  my  loves,  my  love,  yea,  take  them  all  ; 
Whan  haft  thou  then  more  than  thou  hadft  before? 
No  love,  m^y  love,  that  thou  raay'ft  true  love  call ; 
All  m'me  was  thine,  before  thou  had'fi-  this  more. 
Then,  if  for  my  love  thou  my  love  receiv'ft; 

1  cannot  blam.e  thee,  for  my  love  thou  ufefl ; 
But  yet  be  blam'd,  if  thou  thvfelf  deceiveft 
By  wilful  talle  of  what  thyfelf  refufcu. 

I  do  forgive  thy  robbery,  gentle  thief. 
Although  thou  fteal  thee  all  my  poverty ; 
And  yet  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  grief 
To  bear  love's  wrong,  than  hate's  known  injury. 
Lafcivious  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  well  fhows, 
Kill  me  with  fpites  ;  yet  we  mud  not  be  foes. 
Thofe  pretty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits, 
When  I  am  fometime  abfent  from  thy  heart, 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  ye-irs  full  well  befits, 
For  flill  temptation  follows  where  thou  art. 
Gentle  thcu  art,  and  therefore  to  be  won, 
Beauteous  thou  art,  therefore  to  be  affail'd  ; 
And  when  -a  woman  wooes,  what  woman's  fon 
Will  fouriy  leave  her  till  ihe  liave  prevail'd. 
Ah  me!  but  yet  thou  mlght'ft,  my  fweet,  forbear, 
And  chide  thy  beauty  and  thy  ftraying  youth. 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  there 
Where  thou  art  forc'd  to  break  a  two- fold  truth. 
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Hers,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  her  to  thee, 

Thine,  by  tl^y  beauty  being  falle  to  me. 
That  thou  haft  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief. 
And  yet  it  may  be  faid  I  lov'd  her  dearly  ; 
That  fhe  hath  thee,  is  of  my  wailing  chief, 
A  lofs  in  1  )ve  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 
Loving  offenders,  thus  I  will  excufe  ye  :— 
Thou  doft  love  her,  because  thou  know' It  I  love  her ; 
And  for  my  fake  even  lo  do'  h  fhs  abufe  me. 
Suffering  my  friend  for  my  fake  to  approve  her. 
If  I  lofe  thee,  my  lofs  is  mv  love's  gain. 
And  lofing  her,  my  friend  bath  found  that  lofs  ; 
Both  find  each  other,  and  1  lofe  both  twain, 
And  both  for  my  fake  lay  on  me  this  crofs : 

But  here's  the'joy  ;  my  friend  and  I  are  one  ; 

Sweet  Battery  !---thcn  the  loves  but  me  alone. 
When  moll  I  wink,  then  do  mine  eyes  beft  fee, 
For  ail  the  day  they  view  things  unrefpefted; 
But  when  I  fieep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee, 
And  darkly  bright,  are  bright  in  da.k  direited. 
Then  thou,  \vhofe  lhadow  fnadows  dcth  m.ake  bright, 
How  would  thy  fhadow's  form  foim  happy  (how 
To  clear  the  day  with  thy  much  clearer  light. 
When  to  unfeeing  eyes  thy  lhade  (liines  f o  ? 
How  would  (I  fay)  mine  eyes  be  bleiTcd  made 
By  looking  on  thee  in  the  living  dav. 
When  in  dead  night  thy  fair  imperf^cl  fbade 
Through  heavy  fle'-'p  on  fightlefs  eyes  doth  ftay  > 

All  days  are  nights  to  fee,  till  I  fee  thee. 

And  nights,  bright  days,  when  dreams  do  fhow  thee  mc. 

If  the  dull  fubftance  of  my  fleih  were  thought. 
Injurious  didance  ihould  not  f^op  my  way; 
For  then,  defpjte  of  fpace,  I  would  be  brought 
From  limits  far  remote,  where  ihou  doff  ftay. 
No  matter  then,  although  my  foot  did  ftand 
Upon  the  fartheft  earth  remov'd  from  thee; 
Fornimble  thought  c?.v  jump  both  fea  and  land, 
As  foon  as  think  the  place  where  he  would  be. 
But  ah  !  thor.ght  krlls  me,  thy.  I  am  not  thought, 
To  leap  large  lengths  of  miles,  when  thou  art  gone, 
But  thatj  fo  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought, 
I  muft  attend  time's  leifure  v/ith  mv  m^aiij 

Receiving  nought  by  elements  fo  flow 

But  heavy  tears,  badges  of  cither's  woe  : 

The  other  two,  flight  air  and  purging  fire. 

Are  both  with  thee,  wherever  I  abide  j 

The  firft  my  thought,  the  otlier  my  deilre, 

Thefe  prefent-abfent  with  fv/ift  motion  Aide. 

Eor  when  thefe  quicker  elements  are  gone 

In  tender  embaffy  of  love  to  thee, 

My  life,  being  made  of  four,  with  two  alone 

Sinks  down  to  death,  opprefs'd  v/ith  melancholy  ; 
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Unltil  life's  compodtion  be  recur'd 
By  thofe  fwift  melTengci-s  leturn'd  from  thee, 
Who  even  but  now  come  back,  again,  aiJur'd 
Of  thy  fair  health,  recounting  it  to  me  : 
This  told,  I  joy  ;  but  then  no  longer  glad, 
I  fend  them  back  again,  and  ftraight  grow  fad. 

Mine  eye  and  heart  are  -it  a  mortal  war, 
How  to  divide  the  conqueft  of  thy  fight  ; 
Mine  eye  my  heart  thy  picture's  fight  would  bar, 
My  heart  mine  eye  the  freedom  of  that  rigb'". 
My  heart  doth  plead,  that  thou  in  him  doft  lie, 
(A  clofet  never  pierc'd  with  cryftal  eyes,) 
jBut  the  defendant  doth  that  plea  deny. 
And  fays  in  him  rhy  fair  appearance  lies. 
To  'cide  this  title  is  impannelled 
A  quefi:  ')f  thoughts,  all  tenants  to  the  heart ; 
And  by  their  verd'dt  «  determined 
The  clear  eye's  moiety,  and  the  dear  heart's  part : 
As  thus  ;  mine  eye*s  due  is  thy  outward  pa.t, 
And  my  heart's  right  thine  mwaia  love  of  heart. 

Betwixt  mine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took, 
And  each  doth  good  turns  now  unto  the  other  : 
When  that  mine  eye  is  famiih'd  for  a  look, 
Or  heart  in  love  with  fighs  himfelf  doth  fmothor, 
With  my  love's  pifture  then  m.y  eye  doth  feail:; 
And  to  the  painted  banquet  bids  my  heart : 
Another  time  mine  eye  is  mv  hearc's  gueir, 
And  In  his  thoughts  of  lo^e  doth  itiare  a  part : 
So,  either  by  thy  picture  or  my  love, 
Thyfelf  away  art  prelent  ftill  with  me  ; 
For  thou  not  farther  than  my  thoughts  canft  movc^ 
And  I  am  Hill  with  them,  and  they  with  thee ; 
Or,  if  they  fleep,  they  pitfture  in  my  fight 
Awakes  my  heart  to  heart's  and  eye's  delight. 

How  careful  was  I,  when  I  took  my  v/ay, 
Each  trifle  under  trueft  bars  to  thruft  ; 
That,  to  my  ufe,  it  might  unufed  /^ay 
From  hands  of  fahliood,  in  lure  wards  of  truft  i 
But  thou,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are, 
Moft  worthy  comfort,  now  my  greateft  grief, 
Thou,  beft  of  deareft,  and  mine  only  care, 
Art  left  the  prey  of  v-very  vulgar  thief. 
Thee  have  I  not  lock'd  up  in  any  cheir. 
Save  where  thou  ait-  not,  though  I  feel  thou  art, 
Within  the  gentle  clofure,  of  my  broaft. 
from  whence  with  plcafure  thou  m.^y  it  come  and 
And  even  thence  thou  wilt  be  fl-olen,  I  fear, 
For  truth  proves  thievilh  for  a  prize  fo  dear. 
Againft  that  time,  if  ever  that  tiiriccorae. 
When  T  fhall  fee  thee  frown  on  my  defe<5ls, 
Whenas  thy  love  hath  call  his  ntmoll-  fum, 
Cail'd  to  that  audit  by  advis'd  refpe<5ts  ; 
Againftthat  time,  when  thou  fhalt  llrangely  pafs, 


SONNET  S. 


And  fcarccly  greet  me  with  that  fnn,  thine  eyc^ 
When  love,  converted  from  the  thing  it  was,' 
Shall  reafons  had  of  fettled  gravity ; 
Aeainil  that  time  do  I  enfconcc  me  here, 
WTth'n  the  knov/iedge  of 'mine  own  defert, 
And  this  my  hand  again  11  myfelf  uprear. 
To  guard  the  lawful  reafons  on  thy  part: 
To  leave  poor  "me  thou  hall  the  ftrength  of  laws, 
Since,  why  to  love,  I  can  allege  no  caufe. 

How  heavy  do  I  journey  on  the  way, 
When  what  I  feek, — my  weary  travel's  end,— 
Doth  teach  that  eafe  and  that  repofe  to  fay, 
Thus  far  the  miles  arc  raeafur'd  from  thy  incnd.  ! 
The  beait  that  bears  m.e,  tired  with  my  woe, 
Plods  dully  on,  to  bear  that  weight  in  me, 
As  if  by  fome  inllindl  the  wretch  did  know 
His  rider  lov'd  not  fpeed,  being  made  from  thee. 
The  bloody  fpur  cannot  provoke  him  on 
That  fometimes  anger  thrufts  into  his  hide  ; 
Which  heavily  lie  anfwers  with  a  groan. 
More  fharp  to  me  than  fpurring  to  his  fide; 

For  that  fame  groan  doth  put  this  in  my  mind,— ~ 
My  grief  lies  onward,  and  my  joy  behind. 
Thus  can  my  love  excufe  the  flow  offence 
Of  my  dull  bearer,  when  from  thee  I  fpeed: 
From\vhere  thoaart  why  fhould  I  halfe  me  thence? 
Till  I  return,  of  polling  is  no  need. 
O,  what  excufe  will  my  pocr  beaft  then  find, 
V/hen  fwift  extremity  can  feem  but  flow  ? 
Then  fliould  I  fpur,  though  mounted  on  the  wind  ; 
In  winged  fpeed  no  motion  (hall  I  know  : 
Then  can  no  horfe  with  my  defire  keep  pace ; 
Therefore  delire,  of  perfe<ft  love  being  made, 
-Shall  neigh  (no  dull  flefli)  in  his  fiery  race; 
But  love,  for  love,  thus  mall  excufe  my  jade; 
Since  from  thee  going  he  went  wilful-flow. 
Towards  thee  I'll  run,  and  give  him  leave  to  gc. 
So  am  I  as  the  rich,  whofe  blefled  key 
Can  bring  him  to  his  fweet  up-locked  treafure, 
The  which  he  will  not  every  hour  furvey, 
For  blunting  the  fine  point  of'feldom  picafu«;. 
Therefore  are  feaits  fo  folemn  and  fo  rare. 
Since  feldom  coming,  in  the  long  year  fet, 
Like  ftones  of  worth  they  thinly  placed  are, 
Or  captain  jewels  in  the  carcaaet. 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  you,  as  my  chcft, 
Or  as  the  wardrobe,  Which  the  robe  doth  hide, 
,To  make  fome  fpecial  inftant  fpecial-blefi:, 
By  new  unfolding  his  imprifon'd  pride. 

Biefled  are  you,  wl"K)fe  worthinefs  gives  fcop*,. 
Being  had,  to  triumph,  being  lacked,  to  hope. 

What  is  your  fubftance,  whereof  are  you  made, 
That  millions  of  ftrange  fhadows  on  you  tend  '} 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  onefliade, 
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And  you,  but  one,  csn  every  fliadow  knd. 

T)ercribe  Adonis,  and  the  counterfeit  - 

Is  poorly  imitated  after  you  ; 

•On  Helen's  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  fcr, 

And  you  in  Grecian  tires  are  painted  new : 

Speak  of  the  fpring,  and  foizon  of  the  year; 

The  one  doth  lhadow  of  your  beauty  fliow, 

I'he  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear ; 

And  you  in  every  blefTed  (hape  we  know, 
In  all  external  gr.ice  you  have  fome  part, 
But  you  like  none,  none  you,  for  conflant  heart. 

O,  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  feem, 

By  that  fweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give ! 

The  rofe  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem 

For  that  fweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  live. 

The  canker-bloortis  have  full  as  deep  a  dye, 

As  the  perfumed  tincture  of  tlic  rofes ; 

Hang  on  fuch  thorns,  and  play  zs  wantonly 

When  fummer's  breath  their  mafked  buds  difclofes; 

But,  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  fhow, 

They  live  unwoo'd,  and  unrcfpe<£ted  fade; 

Die  to  themfeives,  Sv/eet  rofes  do  not  fo  ; 

Of  their  fweet  deaths  are  fwecteft  odours  made: 
And  fo  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth. 
When  that  (hall  fade,  my  verfe  diftils  your  truth. 

Not  marble,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 

Of  princes,  fnall  out-live  this  powerful  rhyme ; 

But  you  fliali  fliine  more  bright  in  thefe  contents 

Than  unfwept  fione,  befmear'd  with  fluttilh  time. 

When  wafteful  war  fhall  ftatucs  overturn, 

And  broils  root  out  the  works  of  mafonry, 

Nor  Mars  his  fword  nor  war's  quick  fire  lhall  burn 

The  living  record  of  your  memory. 

^Gainft  death  and  all-oblivious  enmity 

Shall  you  pace  forth  ;  your  praife  fhall  Hill  fnid  room 

Even  in  tiie  eyes  of  all  poflerity, 

That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 
So,  till  the  judgment  that  yourfelf  arife, 
You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lover's  eyes.  , 

"Sweet  love,  renew  thy  force;  be  it  not  faid, 

Thy  edge  ihould  blunter  be  than  appetite; 

Which  but  to-day  by  feeding  is  allay'd, 

To-morrow  fharpen'd  in  his  former  might: 

So,  love,  be  thou;  although  to-day  thou  (ill 

'i'hy  hungry  eyes,  even  till  they  wink  with  fiilnefs, 

To-morrow  fee  again,  and  do  not  kill 

The  fpirit  of  love  wilh  a  perpetual  dulnefs. 

Let  this  fad  interim  like  the  ocean  be, 

Which  parts  the  fhore,  where  two  contra<5tcd-new 

Come  d:)ily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  fee 

Return  of  love,  more  bleft  may  be  the  view  : 
Or  call  it  winter,  which  being  full  of  care. 
Make  lummcr's  welcome  thrice  more  wilh'd,  more  rai^. 
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Being  your  Have,  what  fhould  I  do  but  tend'- 
Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  defire  ? 
1  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  fpend,  - 
Nor  fervices  to  do,  till  ycu  require.  • 
Kov  dare  I  chide  the  woild-wlthout-end  hour, 
Whilft  I,  my  fovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  you, 
Nor  think  the  bitternefs  of  ab fence  four. 
When  you  have  bid  your  fei  vsnt  once  adieu  ; 
Nor  dare  I  queition  with  my  jealous  thought, 
Where  you  may  be,  or  your  affairs  fuppofe  ; 
But,  like  a  faJ  ilave,  flay  and  thirik  ot  nought, 
Save,  where  you  are,  how  haj^py  you  make  thofe  : 
So  true  a  fool  is  love,  that  in  your  will 
(Though  you  do  any  thing)  h'e  thinks  no  ill. 

That  God  forbid,  that  made  me  fjril  your  flave, 

1  Ihould  in  thought  centroul  your  times  of  pleafarc, 

Or  at  your  hand  the  account  of  hours  to  crave, 

Being  your  valTal,  bound  to  flay  your  Icifure: 

O,  let  me  futfcr  (being  at  your  beck) 

The  imprifon'd  abfence  of  your  liberty  ; 

And  patience,  tame  to  faffcrance,  bide  each  check; 

Without  accufing  you  of- injury. 

Be  where  you  lift  ;  your  charter  is  fo  ftrong, 

That  you  yourfelf  may  privilege  your  time: 

Do  what  you  will,  to  you  it  doth  belong 

Yourfelf  to  pardon  of  felf-doing  crime. 

I  am  to  wait,  though  waiting  fo  be  hell  ; 

Not  blame  your  pleafure,  be  it  ill  or  well. 

If  there  be  nothing, new,  but  that,  which  is, 
Hath  been  before,  how  are  our  brains  beguil'd, 
Which,  labouring  for  invention,  bear  amifs 
The  fecond  burthen  of  a  former  child  ? 
G,  that  record  could  with  a  backward  look, 
Even  of  five  hundred  ccurfes  of  the  fun, 
Show  .me  your  image  in  fome  antique  book, 
Since  mind  at  firlt  in  character  was  d  jne  ! 
That  I  might  fee  what  the  old  world  could  fay, 
To  this  compofed  wonder  of  your  frame  ; 
Whether  we  are  mended,  or  whe'r  better  they, 
Or  whether  revolution  be  the  fame. 

O  !  fure  I  am,  the  wits  of  former  days- 
To  fubje£ls  worfe  have  given  admiring  praife. 
Like  as  the  waves  make  toward  the  pebbled  (hore, 
So  do  our  minutes  haften  to  their  end  ; 
Each  changinjr  place  with  that  which  goes  before. 
In  fequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 
Nativity  once  in  the  m.ain  of  light. 
Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown 'd, 
Crooked  eclipfes  ^gainfl:  his  glory  fight, 
And  time  that  gave,  doth  now  this  gift  confound. 
Time  doth  transfix  the  flourifh  fet  on  youth, 
-A  nd  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow  j 
Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth, 
And  nothing  Hands  but  for  his  fcythc  to  mow  : 
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And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  veiTe  ftiall  fland, 

Piaifing  thy  worth,  dcfpight  his  cruel  hand. 

Is  it  thy  will,  thy  image  Ihould  keep  open 

My  heavy  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  ? 

Doft  thou  defire  my  flumbers  rfioiiid  be  broken, 

While  fhadov/s,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  fight? 

Is  it  thy  fpirit  that  then  fend'ft  from  thee 

So  far  from  hr^me,  into  my  deeds  to  pry  ; 

To  find  out  fhames  and  idle  hours  in  me. 

The  fcope  and  tenour  of  thy  jealoufy  ? 

O  no  !  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  fo  great; 

It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake; 

Mine  ow  n  true  love  that  doth  my  rti\  defeat, 

To  play  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  fake  : 

For  thee  watch  I,  whilfl:  thou  dofi:  wake  clTewheFC^ 
Prom  rne  far  off,  with  others  all-too-near. 

Sin  of  felf--ove  pofiefTeth  all  mine  eye, 

Aod  all  my  foul,  and  all  my  every  part  j 

And  foi  this  fin  tliere  is  no  rcmcdy_y 

It  is  fo  grounded  inward  in  my  heart. 

Methinks  no  face  fo  gracious  is  as  mine, 

Ko  ihape  fo  tiue,  no  truth  of  fuch  account; 

And  for  mvfelf  mine  own  worth  do  define. 

As  I  ail  other  in  all  worths  furmount. 

But  when  my  glafs  fiiews  me  myfclf  indeed, 

Beatcd  and  chopp'd  withtann'd  antiquity, 

Mine  owr.  feif-love  quite  contrary  I  read, 

Self  tofelf-loving  were  iniquity. 

-Tis  thee  (myfelf)  that  for  myfelf  I  praife. 
Painting  my  age  v.  ith  beauty  of  thy  days. 

Againli  my  love  fliall  be,  as  I  am  now, 
With  Time's  injurious  hand  crufh*d  and  o'er-worn  ; 
When  hours  have  drain'd  his  blood,  and  fiU'd  his  brow 
With  lines  and  wrinkles ;  when  his  youthful  mora 
Hath  travel! 'd  on  to  age's  fteepy  night :  > 
And  all  thofe  beauties,  whereof  now  he's  king, 
Are  vanilhing  or  vanifiiM  out  of  fight,. 
Stealinp^  jiway  the  trcafure  of  his  fpring ; 
For  fuch  a  time  do  1  now  fortity 
Againii  confounding  age's  cruel  knife, 
That  he  ftiall  never  cut  from  m.em.ory 
My  fweet  love's  hrauty,  though  my  lover's  life: 
His  beauty  (hall  in  thefe  black  lines  be  feen, 
And  they  (hall  hve,  and  he  in  them  Ifill  gieen. 
When  I  have  feen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defac'd 
The  rich  proud  col^  of  out-worn  bury'd  age: 
When  fometirne  lofty  towers  I  fee  down  raz'd. 
And  brafs  eternal  flavc.to  niortal  rage  : 
Advantage  on  the  kingdom  of  the  ihore. 
And  the  firm  foil  win  of  the  watery  main, 
Increaiing  ftore  with  lofs,  and  lofsSvith  llore ; 
When  I  liave  feep  fuch  interchange  of  ftate, 
0»  ibte  irfelf  cojjfoiindcd  to  d:cay5 


Ruin  hnth  taught  me  thus  to  ruminate — 
That  Time  will  come,  and  take  my  love  away. 
This  thought  is  as  a  death,  which  cannot  choofe 
But  weep  to  have  that  which  it  fears  to  lofe. 

Since  brafs,  nor  ftone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundlefs  Tea, 
But  fad  mortality  o'er-fways  their  power, 
How  with  this  rage  (hall  beauty  hold  a  plea, 
Whofe  adlion  is  no  flronger  than  a  flower? 
O,  how  fliall  fummer's  honey  breath  hold  out 
Againft  the  wreckful  liege  of  battering  days, 
When  rocks  impregnable  are  not  fo  ftout. 
Nor  gates  of  Heel  fo  l^rong,  but  time  decays  ? 
O  fearful  meditation !  where,  alack, 
Shall  Time's  beft  jewel  from  Time's  cheft  lie  hid  ? 
Or  what  ftrong  hand  can  hold  his  fwift  foot  back  f 
Or  who  his  fpoil  of  beauty  can  forbid  ? 
O  none,  unlefs  this  miracle  have  might. 
That  in  black  ink  my  love  may  ftill  ihine  bright^ 

Tir'd  with  all  thefe,  for  reftful  death  I  cry, — 
As,  to  behold  defert  a  beggar  born. 
And  needy  notbiog  trimm'd  in  jollity, 
And  pureft  faith  unhappilv  fcrfworn. 
And  gilded  honour  fhamefuUy  mifplac'd^ 
And  maiden  virtue  rudely  ftrumpeted, 
And  right  perfedlion  wrongfully  difgrac'd, 
And  ftrength  by  limping  fway  difablcd, 
And  art  made  tongue-ty'd  by  authority, 
And  folly  (do6lorl-ike)  controling  fkill,     *  ' 
And  Ample  truth  mifcall'd  fimplicity, 
And  captive  good  attending  captain  ill : 
Tir'd  with  all  thefc)  from  thefe  would  I  be  goney 
Save  that,  to  die,  I  leave  my  love  alone. 

Ah  !  wherefore  with  infe(flion  fhould  he  live, 
And  with  his  prefence  grace  impiety. 
That  fin  by  him  advantage  (hould  achieve;,  ■ 
And  lace  itfelf  with  his  fociety  ? 
Why  fhould  falfe  painting  ^imitate  his  check;,"- 
And  jfteal  dead  feeing  of  his  living  hue? 
Why  fhould  poor  beauty  indircdily  feek 
Rofes  of  lhadow,  ilnce  his  rofe  is  true? 
Why  fhould  he  live,  now  nature  bankrupt  is, 
Beggar'd  of  blood  to  blufh  through  lively  veins  ? 
For  file  hath  no  exchequer  now  but  his. 
And  proud  of  many,  lives  upon  his  gains. 
O,  him  fhe  flores,  to  fhew  what  wealth  fhe 
In  days  long  fince,  before  thefe  laft  fo  bad. 
Thus  is  his  cheek  the  map  of  days  out-worn, 
When  beauty  liv'd  and  died,  as  flowers  do  now^  - 
Before  thefe  baftard  flgns  of  fair  were  borne, 
Or  durft  inhabit  on  a  living  brow  ; 
Before  the  golden  trefTes  of  the  dead. 
The  right  of  fepalchres,  were  fhorn  away 
live  afccond  life  onfecond  head  ; 
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Ere  beauty's  dead  fleece  made  another  gay : 
In  him.  thofe  holy  antique  hours  are  feen, 
Without'  all  ornament,  itfelf,  and  true, 
Making  no  fumnier  of  another's  green, 
Robbing  no  old  to  drefs  his  beauty  new  ; 

And  him  as  for  a  map  doth  nature  Itore, 

To  (how  falfs  art  what  beauty  was  of  yore. 

Thofe  parts  of  thee  that  the  world's  eye  doth  view, 
V/ant  nothing  that  the  thought  cf  hearts  can  mend  ; 
All  tongues  (the  voice  of  fouls)  give  thee  that  due, 
Uttering  bare  truth,  even  fo  as  foes  commend. 
Thine  outward  thus  with  outward  praife  is  crown'd  ; 
But  thofe  fame  tongues  that  give  thee  fo  thine  own, 
In  other  accents  do  this  praife  confound, 
By  feeing  farther  than  the  eye  hath  fhown. 
They  look,  into  the  beauty  of  thy  mind, 
And  that,  in  giiefs,  they  meafure  by  thy  deeds  ; 
Then  (churls)  their  thoughts,  although'their  eyes  were  kind, 
To  thy  fair  flower  add  the  rank  fmell  of  weeds : 
But  why  thy  odour  matcheth  not  thy  ftiov/, 
The  folve  is  this,— that  thou  doft  common  grow. 

That  thoi3  art  blam'd  (hall  not  be  thy  defeat, 

For  ilander's  mark  was  ever  yet  the  fair  ; 

The  ornament  of  beauty  is  fufpeft, 

A  crow  that  flies  in  heaven's  fweeteft  air. 

So  thou  be  good,  flander  doth  but  approve 

Thy  worth  the  greater,  being  woo'd  of  time ; 

For  canker  vice  the  fweeteft  buds  doth  love, 
.  And  thou  prefcnt'fl:  a  pure  unftained  prime. 

Thou  haft  pafs'd  by  the  ambufh  of  young  daySj 

Either  not  afTjil'd,  or  victor  being  charg'd  ; 

Yet  this  thy  praife  cannot  be  fo  thy  praife. 

To  tie  up  envy  ,  evermore  cnJaig'a  : 
If  fome  fufp:     of  ill  mafk'd  not  thy  fhow, 
Then  thou  alone -kingdoms  of  hearts  fhould'ft  owe. 

No  longer  mnurn  for  me  when  I  am  dead. 
Than  you  fhall  hear  the  furly  fuUen  bell 
Give  warning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 
From  this  vile  world,  with  viiefl:  worms  to  dwells 
Kay,  if  ycni  read  this  line,  remember  not 
The  hand  that  writ  it ;  fori  love  you  fo, 
That  1  in  your  iwect  thoughts  would  be  forgot, 
If  thinking  on  me  then  fhould  make  you  woe, 
O  if  (I  fay)  you  look  upon  this  verfe, 
.  "When  I  perhaps  compounded  am  with  clay, 
Do  not  fo  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearfe  ; 
But  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decay  : 

Lefl:  the  wife  world  (houldlook  into  your  moan, 
And  mock  you  with  me  after  I  am  gone. 
O,  left  the  world  fhould  talk  you  to  recite 
What  merit  liv'd  in  me,  that  you  (hould  bve 
After  my  death,— dear  love.  Forget  me  quite, 
For  you  in  mc  cai^  nothing  worthy  prove : 


Unlcfs  you  would  devife  fome  virtuous  lie, 
To  do  more  for  me  than  mine  own  defeit, 
And  hang  more  praife  upon  deceafed  I, 
Than  niggard  truth  would  willingly  impart : 
O,  left  your  true  love  may  feem  falfe  in  this, 
That  you  for  love  fpeak  well  of  me  untruC; 
My  name  be  buried  where  my  body  is, 
And  live  no  more  to  ftiame  nor  me  nor  you. 
For  I  am  Qiam'd  by  that  which  I  bring  forth. 
And  fo  Qiould  you,  to  love  things  nothing  worth. 
That  time  of  year  thou  may'ft  in  me  behold, 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
Upon  thofe  boughs  which  lhake  againft  the  cold^ 
Bare  ruin'd  choirs,  where  late  the  fweet  birds  fang. 

In  me  thou  feeft  the  twilight  of  fuch  day 

As  after  fun-fet  fadeth  in  the  weft  ; 

Which  by  and  by  black  night  doth  take  away, 

Death's  fecond  felf,  that  feals  up  all  in  reft. 

In  me  thou  feeft  the  glowing  of  fuch  fire, 

That  on  the  afties  of  his  youth  doth  lie  ; 

As  the  death-bed  whereon  it  muft  expire,^ 

Confum'd  with  that  which  it  was  nouriihed  by. 
This  thou  perceiv'ft,  which  makes  thy  love  moreftron 
To  love  that  well  which  thou  muft  leave  ere  long : 

But  be  contented  :  when  that  fell  arreft 
Without  all  bail  fliall  carry  me  away, 

My  life  hath  in  this  line  fome  intcreft. 

Which  for  memorial  ftill  with  thee  (hall  ftay. 

When  thou  revieweft  this,  thou  doft  review 

The  very  part  was  confecrate  to  thee. 

Tiie  earth  can  have  but  earth,  which  is  his  due  j 

My  fpirit  is  thine,  the  better  part  of  me  : 

So  then  thou  haft  but  loft  the  dregs  of  life. 

The  prey  of  worms,  my  body  being  dead  j 

The  coward  conqueft  of  a  wretch's  knife, 

Too  bafe  of  thee  .to  be  remembered. 

The  worth  of  that,  is  that  which  it  contains, 
And  that  is  this,  and  this  with  thee  remains. 

So  are  vou  to  my  thoughts,  as  food  to  life, 

Or  as  fweet  fcafon'd  ftiowers  are  to  the  ground  ; 

And  for  the  peace  of  you  1  hold  fuch  ih\\e 

As  'twixt  a  mifer  and  his  wealth  is  found  ; 

Now  proud  as  an  enjoyer,  and  anon 

Doubting  the  filching  age  will  fteal  his  treafure ; 

Now  counting  beft  to  be  with  you  alone, 

Then  better' d  that  the  world  may  fee  my  pleafure  r 

Sometime,  all  full  with  feafting  on  your  fight, 

And  by  and  by  clean  ftarved  for  a  look; 

Polfeffing  or  purfuing  no  delight, 

Save  what  is  had  or  muft  from  you  be  took. 
Thus  do  I  pine  ajid  furfeit  day  by  day. 
Or  gluttoning  on  all,  or  all  a-vvay. 

Why  is  my  verfe  fo  barren  of  new  pride  ? 
Sa  far  from  variation  or  quick  change  ? 
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Wliy,  with  the  time,  do  I  not  glance  afide 

To  new-found  methods  and  to  compounds  ilrange? 

Why  write  I  ilill  all  one,  ever  the  fame, 

And,  keep  invention  in  a  noted  weed, 

That  every  word  doth  aimoft  tell  my  name ; 

Showing  their  birth,  and  where  they  did  proceed  ? 

0  know,  fweet  love,  I  always  wri;:e  of  you 
And  you  and  love  are  ftill  my  argument; 
So  all  my  befi  is  dreffing  old  words  new. 
Spending  again  what  is  al.eady  fpent : 

For  as  the  fun  is  daily  new  and  old, 
So  is  my  love  ilill  telling  what  is  told. 

Thy  glafs  will  ftiew  thee  how  thy  beauties  wear,.. 
Thy  dial  how  thy  precious  minutes  wafte ; 
The  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  bear, 
And  of  this  bock  this  learning  may'fl  thou  tafte. 
The  wrinkles  which  thy  glafs  will  truly  ihow. 
Of  mouthed  graves  will  give  thee  memory  ; 
Thou  by  thy  dial's  ftiady  ftealth  may'ft  know" 
Time's  thievifli  progrefs  to  eternity. 
Look,  what  thy  memory  cannot  contain, 
Commit  to  thefe  wafte  blanks,  and  thou  fhalt  find 
Thofe  children  nurs'd,  deliver'd  from  thy  brain. 
To  take  a  new  acquaintance  of  thy  mind. 
Thefe  offices,  fo  oft  as  thou  wilt  look. 
Shall  profit  thee,  and  much  enrich  thy  book. 

So  oft  have  I  invok'd  thee  for  my  mufe, 
And  found  fuch  fair  afllftance  in  my  verfe, 
As  every  alien  pen  hath  gpt  my  ufe, 
And  under  thee  their  poefy  difperfe. 
Thine  eyes,  that  taught  the  dumb  on  high  to  fingj 
And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  fly, 
Have  added  feathers  to  the  iearned's  wing, 
And  given  grace  a  double  majefty. 
Yet  be  moft  proud  of  that  which  I  compile, 
Whofe  influence  is  thine,  and  born  of  thee  : 
In  others'  works  thou  doll  but  mend  the  flile,- 
And  arts  with  thy  fweet  graces  graced  be ; 
But  thou  art  all  my  art,  and  dofl  advance 
As  high  as  learning  my  rude  ignorance. 

Whilil  I  alone  did  call  upon  thy  aid, 
My  verfc  alone  had  all  thy  gentle  grace ; 
But  now  my  gracious  numbers  are  decay 'd, 
And  my  fick  mufe  doth  give  another  place.  . 

1  grant,  fweet  love,  thy  lovely  argument 
Deferves  the  travail  of  a  worthier  pen  ; 
Yet  what  of  thee  thy  poet  doth  invent, 
He  robs  thee  of,  and  pays  i^thee  again. 
He  lends  thjse  virtue,  and  he  fl:olc  that  word 
From  thy  behaviour  ;  beauty  doth  he  give. 
And  found  it  in  thy  cheek  ;  he  can  afford 
No  praife  to  thee  but  what  in  thee  doth  live. 

Then  thank  him  not  for  that  which  he  doth  fay^ 
Since  what  he  owes  thee  thou  thyfelf  dofl  pay. 
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O,  how  I  faint  when  I  of  you  do  write, 

Knowing  a  better  fpirit  doth  ufe  your  name, 

And  in  the  praife  thereof  fpends  all  his  might, 

To  make  me  tongue-tv'd,  fpeaking  of  your  fame! 

But  lince  your  worth  (wide,  as  the  ocean  is,) 

Th.e  humble     the  proudeil:  fail  doth  bear, 

My  faucy  bark,  interior  far  to  his, 

On  your  broad  main  doth  wilfully  appear. 

Your  fhalloweil  help  will  hold  me  up  afloat, 

Whillt  he  upon  your  faundlefs  deep  doth  ride  j 

Or,  being  v/reck'd,  I  am  a  worthlefs  boat. 

He  of  tall  building,  and  of  goodly  pride  : 
Then  if  he  thrive,  and  I  be  caft  away, 
The  worft  is  this ; —my  love  v»'as  my  decay. 

Or  I  fhall  live  your  epitaph  to  make, 

Or  you  furvive  when  I  in  earth  am  rotten  ; 

From  hence  your  memory  death  cannot  take,  - 

Although  in  me  each  part  will  be  forgotten. 

Your  name  from  hence  immortal  life  fhall  havc^ 

Though  I,  once  gone,  to  all  the  world  muft  die« 

The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave, 

When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyes  ihall  lie. 

Your  monument  fhall  be  my  gentle  verfe, 

V/hich  eyes  not  yet  created  fhall  o'er-rcad; 

And  tongues  to  be,  your  being  fhall  rehearfe. 

When  ail  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead; 
You  ilill  fliall  live  (fuch  virtue  hath  iny  pen,) 
Where  breath  mofl  breathes, — even  in  the  mouths  of  mcii. 

I  grant  thou.  W£rt  not  married  to  my  mufe. 

And  therefore  may'fl  without  attaint  o'er-look 

The  dedicated  words  which  writers  ufe 

Of  their  fair  fubjedl,  blefTmg  every  book. 

Thou  art  as  fair  in  knowledge  as  in  hue, 

Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  paft  my  praife ; 

And  therefore  art  enforc'd  to  feek  anew 

Some  fieflier  li-amp  of  the  time-betteriog  davs. 

And  do  fo,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  devi&'d 

What  flrained  touches  rhetorick  can  lend. 

Thou  truly  fair  wert  truly  fpmpathiz.'d 

In  true  plain  words,  by  thy  true-telling  friend  ; 
And  their  grofs  painting  might  be  better  us'd 
Where  cheeks  need  blood ;  in  thee  it  is  abus'd, 

I  never  faw  that  you  did  painting  need, 

And  therefore  to  your  falf  no  painting  fet ; 

I  found,  or  thought  I  found,  you  did  exceed 

The  barren  tender  of  a  poet's  debt : 

And  therefore  have  I  flept  in  your  report, 

That  yon  yourfelf,  being  extant,  well  might  fhow 

How  far  a  modern  quill  doth  come  too  fhort. 

Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  you  doth  grow. 

This  filence  for  my  fm  you  did  impute, 

Which  fhall  be  mofl  my  j^lory,  being  dumb  ; 

For  I  impair  not  beauty,  being  mute, 

When  others  would  give  life,  and  bring  a  tomb. 
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There  lives  more  life  in  one  of  your  fair  eyes  - 
Than  both  your  poets  c^n  in  praife  devife. 

Who  is  it  that  fays  moft?  which  can  fay  more, 
Than  this  rich  praife — that  you  alone  are  your 
In  whofe  confine  immured  is  the  ftorc, 
Which  Ihould  example  where  your  equal  grew. 
Lean  penury  within  that  pen  doth  dwell, 
That  to  his  fubjedl  lends  not  fome  fmali  glory; 
But  he  that  writes  of  you,  if  he  can  tell 
That  you  are  you,  he  dignifies  his  flory, 
Let  him  but  copy  what  in  you  is  writ,- 
Kot  making  worfe  what  nature  made  fo  clear, 
And  fuch  a  counter-part  flia]l  fame  his  wit, 
Making  his  ilile  admired  every  v/here. 

You  to  your  beauteous  blefnngs  add  a  curfe, 

Being  fond  on  praife,  which  makes  your  praifes  worfe. 

My  touguc-ty'd  mufe  in  manners  holds  her  ftiU, 
While  comments  of  your  praife,  richly  com.pil'd, 
Referve  their  charafter  with  golden  quill, 
And  precious  phrafe  by  all  the  miufes  fill'd, 
I  think  good  thoughts,  whilft  others  write  good  words, 
And,  like  unletter'd  clerk,  flill  cry  Amen 
To  every  hymn  that  able  fpirit  affords, 
In  polim'd  form  of  well-refined  pen. 
Hearing  you  prais'd,  I  fay,  'tis  so,  *tis  true, 
And  to  the  moll  of  praife  add  fomething  more  j 
But  that  is  in  my  thought,  whofe  love  to  you, 
Though  words  come  hindmofi,  holds  his  rank  befoye^- 
Then  others  for  the  breath  of  words  refpe<fl, 
Me  for  my  dumb  thoughts,  fpeaking  in  effedl. 

Was  it  the  proud  full  fail  of  his  great  verfe. 
Bound  for  the  prize  of  ail-too-precious  you, 
That  did  my  ripe  thoughts  in  my  brain  inherfe, 
Making  their  tomb  the  womb  wherein  they  grev.'  ^ 
Was  it  his  fpirit,  by  fpirits  taught  to  write 
Above  a  mortal  pitch,  that  ftruck  me  dead  ? 
Ho,  neither  he,  nor  his  corr peers  by  night. 
Giving  him  aid,  my  verfe  aftonifhed. 
He,  nor  that  affable  familiar  ghofl. 
Which  nightly  gulls  him  with  intelligence ; 
As  vi£lors,  of^ my  filence  cannot  boail ; 
I  was  not  fick  oi  any  fear  from  thence  : 

But  when  your  countenance  fill'd  up  his  line, 
Then  lack'd  I  matter ;  that  enfeebled  mine. 
Farewell !  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  pofTeiling, 
And  like  enough  thou  know'fl  thy  eftimatc  : 
The  charter  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releafmg 
My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 
For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting? 
And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  dclerving^ 
The  caufe  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting, 
And  fo  my  patent  back  again  is  fwcrving. 
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Thyfelf  thou  gav'i^,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowing, 
Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'ft  it,  elfe  mirtaking ; 
So  thy  great  gift,  upon  mifprifion  growing, 
Comes  home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter, 
In  fleep  a  king,  but  waking,  no  fuch  matter. 

When  thou  {halt.be  difpos'd  to  fet  me  light, 

And  place  my  merit  in  the  eye  of  Scorn, 

Upon  thy  fide  againft  myfelf  I'll  fight, 

And  prove  thee  virtuous  though  thou  art  forfworn. 

With  mine  own  wcaknefs  being  beft  acquainted, 

Upon  thy  part  I  can  fet  down  a  ftory 

Of  faults conceal'd,  wherein  I  am  attainted; 

That  thou,  in  lofing  me,  (halt  win  much  glory  j 

And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too ; 

For  bending  all  my  loving  thoughts  on  thee, 

The  injuries  that  to  myfelf  I  do, 

IXoing  thee  vantage,  double-vantage  me. 
Such  is  my  love,  to  thee  I  fo  belong, 
That  for  thy  right  myfelf  will  bear  all  wrong. 

Say  that  thou  didft  forfake  me  for  fome  fault, 

And  I  will  comment  upon  that  offence  : 

Speak  of  my  lamenefs,  and  I  ftraight  will  halt  j 

Againft  thy  reafons  making  no  defence. 

Thou  canft  not,  love,  difgrace  me  half  fo  ill, 

To  fet  a  form  upon  de.^ired  change. 

As  I'll  myfelf  difgrace  :  knowing  thy  will. 

I  will  acquaintance  ftranglc,  and  look  ftrange  ; 

Be  abfent  from  thy  walks  ;  and  in  my  tongue 

Thy  fweet-beloved  name  no  more  Hiall  dwell ; 

ieft  I  (too  much  profane)  lliouid  do  it  wrong. 

And  haply  of  our  old  acquaintance  tell. 
For  thee,  againft  myfelf  I'll  vow  debate. 
For  I  mull  ne'er  love  him  whom  thou  doll  hate. 

Then  hate  me  when  thou  wilt ;  if  ever,  now  ; 

Now  while  the  world  is  bent  my  deeds  to  crofs. 

Join  with  the  fpite  of  fortune,  make  me  bow. 

And  do  not  drop  in  for  an  after- lofs  : 

Ah  !  do  not,  when  my  heart  hath  fcap'd  this  (brrow, 

Come  in  the  rearward  of  a  conquer'd  woe  j 

Give  not  a  windy  night    rainy  morrow, 

To  linger  out  a  puipos'd  overthrow. 

If  thou  wilt  leave  me,  do  not  leave  me  laft, 

When  other  petty  griefs  have  done  their  fpite, 

But  in  the  onfet  come  ;  fo  (hall  I  tafte 

At  fint  the  very  woni  of  fortune's  might ; 

And  other  ftrains  of  woe,  which  no  w  feem  woe, 
"Compar'd  with  lofs  of  thee,  will  not  feem  fo. 
Some  glory  in  their  birth,  fome  in  their  fkill, 
Some  in  their  wealth,  fome  in  their  body's  force; 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  ill, 
Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  fome  in  their  horfe-^ 
And  every  humour  hath  his  adjundl  pleafure, 
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Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  alcove  tiie  reft ; 
But  thefe  particulars  are  not  my  meafure, 
All  thefe  I  better  in  one  general  beft. 
Thy  love  is  better  than  high  "birth  to  me, 
Richer  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garment's  coft, 
Of  more  delight  than  hawks  or  hor i'es  be, 
And  having  thee,  of  all  men's  pride  I  boaft. 
Wretched  in  this  alone,  that  thou  may'il  take 
All  this  away,  and  me  moft  wretched  make. 

But  do  thy  worft  to  fleal  thyfelf  away, 


And  life  no  longer  than  thy  love  will  ftay, 
For  it  depends  upon  that  love  of  thine. 
Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worft  of  wrongs, 
W.hcn  in  the  leaft  of  them  my  life  hath  end. 
I  fee  a  better  ft  ate  to  me  belongs 
Than  that  which  on  thy  humour  doth  depend : 
Thou  canft  not  vex  me  with  inconftant  mind, 
Since  that  my  life  on  thy  revolt  doth  lie. 
O,  what  a  happy  title  do  I  find, 
Happy  to  have  thy  love,  happy  to  die  ! 

But  what's  fo  bleffed-fair  that  fears  no  blot  ? 

Thou  may'ft  be  falfe,  and  yet  I  know  it  not : 

So  (hall  I  live,  fuppofing  thou  art  true, 

Like  a  deceived  hulband  ;  fo  love's  face 

May  ftill  feem  love  to  me,  though  alter'd  ne\<^; 

Thy  looks  with  m.e,  thy  heart  in  other  place: 

For  there  can  live  no  hatred  in  thine  eye, 

Therefore  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 

In  many's  looks  the  falfe  heart's  hiftory 

Is  writ,  in  moods  and  frowns  and  wrinkles  ftrange; 

But  heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree, 

That  in  thy  face  fweet  love  fhould  ever  dwell ; 

Whate'er  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  br, 

Thv  looks  fhould  nothing  thence  but  fweetnefs  telL 

How  like  Eve's  apple  doth  thy  beauty  grow,  ' 

If  thy  fweet  virtue  anfwer  not  thy  iliow  ! 
They  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  none, 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  moft  do  (liow, 
Who,  r^ioving  others,  are  thcmfelves  as  ftone, 
Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  flow  ; 
Thev  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces. 
And  hulhand  nature's  richers  from  expcnce; 
They  arc  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces, 
Others  but  ftcwards  of  their  excellence. 
The  fummer's  flower  is  to  the  furnmer  fweet, 
Though  to  itfelf  it  only  live  and  die; 
But  if  that  flower  with  bafe  infe^lion  meet. 
The  bafell  weed  out-braves  his  dignity ; 

For  fwecteft  things  turn  foureft  by  their  deeds ; 

Lilies  that  fefter,  fmell  far  worfe'than  weeds. 

How  fweet  and  lovely  doft  thou  make  the  fhamc, 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  fragraiat  rofc, 
Doth  fpot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  namef 
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O,  in  wliat  Tweets  dofl-  thou  thy  fins  enclofe ! 
That  tongue  that  tells  the  ftory  of  thy  days, 
Making  lafcivious  comments  on  thy  fport, 
Cannot  difpraife  but  in  a  kind  of  praife  j 
Naming  thy  name  blelTes  an  ili  report. 
O,  what  a  manfion  have  thofe  vices  got, 
Which  for  their  habitation  chofe  out  thee? 
Where  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot, 
And  all  things  turn  to  fair,  that  eyes  can  fee ! 
Take  heed,  dear  heart,  of  this  large  privilege  j 
The  hardeft  knife,  ill-us'd  doth  lofe  his  edge. 
Some  fay,  thy  fault  is  youth,  fomc  wantonnefs; 
Some  fay,  thy  grace  is  youth,  and  gentle  fport ; 
Both  grace  and  faults  are  lov'd  of  more  and  lefs : 
Thou  mak'lt  faults  graces  that  to  thee  refort. 
As  on  the  finger  of  a  throned  queen 
The  bafeft  jewel  v/ilJ  be  well  eHeem'd ; 
So  ai'e  thofe  errors  that  in  thee  are  fecn, 
To  truths  tranflated,  and  for  true  things  deemed. 
How  many  lambs  might  the  ftein  wolf  betray, 
if  like  a  lamb  he  could  his  looks  tranflate  ! 
How  many  gazers  might'll  thou  lead  away, 
if  thou  would'fl  ufe  the  ftrength  of  all  thy  Hate  ! 
But  do  not  fo  ;  I  love  thee  in  fuch  fort, 
As  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report. 

How  like  a  winter  hath  my  abfence  been 
From  thee,  the  pleafure  of  the  fleeting  year  ! 
What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  feen? 
What  old  December's  barenefs every  where  ! 
And  yet  this  time  remov'd  !  was  fummer'?  time; 
The  teeming  autumn,  big  with  rich  increafe, 
Bearing  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime. 
Like  widow 'd  wombs  after  their  lord's  deceafe-: 
Yet  this  abundant  iffue  feera'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfathei  'd  fruit  ; 
For  fummer  and  his  pleafures  wait  on  thee, 
And,  thou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mute; 
Or,  if  they  ling,  'tis  with  fo  dull  a  cheer. 
That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  winter's  near. 
From  you  have  I  been  abrerrt  in  the  fpring, 
V/hen  proud-pied  April,  drefs'd  in  all  his  trim. 
Hath  put  a  fpirit  of  yout-h  In  every  thing  ; 
That  heavy  Ssturn  1  ugh'd  and  -4eap'd  with  him. 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  fweet  fmcll 
Of  different  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue, 
Could  make  me  any  fiunmei's  fVory  tell, 
Or  fiom  their  prcud  lap  pluck  them  where  they  grew 
Nor  did  I  wonder  at  the  lily's  white. 
Nor  prarfe  the  deep  vermillion  in  the  rofe  ; 
They  were  but  fv/eet,  but  figxires  of  delight, 
Dr.iwn  after  you  5  you  pattern  of  all  thofe. 
Yet  feem'd  it  winter  Hill,  and,  you  aWay, 
As  with  your  (hadow  1  with  thefe  did  play ; 
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The  forward  violet  thus  did  I  chide:— 

Sweet  thief,  whence  diil  thou  fteal  thy  fwect  that  fmell 

If  not  from  my  loves  breath?  the  ])urple  pride 

Which  on  thy  foft  cheek  for  compiexion  dwells, 

In  my  love's  veins  thou  hall  toogrofsly  dv'd. 

The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand, 

And  buds  of  marjoram  had  llolen  thy  hair : 

The  rofes  fearfully  on  thorns  did-lland. 

One  blulhing  fhame,  another  white  defpair ; 

A  third,  nor  red  nor  white,  had  ftolen  of  both, 

And  to  his  robbery  had  annex'd  thy  breath  ; 

3^at,  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth 

A  vengeful  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 

More  flowers  I  noted,  yet  1  none  could  fee, 

But  fweeter  colour  it  had  Itulen  from  thee. 
Where  art  thou,  Mufe,  that  thou  forget' ft  fo  long 
To  fpeak  of  that  which  gives  thee  all  thy  might? 
Spend'fl"  thou  thy  fury  on  fome  worthlefs  fong, 
Darkening  thy  power,  to  lend  bafe  fubjedts  light? 
Return,  forgetful  Mufe,  and  llraight  redeem 
In  gentle  numbers  time  fo  idly  fpent  ; 
Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  lays  efleem. 
And  gives  thy  pen  both  ikiil  and  argument. 
Ilife,  reftive  Mufe,  ray  love's  fweet  face  furvejr, 
if  Time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there  j 
If  any,  be  a  fatire  to  deejay, 
And  make  Time's  fpoils  defpifed  every  where. 

Give  my  love  fame  fafter  than  Time  wallcs  life ; 

So  thou  prevent'fl:  his  fcythe,  and  crooked  knife. 

0  truant  Mufe,  what  (liall  be  thy  amends, 
'For  thy  neglcdl  of  truth  in  beauty  dy'd? 
Both  truth  and  beauty  on  m.y  lave  depends  ; 
So  doft  thou  too,  and  therein  dignify'd. 
Make  anfwer,  Mufe:  wilt  thou  not  haply  fay, 
Truth  needs  no-colour,  with  his  colour  flx'd  j 
Beauty  no  pencil,  beauty's  truth  to  lay  ; 

But  befl  is  beft,  if  never  intermix'd  ? 

Becaufe  he  needs  no  praife,  wilt  thou  be  dumb  ? 

Excufe  not  filence  fo  ;  for  it  lies  in  thee 

To  m.ake  him  much  out-live  a  gilded  tomb, 

And  to  be  prais'd  of  ages  yet  to  be. 

Tlien  do  thy  office,  Mufe  ;  I  teach  thee  how 
To  make  him  feem  long  hence  as  he  (hows  now. 

My  love  is  ftrengthen'd,  though  more  weak  in  fccming 

1  love  not  lefs,  thot^gh  lefs  the  Ihov/  appear : 
That  love  is  merchandiz-'d,  whofe  rich  cfteeming 
The  owner's  tongue  doth  publiih  every  where. 
Our  love  was  new,  and  then  but  in  the  fpring, 
When  I  was  wont  to^reet  it  with  my  lays  ; 

As  Philomel  in  funiilier's  front  doth  ling. 

And  flops  his  pipe  in  growih  of  riper  days; 

Not  that  the  fummer  is  lefs  pleafant  now 

Than  when  her  mournful  h;ymr,s  did  hu(h  the  night, 

But  that  Vv'ild  mufic  burdens  every  bough, 

And  fvvcets  grown  common  lofe  their  dsar  delight. 
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Therefore,  like  her,  I  fomeLlme  hold  my  tongac 
Becaufe  I  would  n  A  dull  you  v/ith  my  long. 
Alack  !  what  poverty  my  Mufe  brings  forth. 
That  having  fuch  a  fcope  t  >  fhew  her  pride, 
The  argument,  all  bare^  is  of  mor.^.  worth, 
Than  when  it  hath  my  added  praife  beftde. 
O,  blame  mc  not^  if  I  no  mors  can  wdte  I 
Look  hi  your  ghh^  and  there  r.ppeais  a  face, 
That  over-got^  my  blunt  hiveuti  jn  qulto, 
Dulling  my  lines,  and  doing  me  difgi%ic3. 
Were  it  noi  finful  thvMi,  iviiving  to  mendi 
To  mar  the  lubje<5t  that  Mrm  vv&s  well  ? 
For  to  noother'pafs  my  verfcs  twA, 
Than  of  your  g.nces  and  your  gifts  to  tell ; 
And  more,  much  more,  than  in  my  verfe  can  fit 
Your  own  glafs  fhuws  you  when  you  look,  in  it. 
To  me,  fair  friend,  you  never  can  be  old, 
For  as  you  were,  when  firft  your  eye  I  ey'  d, 
Such  feem^  your  beauty  iHll.   Thre^i  winters  cold 
Have  from  the  foreiis  mook  three  fummers'  pride  ; 
Three  beauteous  fprings  to  yellow  autumns  tuin'd, 
In  procefs  of  the  ieafons  have  I  feen  j 
The  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  burn'd. 
Since  hift  I  faw  youfreDi,  which  yet  are  green. 
Ah  !  yet  doth  beauty j  like  a  dial-Hand, 
Steal  from  his  figure,  and  no  pace  perceiv'd  j 
So  your  fweet  hue,  which  mechinks  rtill  d  th  ftaiid 
Hath  motion,  and  mine  t.ye  may  be  deceived ; 
For  fear  of  which,  hear  this,  you  :^ge  unbred, — 
Ere  you  were  born,  was  beauty's  fummer  dead. 
Let  not  my  love  be  call'd  idolatry, 
Kor  my  beloved  as  an  idol  Ihow, 
Since  all  alike  my  fongs  and  praifes  be, 
To  one,  of  one,  Itill  fuch,  and  ever  fo. 
Kind  is  my  love  to-day,  to-morrov/  kind, 
Still  confrant  in  a  wondrous  excellence  ; 
Therefore  my  verfe  to  condancy  confin'd, 
One  thhig  exprefling,  leaves  out  difference. 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  is  all  my  argument, 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  varying  to  other  words  ; 
And  in  this  change  is  my  invention  fpent. 
Three  themes  in  one,  which  wondrous  fcope  afford 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  have  often  liv'd  alone, 
Which  three,  till  now,  never  kept  feat  in  one. 
When  in  the  chronicle  of  wafted  time 
I  fee  de  fcriptions  of  the  falreft  wights, 
And  beauty  making  beautiful  old  rhyme, 
In  praife  of  ladies  dead,  and  lovely  knights, 
Then,  in  the  blazon  of  fweet  beauty's  beft. 
Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 
I  fee  their  their  antique  pen  would  have  exprefs'd 
Even  fuch  a  beauty  as  you  mafter  now. 
So  all  their  praifes  are  but  plophecies 
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Of  this  our  time>  all  you  prefiguring ; 
And,  for  they  look'd  but  with  divining  eyes. 
They  had  not  (kill  enough  your  worth  to  iing  : 
For  we,  which  now  behold  thefe  prefent  days, 
Have  eyes  to  wonder,  but  lack  tongues  to  praifc 
Not  niine  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  foul 
•  Of  the  wide  world  dreaming  on  things  to  come, 
Can  yet  the  leafe  of  my  true  love  controul, 
Supposed  as  forfeit  to  a  confinM  doom, 
The  mort;^!  moon  hath  her  eclipfc  endur'd, 
A!>d  the  fad  augurs  mock  their  own  prefage  ; 
Incertainties  now  crown  themfelvcs  afiur'd, 
And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endlefs  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  this  moft  baimy  time 
My  love  looks  frefh,  and  death  to  me  iubfcribes, 
Since,  fpite  of  him,  I'll  live  m  this  poor  rhyme, 
While  he  infults  o'er  dull  and  fpeechlefs  tribes  j 
And  thou  in  this  flialt  fir.d  thy  monument, 
When  tyrant's  creils  and  tombs  of  brals  are  fpent. 

What's  in  the  brain  that  ink  may  chara^T, 

Which  hath  not  figur'd  to  thee  my  true  fpirit  ? 

What's  new  to  (peak,  what  new  to  regiftcr, 

Th?.t  may  exprefs  ray  love  or  thy  dear  merit  ? 

Nothing,  fweetboy;  but  yet,  like  prayers  divine, 

J  muft  each  dny  fay  o'er  the  very  fame ; 

Counting  no  old  thing  old,  flv/U  mine,  I  thine, 

Even  as  when  firft  I  hallow'd  thy  fair  name. 

Soth.'  t  eternal  love  in  love's  frem  cafe 

Weighs  not  the  duil  and  injury  of  age, 

Nor  gives  to  neceflary  wrinkles  place, 

But  makes  antiquity  for  aye  his  page ; 
Finding  the  firft  conceit  of  love  there  bred, 
Where  time  and  outward  form  would  fhow  it  dead, 

O,  never  fay  that  I  was  falfe  of  heart, 
»     Though  abfence  feem'd  my  flame  to  qualify. 

As  eafy  might  I  from  myielf  depart, 

As  from  my  foul  which  in  thy  breafl:  doth  lie: 

That  is  my  home  of  love  :  if  I  have  rang'd, 

Like  him  that  travels,  I  return  again  ; 

Tuft  to  the  time,  not  with  the  time  exchang'd,— 

So  that  myfelf  bring  water  for  my  flain. 

Never  believe,  though  in  my  nature  reign 'd 

All  frailties  that  befiege  all  kinds  of  blood, 

That  it  could  fo  prepof^eroufly  be  ftain'd, 

To  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  fum  of  good, 
For  noching  this  wide  univerfe  I  call, 
Save  thou,  my  rofe ;  in  it  thou  art  my  all, 

Alis,  'tis  true,  I  have  gone  here  and  there, 

And  made  myielf  a  motley  to  the  view  ; 

Gor'd  mine  own  thoughts,  fold  cheap  what  is  moft  deafi 

Made  old  offences  of  affeftions  new  : 

Moft  true  it  is,  that  I  have  look'd  on  truth 

Ailaiicc  and  Urarigcly  j  but,  by  all  above, 
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Thefe  blenches  gave  my  heart  another  youth, 
And  worfe  efTays  prov'd  thee  my  beft  of  love. 
Now  all  is  done,  lave  what  ihall  have  no  end: 
Mine  appetite  I  never  more  will  grind 
On  newer  proof,  to  try  an  cider  friend, 
A  God  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confinM, 

Then  give  me  welcome,  next  my  heaven  the  beft, 
Even  to  thy  pure  and  moft  moft  loving  breail. " 

O,  for  my  fake  do  you  with  fortune  chide, 
The  guilty  goddefs  of  my  harmful  deeds, 
That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide 
Than  public  means,  which  public  manners  breeds. 
Thence  comes  it  that  my  name  receives  a  brand  j 
And  almofl  thence  my  nature  is  fubdu'd 
To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand  : 
Pity  me  then,  and  wifh  I  were  renew'd  ; 
Whilll:,  like  a  willing  patient,  I  will  drink 
Potions  of  eyfell,  'gainft  my  ftrong  infe<5tion  5 
No  bitterncfs  that  I  will  bitter  think. 
Nor  double  penance,  to  correift  corredlion. 
Pity  me  then,  dear  friend,  and  I  alTure  ye. 
Even  that  your  pity  is  enough  to  cure  me. 
Your  love  and  pity  doth  the  impreffion  fill 
Which  vulgar  fcandal  ftam.p'd  upon  my  brow; 
For  what  care  I  who  calls  me  well  or  ill. 
So  you  o'er-green  my  bad,  my  good  allow  ? 
You  are  my  all-the-world,  and  I  mull  ftrive 
To  know  my  (hames  and  praifes  from  your  tongue  ; 
None  elfe  to  me,  nor  1  to  none  alive. 
That  my  lleel'd  fenfe  or  changes,  right  or  wrong. 
In  fo  profound  abyfm  I  throw  all  care 
Of  others'  voices,  that  my  adder's  fenfe 
To  critic  and  to  ilattejer  flopped  are. 
Mark  hov/  with  my  neglect  I  do  difpenfe:— 
You  a.'e  fo  ih-ongly  in  my  purpofe  bred, 
I'hat  all  the  world  befides  methinks  they  are  dead. 

Since  1  left  you,  mine  eye  is  in  my  m^ind  ; 
And  that  wiiicli  governs  me  to  go  about, 
Doth  part  his  function,  and  is  paitly  blind,  • 
Seems  feeing,  but  effectually  is  out : 
For  it  no  form  delivers  to  the  heart 
Of  bird,  of  flower,  or  (hape,  which  it  doth  latch  ; 
Gf  his  q,uick  objedLS  hath  the  mind  no  part, 
Nor  his  own  vifion  holds  what  it  doth  catch  ; 
For  if  it  fee  the  rud'fi:  or  gentleft  fight, 
The  moil  fweet  favour,  or  deformed'ii:, creature, 
The  mountain  or  the  fea,  the  day  or  night. 
The  crow  or  dove,  it  Irippes  them  to  your  feature: 
Incapable  of  more,  replete  with  you, 
My  rnoiT  true  mind  thus  maketh  mine  untrue. 
Or  whether  doth  my  mind,  being  crown'd  with  you^ 
Diinkup  the  monarch's  plague,  this  flattery, 
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Or  whether  (hall  I  fay,  mine  eye  faith  true, 

And  that  your  love  taught  it  this  alchymy, 

To  make,  of  monfters  and  tilings  indigefV, 

Such  cherubims  as  your  fweet  felf  refemblej 

Creating  every  bad'a  perfe<£l  bef^, 

As  faft  as  objc<fts  to  his  beams  affemble  ? 

O,  *tis  the  iirft ;  *tis  flattery  in  my  feeing, 

And  my  great  mind  moil  kingly  drinks  it  up  : 

Mine  eye  well  knows  what  with  his  guft  is  'greeinr;? 

And  to  his  palate <loth  prepare  the  cup: 

If  it  be  poifon'd,  'tis  the  lelTer  fin 

That  mine  eye  loves  it,  and  doth  firft  begin. 
Thofe  lines  that  I  before  have  writ,  do  lie, 
Even  thofe  that  faid  I  could  not  love  you  dearer : 
Yet  then  my  judgment  knew  no  reafon  why 
My  moft  full  flame  (hould  afterwards  burn  clearer. 
But  reckoning  time,  vyrhofemillion'd  accidents 
Creep  in  'twixt  vows,  and  change  decrees  of  kings. 
Tan  facred  beauty,  blunt  the  fharp'll  intents, 
Divert  lirong  minds  to  the  courfe  of  altering  things  j 
Alas  !  why,  fearing  of  time's  tyranny, 
Might  I  net  then  fay,  now  I  love  you  best, 
When  I  was  certain  o'er  incertainty, 
Crowning  the  prefent,  doubting  of  the  rci^  ? 

Love  is  a  babe;  then  might  I  not  fay  fo. 

To  give  full  growth  to  that  which  rfilldoth  guw  * 
Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 
Admit  impediments.    Love  is  not  love, 
Which  alters  when  it  alteration  £nds ; 
Or  bends,  with  the  remover  to  remove: 
O  no  !  it  is  an  ever-fixed  mark. 
That  looks  on  tempefl-s,  and  is  never  fhaken  ; 
-Ir  is  the  liar  to  every  wandering  bark, 
WLofe  worth's  unknown,  although  his  height  be  taken. 
Love's  not  Time's  fool,  though  rofy  iips  and  checks 
Within  his  bending -fickle's  com.pals  come  ; 
Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  week?. 
But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 

If  this  be  e  Tor,  and  upon  me  prov'd, 

I  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  lov'd. 
Accufe  me  thus ;  that  I  have  fcanred  ail 
Wherein  I  fhould  your  great  defer-ts  repay  j 
Forgot  upon  your  deareft  love  to  call, 
Whereto  all  bonds  do  tie  me  day  by  day  ; 
That  I  have  frequent  been  with  unknown  minJ<;, 
And  given  to  time  vour  own  dear-pia-'jhas'd  right  j 
That  i  have  hoifled  fail  to  all  the  wir.ds 
Which  (hould  tranfport  me  farthefl  from  your  fight  t 
Book  both  my  wilful nefs  and  errors  down, 
Andonfa^^  proof,  fu/mife  accuniuirt'^, 
Brirg  me  within  the  level  of  your  frown. 
But  Ib.oot  net  at  me  in  your  waken'd  hate: 

Since  my  appeal  fays,  1  did  11  rive  to  prove 

The  conUancy  ar.d  virtue  of  yowi  luvc. 


SONNETS. 


Like  as,  to  make  our  appetites  more  keen, 
With  eager  compounds  we  our  palate  urge ; 
As,  to  prevent  our  maladies  unfeen, 
We  ficken  to  ftiun  ftcknefs,  when  we  purge  j 
Even  fo,  being  fiiil  of  your  ne'er-cloying  fweetnefsi 
To  bitter  fauces  did  1  frame  my  feeding; 
And,  fick  of  welfare,  found  a  kind  of  meetnefs 
To  be  difeas'd,  ere  that  there  was  true  needing. 
Thus  policy  in  love,  to  anticipate 
The  ills  that  were  not,  grew  to  faults  aflTur'dy 
And  brought  to  medicine  a  healthful  ftate, 
Which,  rank  of  goodnefs,  would  by  ill  be  cur'd: 
But  thence  I  learn,  and  find  the  lefTon  true, 
Drugs  poifon  him  that  fo  fell  ftck  of  you. 

What  potions  have  I  drank  of  fyren  tears, 

Diliiil'd  from  limbecks  foul  as  hell  within,. 

Applying  fears  to  hopes,  and  hopes  to  fears, 

Still  loiing  when  I  faw  myfelf  to  win  ! 

What  wretched  errors  hatn  ray  heart  committed, 

Whillt  it  hath  thought  itfelf  fo  bleffed  never  ! 

How  have  mine  eyes  out  of  their  fpheres  been  fitted, 

In  the  diftra<flion  of  this  madding  fever  ! 

0  benefit  of  ill !  nov/  I  find  true. 
That  better  is  by  evil  ftill  made  better; 
And  ruin's  love,  when  it  is  built  anew, 

Grov/s  fairer  than  at  firft,  more  ftrong,  far  greater. 

So  I  return  rebuk'd  to  my  content, 

Ar.d  gain  by  ill  thrice  more  than  I  have  fpent. 
That  you  were  once  unkind,  befriends  me  now. 
And  for  that  forrow,  which  I  then  did  feel. 
Needs  muft  J  under  my  tranfgrelTion  bow, 
Unlefs  my  nerves  were  brafs  or  hammer'd  fteeL 
For  if  you  were  by  my  unkindnefs  fhaken. 
As  I  by  yours,  you  have  pafs'd  a  hell  of  time; 
And  I,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leifure  taken 
To  weigh  how  once  I  fuffer'din  your  crime. 
C  that  our  night  of  woe  might  have  remcmbei'd 
My  deepeft  fenfe,  how  hard  true  forrow  hits  ; 
And  foon  to  you,  as  you  to  me,  then  tendcr'd 
The  hurrvbie  falve  which  wounded  bofoms  fits  I 

But  that  your  trefpafs  now  becomes  a  fee  ; 

Mine  ranforas  yours,  and  yours  muft  ranfom  me.. 

'Tis  better  to  be  vile,  than  vile  efteem'd, 

When  not  to  be  receives  reproach  of  being  ; 

And  che  juft  pleafure  loft,  which  is  fo  deem'd 

Kot  by  our  feeling,  but  by  others'  feeing. 

For  why  fhould  others'  falfe  adulterate  eyes 

Give  falutation  to  my  fportive  blood  ?  ° 

Or  on  my  frailties  M-hy  are  frailer  fpies. 

Which  in  their  wills  count  bad  what  1  think  good? 

Ko,— -I  am  that  I  am  ;  and  rhcy  that  level 

At  my  abufcs,  reckon  up  their  own  ; 

1  may  be  ftraight,  thoi  gh  they  rncms''ch'cs  he  bevel,- 
By  their  rank  thoughts  my  Cecds  muft  not  be  lh:  wn 
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Unlefs  this  general  evil  they  maintain,— 
All  men  are  bad,  and  in  their  badnefs  reigu  : 

Thy  gift,  thy  tables,  are  within  my  Lraia 
Full  chaiacler'd  with  lafling  memoi'y, 
Which  fliall  above  that  idle  rank  remain, 
Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity  : 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  fo  long  r  s  brain  and  heart 
Have- faculty  by  nature  to  fubfifc ; 
Till  each  to  rais'd  oblivion  yield  his  pait 
Of  thee,  thy  record  never  can  be  mifs'd. 
That  poor  retention  could  not  fo  much  hold, 
Nor  need  1  tallies,  thy  dear  love  to  fcore ; 
Therefore  to  give  them  from  me  was  I  bold, 
To  trull  thofe  tables  that  receive  thee  more : 

To  keep  an  adjundt  to  remember  thee, 

Weie  to  im.port  forgetfulnefs  in  me. 

No  !  Time,  thou  lliait  not  boaft  that  I  do  change : 
Thy  pyramxids,  buik  up  with  nev/er  might. 
To 'me  are  nothing  novel,  nothing  llrange ; 
They  are  but  drelfmgs  of  a  former  fight. 
Our  dates  are  brief,  and  therefore  we  admire 
What  thou  dofc  foiftupon  u^that  is  old  ;  . 
And  rather  make  them  born  to  our  delire. 
Than  think  that  v/e  before  have  heard  them-  told. 
Thy  regifl-ers  and  thee  I  both  defy, 
Not  wondering  at  the  prefent  nor  the  pail: 
For  thy  records  and  what  we  fee  do  lie, 
Made  more  or  ieis  by  thy  continual  haile; 

This  I  do  vow,  and  this  lliali  ever  be, 
■    I  v/ili  be  true,  dei^^ite  thy  fcythe  and  thee ; 
If  my  dear  love  were  but  the  child  of  flate, 
It  might  for  fortune's  baflard  be  anfather'd. 
As  fiibjed^  to  time's  lo  /e,  or  to  time's  hate, 
Weeds  among  weeds,  or  flowers  with  iiowcrs  gatlier' 
No,  it  was  buiided  far  from  acc'.d'.nt  ; 
Ir  iif  iTcr.->  net  in  fmiling  pomp,  nor  fails 
Under  the  I]  ;V7  of  thralled  difcontent, 
Whereto  the  inviting  time  our  falhion  calls: 
It  fears  net  policy,  that  heveuc, 
Which  Vv'orks  on  leafes  of  fhort-number'd  hours, 
Put  all  alone  ilands  hugely  politic, 
T';?it  it  nor  grove's  v/ith  heat,  npr  d;ov/ns  with  (hovve 
To  this  1  witnefs  call  the  i.,      of  time, 
Which  die  forgooducfs,  who  laveliv'd  for  ciime. 
Were  it  aught  to  me  I  bore  the  can;;py, 
Wit,h  my  extern  the  outward  honouring. 
Or  iay'd'  great  bafes  for  ete.nity, 
"Which  prove  more  (hoit  than  wafle  or  ruining  ? 
Have  I  not  fcen  dwellers  on  form  and  fa\  our 
Lofe  all,  and  more,  by  paying  too  much  rent ; 
For  compr  und  fwect  foregoing  fimplc  favour^ 
Pitiful  ihrlvcrs^  iii  their  gq,z:pg  fbciitc: 
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No      let  me  be  ob'equious  In  thy  heart, 
And  take  thou  my  oblation,  poor  but  free. 
Which  is  not  mix'd  with  feconds,  knows  no  art, 
But  mutu?l  render,  only  me  for  tliee. 

Hence,  thou  fuborn'd  informer  !  a  true  foul, 
When  moil  ImpeachM,  ftands  Icall  in  thy  controul. 

O  thcu,  my  lovelv  boy,  who  in  thy  power 
Doft  hold  Time's  'fickle  glafs,  his  hckle,  hour ; 
Who  hart  by  waning  grown,  and  therein  (how'fl 
Thy  lovers  withering,  as  thy  fweet  felf  grow'ft  ; 
If  nature,  fovereign  rnif^refs;  over  wreck, 
As  thou  goeft  onwards,  rtill  will  pluck  thee  back^ 
She  keeps  thee  to  this  purpofe,  that  her  (kill 
May  time  dif^race,  and  wretched  minutes  kill. 
Yet" fear  her,  O  thou  minion  of  her  pleafure  ; 
She  may  detain,  but  not  ftill  keep  her  treafure: 
Her  audit,  though  delay 'd,  ^nfweiMmuIl  be, 
And  her  quietus  is  to  render  thee. 

In  the  old  age  black  was  n  )t  counted  fa!r. 
Or  if  it  were,  it  bore  not  beauty's  name  ; 
But  now  is  black  beauty's  fuccelTivc  heir, 
And  bcsuty  Hander'd  with  abaftard  fhame: 
For  finceeach  hand  hath  put  on  nature's  power, 
Fairing  the  foul  with  art's  falfe-borrow'd  face, 
Sweet  beauty  hath  no  name,  no  holy  h-^ur, 
But  isprofan'd,  if  not  lives  in  difgrace. 
Therefcjre  my  m-iflrcfs'  eyes  are  raven  black, 
Her  eyes  are'fu'tcd ;  and  they  mourners  feem 
At  fuch,  who,  not  b  -rn  fair,  no  beauty  lack. 
Slandering  creation  wirh  a  falfe  efceem  : 
Yet  fo  they  niwurn,  becoming  of  their  woe, 
That  eveiy  tongue  fays,  beruty  Ihouldlook  To, 

How  oft,  when  thou,  my  muflc,  mufic  plsy'l^, 
Upon  that  bkuTcd  wood  who!e  motion  founds 
W^irh  thy  Tweet  i^xngers,  when  thou  gently  fwayM, 
The  wiry  concord  that  mine  ear  confounds, 
Do  I  envy  thofe  jacks,  that  nimble  knp 
To  ki^'s  the  tender  inward  of  thy  hand, 
Whilft  my  poor  lips,  which  ihould  that  harvcf!  reap^ 
At  the  wood's  boldntis  by  thee  blufhing  ftand  [ 
To  be  fo  tickled,  they  would  change  their  ftate 
And  ntiiat'on  with  thofe  dancing  chips. 
O'er  whom  thy  fingers  walk  with  gentle  gait, 
Making  dead  wood  more  blefs'd  than  living  lips. 
Since  fancy  jacks  fo  happy  are  in  this. 
Give  them  thy  fingers,  me  thy  lips  to  kifs. 

The  expcnce  of  fpirit  in  a  wafte  of  fhame 
Is  luft  in  a<5lion  ;  and  till  a(fl!on,  luft 
Is  pcrjur'd,  murderous,  bloody,  full  of  blame,. 
Savage,  extreme,  rude,  cruel,  not  to  truft  ; 
Enjoy'd  no  fooner,  but  defpifed  ftraiglit ; 
Paft  reafon  hunted ;  and,  ao  ibonsr  hadj^ 
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P.-ift  reafon  b^.t^d,  as  a  fv/allowM  bait, 
On  puipofe  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad  : 
Mad  in  purfuit,  and  in  poffeffion  fo  ; 
Had,  haying,  and  in  qiielr  to  have,  extreme  j 
A  biifs  in  piooF,— and  prov-d,  a  veiy  v/oej 
Bsfoie,  a  joy  piv,pos'd  ;  behind,  a  dream : 
AH  this  the  world  well  knov/i ;  yvt  none  knows- well^ 
To  n;un  the  hcavgn  that  leads  va^n  to  this  hell, 
My  miltrefs'  Qy^$  are  ncthhig  like  the  fun  ; 
C(Tal  i.s  far  more  red  rhan  her  lips'  red  ; 
If  ("now  be  v/hite,  why  then  her  brcalls  are  dun  j- 
If  hairs  be  wires,  black  wires  grow  on  her  head, 
l.havefeen  rofes  damafk'd,  red  and  white, 
But  no  fuch  vofes  fee  I  in  her  cheeks ; 
And  in  fome  perfumes  is  there  more  delight 
Than  in  the  breath  that  fr  m  my  midrefs  reeks. 
I  love  to  hear  her  fpcak,— yet  well  I  know 
That  mufic  hath  a  far  more  pleafing  found ; 
I  grant  I  never  faw  a  goddefs  go,— 
My  miftrefs,  when  The  walks,  treads  on  the  groimd  ; 
And  yet,  by  heaven,  I  think  my  love  as  rare 
As  any  Ihe,  bely'd  v/ith  falfe  compare. 
Thou  art  as  tyrai-nous,  fo  as  thou  art, 
As  thofe  whofe  beauties  proudly  make  them  cruel 
For  well  thou  know' 11:  to  my  dear  doting  heart 
Thou  art  the  faireft  and  moft  precious  jewel. 
Yet,  in  good  faith,  fome  fay  that  thee  behold. 
Thy  foce  hath  not  the  power  to  make  love  groan 
To  fay  they  err,  I  dare  not  be  fo  bold. 


And,  to  be  fure  that  i&  not  falfe  I  fwear, 
A  thoufand  groans,  but.  thinking  on  thy  face. 
One  on  another's  neck,  do  witnefs  bear 
Thy  black  is  laireft  in  my  judgment's  place. 
In  nothing  art  thou  black,  fave  in  thy  deeds, 
And  thence  this- flander,  as  I  think,  proceeds. 
Thine  eyes  I  love,  and  they,  as  pitying  me. 
Knowing  thy  heart,  torment  me  with  difdain; 
Have  put  on  black,  and  loving  mourners  be, 
Looking  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 
And  truly  not  the  morning  fun  of  heaven 
Better  becomes  the  grey  cheeks  of  theeail, 
Nor  that  fail  liar  that  uflicrs  in  the  even 
Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  fobcr  weft, 
As  thofe  two  mourning  eyes  become  thy  face  ; 
O,  let  it  then  as  well  befeem  thy  heait 
To  m.ourn  for  m.e,  fince  mourning  doth  thee  grace,, 
And  fuit  thy  pity  like  in  every  part. 

Then  will  I  fwear,  beauty  herfelf  is  black. 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  complexion  lack. 
Bcfhrew  that  heart  that  makes  my  heart  to  groi^n 
For  that  deep  wound  it  gives  my  fr'end  and  ms  I 
Is't  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone, 
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But  flave  to  lUverv  my  fweet'fl  friend  muft  be? 
Me  from  myfelf  thy  cruel  eye  hath  taken, 
And  my  next  felf  thou  harder  haft  engiofs'd  j 
Of  him,  myfelf,  and  thee,  I  am  forfaken  ; 
A  torment  thrice  threefold  thus  to  be  crofs'd. 
Prifon  my  heart  in  thy  fleel  bofom/s  ward, 
Eut  then  my  friends  heart  let  my  poor  heart  bail 
Who  e'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  his  guard ; 
Thou  canft  not  then  ufe  rigour  in  my  gaol : 
And  yet  thou  wilt;  for  I,  being  pent  in  thee, 
Perforce  am-thine,  and  all  that  is  in  me. 

So  now  I  have  confefs'd  that  he  is  thine, 
And  I  myfelf  am  mortgag'd  to  thy  will  j 
Myfelf  I'll  forfeit,  fo  that  other  mine 
ThoLupilt  reftore,tO'be  ray  comfort  ftill : 
But  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  free, 
For  thou  art  covetous,  and  he  is  kind  ; 
He  learn'd  but,  furety-like,  to  write  for  me, 
•Under  that  bond  that  him  as  faft  doth  bind. 
The  ftatute  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take, 
Thou  ufurer,  that  put' ft  forth  all  to  ufe. 
And  fuc  a  friend,  came  debtor  for  my  fake ; 
So  him  I  lofe,  through  my  unkind  a'bufe. 

Him  have  I  loft ;  thou  haft  both  him  and  me ; 

He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  I  am  not  free. 

Whoever  hath  her  wifh,  thou  "haft  thy  will. 
And  will  to  boot,  and  will  in  over-plus  ; 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  ftill. 
To  thy  fweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  thou,  whofe  will  is  large  and  fpacious, 
Not  once  vouchfafe  to  hold  my  will  in  thine  ? 
Shall  will  in  others  feem  right  gracious, 
And  in  my  will  no  fair  acceptance  fhine  ? 
The  fea,  ail  water,  yet  receives  rain  ftill. 
And  in  abundance  adaeth  to  his  ftore  ; 
So  thou,  being  rich  in  will,  add  to  thy  will 
One  will  of  mine,  to  make  thy  large  will  moie  ! 

Let  no  unkind,  no  fair befeccher  kill; 

Think  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  Will. 

If  thy  foul  check  thee,  that  I  come  fo  near. 
Swear  to  thy  blind  foul  that  I  was  thy  Will, 
And  will,  thy  foul  knows,  is  admitted  there; 
Thus  far  for  love,  my  love-fuit,  fweet,  fulfill. 
Will  will  fulnl]  the  treafure  of  thy  love. 
Ay,  £11  it  full  with  vt^ills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  v/ith  eafc  we  lirove  j 
Among  a  number  one  is  reckon'd  none  : 
Then  in  the  number  let  me  pais  unt  .ld. 
Though  in  thy  ftores'  accou'nt  1  one  muft  be; 
For  nothing  hold  me.  fo  it  pica le  thee  hold 
That  nothing  me,  a  fomcthing  fwcf^t  to  thee : 
Moke  but'my  najnc  thy  love,  and  love  that  Irili 
And  then  thou  lav'ft  me, ---for  ray  name  is  VVi 
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Thou  blind  fool,  Love,  what  doft  thou  to  mine  eyes, 

That  they  behold,  and  fee  not  what  they  fee  ? 

They  know  what  beauty  is,  fee  where  it  lies, 

Yet  what  the  beft-  is,  take  the  worft  to  be. 

If  eyes  corrupt,  by  over-partial  looks, 

Be  anchored  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride. 

Why  of  eyes'  falfehood  haft  thou  forged  hooks, 

Whereto  the  judgment  of  my  heart  is  ty'd? 

Whylhould  my  heart  think  that  a  feveral  plot, 

Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  common  place? 

Or  mine  eyes  feeing  this,  fay,  this  is  not, 

To  put  fair  truth  upon  fo  foul  a  face  ? 

In  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  have  err'd, 
And  to  this  falfe  plague  are  they  now  transferred. 

When  my  love  fwears  that  Ihe  is  made  of  truth, 
I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  Ihe  lies ; 
That  (he  might  think  me  fome  untutor'd  youth, 
Unlearned  in  the  world's  falfe  fubtleties. 
Thus  vainly  thinking  that  (he  thinks  m,e  young, 
Although  die  knows  my  days  are  paft  the  beft, 
Simply  1  credit  her  fiilfe-fpeaking  tongue ; 
On  both  fides  thus  is  fimplc  truth  fuppreft. 
But  wherefore  fays  Ibe  not,  Ihe  is  unjuft? 
And  wherefore  fay  not  I,  that  I  am  old  ? 
O,  love's  beft:  habit  is  in  feeming  ti  uft, 
And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told  ; 

Therefore  I  lie  with  her.  and  (he  with  me. 

And  in  our  faults  by  lies  we  fiatter'd  be. 
O,  call  not  me  to  juftify  the  wrong, 
That  thy  unkindncfs  lays  upon  my  heart; 
Wound  me  not  with  rhine  eye,  but  with  thy  tongue; 
Ufe  power  with  power,  and  ilay  me  not  by  art. 
Tell  me  thou  lov'ft  elfewhere;  but  in  my  fight, 
Dear  heart,  forbear  to  glance  thine  eye  ahde. 
What  need'ft  thou  wound  with  cunning,  when  thy  might 
Is  more  than  my  o'er-prefs'd  defence  can  'bide? 
Let  me  excufe  thee  :  ah  !  ray  love  well  knows 
Ker  pretty  looks  have  been  my  enemies; 
And  therefore  from  my  face  (he  turns  my  foes. 
That  they  elfewhere  might  dart  their  injuries.: 

Yet  do  not  fo;  but  fince  I  am  near  (lain, 

Kill  m>e  out-right  vv'lth  looks,  and  rid  my  pain. 
Be  wiTe  as  thou  art  cruel ;  do  not  pi-efs 
IvTy  tongue-ty'd  patience  with  too  much  difdain 
Left  forrow  lend  me  words,  and  v/ords  express 
The  manner  of  m.y  pity-wanting  p.-^in 
If  I  might  teach  thee  wit,  better  it  w^re, 
Though  not  to  love,  yet,  love,  to  tell  me  fo; 
(  As  tefty  (ick  men,  when  their  deatlis  be  near, 
No  news  bu'  hf-a'th  from  thcii'  phyfitians  know'; 
I'T,  if  I  (hould  ('e'pair,  1  (hould  grow  mad. 
And  in  my  madncfr,  might  fpeak  ill  of  thee  : 
Kow  this  ill-wrefting  woild  i.s  gro  vn  fo  bad, 
Mau  fland-icrs  by  n-ad  Cvirs  bcii^ved  be. 
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That  I  may  not  be  fo,  nor  thou  bely'd, 

Bear  thine  eyes  ftraight,  though  thy  proud  hean  go  wide. 

In  faith  I  do  not  love  thee  with  mine  eyes, 

For  they  in  thee  a  thoufand  errors  note ; 

But  'tis  my  heart  that  loves  what  they  defpife, 

Who  in  deipight  of  view  is  pleas'd  to  dote. 

Nor  are  mine  ears  with  thy  tongue's  tune  delighted  j 

Nor  tender  feeling,  to  bafe  touches  prone, 

Nor  talle  nor  fmell,  defire  to  be  invited 

To  any  fenfual  feaft  with  thee  alone : 

But  my  five  wits,  nor  rny  five  fenfes  can 

Dififuade  one  fooliih  heart  from  ferving  thecy 

Who  leaves  unfway'd  the  likenefs  of  a  man, 

Thy  prbud  heart's  flave  and  vafi'al wretch  to  be: 
Only  my  plague  thus  far  I  count  my  gain, 
That  Ihe  that  makes  me  fin,  awards  me  pain. 

Love  is  my  fin,  and  thy  dear  virtue  hate, 
Hate  of  my  fin,  grounded  on  finful  loving: 
O,  but  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  ftate^ 
And  thou  (halt  find  it  merits  not  reproving, 
Or,  if  it  do,  not  from  thofe  lips  of  thine, 
That  have  profan'd  their  fcarlet  ornaments, 
And  feal'd  falfe  bonds  of  love  as  oft  as  mine  ; 
Robb'd  others'  beds  revenues  of  their  rents. 
Be  it  lawful  I  love  thee,  as  thou  lov'ft  thofe 
Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mine  importune  thee  : 
Root  pity  in  thy  heart,  that  when  it  grows, 
Thy  pity  may  ieferve  to  pity'd  be. 

If  thou  dofl  feek  to  have  what  thou  dofl  hide-, 

By  felf-example  may'il  thou  be  deny'd  ! 
L.0,  as  a  careful  houfe-wife  runs  to  catch 
One  of  her  feather'd  creatures  b-  oke  away, 
Sets  down  her  babe,  and  makes  ail  fwift  difpatck 
In  purfuit  of  the  thing  Ihe  would  have  ftay  ; 
Whilft  her  negle(^led  child  holds  her  in  chace, 
Cncs  to  catch  her  whofe  bufy  care  is  bent 
To  follow  that  which  flies  before  her  face, 
Net  prizing  her  poor  infant's  difc^^.ntent ; 
So  run'fi  thou  after  that  which  flies  from  thee, 
Whilfi  I  thy  babe  ch?ce  thee  afar  behind; 
But  if  thou  catch  thy  hope,  turn  back  to  me, 
And  play  the  mother's  part,  kifs  me,  be  kind  : 

So  will  I  pray  that  taou  may'il  have  thy  willc 

If  thou  turn  back,  and  my  loud  crying  Itill. 
Two  loves  I  have  of  comfort  and  defpair, 
Which  like  two  fpirits  do  fug^eft  me  llill 
Th.e  better  angel  is  a  roan  right  fair, 
The  worfer  fpirit  r  woman,  colou: 'd  ill. 
To  win  me  foon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 
Tempteth  my  better  angel  from  my  fide, 
And  would  corrupt  my  faint  to  be  a  devil, 
V/ooing  h's  parity  with  her  foul  pride. 
And  whether  that  my  angel  be  turn'd  fiend. 
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Su<pe<^  I  may,  yet  not  direaiy  tell; 

But  being  both  from  me,  both  to  each  friend, 

I  gviefs  one  angel  in  another's  hell : 

Yd  this  fhall  I  ne'er  know,  but  live  in  doubt. 
Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out. 
Thofe  lips  that  Love's  own  hand  did  make, 
Breath'd  forth  the  found  that  faid,  I  hatjl, 
To  me  that  languifh'd  for  her  fake  : 
But  when  Ihe  faw  my  woeful  Hate, 
Strait  in  her  heart  did  mercy  come, 
Chiding  that  tongue,  that  ever  fweet 
Was  us'd  in  giving  gentle  doom; 
And  taugiht  it  thus  anew  to  greet: 
I  HATE  (he  alter'd  with  an  end, 
l  hat  follow 'd  it  as  gentle  day 
Doth  follow  night,  who,  like  a  fiend, 
From  heaven  tohelj  is  flown  away  : 
I  KATE  from  hate  away  (he  threw, 
And  fav'd  my  life,  faying— not  you. 
Poor  foul,  the  center  of  my  finful  earth, 
Fool'd  by  thofe  rebel  powers  that  thee  array, 
Why  doll  thou  pine  within,  and  fuffer  dearth, 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  fo  coflly  gay  ? 
Why  fo  large  coft,  having  fo  fliort  a  leafe, 
Dolt  thou  upon  thy  fading  manfion  fpen-d? 
Shall  worms,  inheritors  of  this  exc(fs, 
Eat  up  thy  charge  ?  Is  this  thy  body's  end  > 
Then,  foul,  live  thou  upon  thy  fervant's  lofs, 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  ti^y  ftore  ; 
Buy  terms  divine  in  felling  hours  of  drofs  ; 
Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  miore: 

So  fhalt  thou  feed  on  death,  that  feeds  on  men, 
And,  death  once  dead,  there's  no  more  dying  thca. 
My  love  is  as  a  fever,  longing  ftill 
Tor  that  which  longer  nurfeth  the  difeafe  ; 
Feeding  on  that  which  doth  preferve  the  ill, 
The  uncertain  fickly  appetite  to  plcafe. 
My  reafon,  the  phyfician  to  my  love. 
Angry  that  his  prefcriptions  are  not  kept, 
Kath  left  me,  and  I  defperate  now  approve, 
Defire  is  death,  which  phyfic  did  except. 
Paft  cure  I  am,  now  reafon  is  paft  care. 
And  frantic-mad  with  ever-more  unreft  ;  ^ 
My  thoughts  and  my  difcourfc  as  madmen's  are, 
At  random  from  the  truth  vainly  exprefs'd; 

For  I  have  fworn  thee  fair,  and  thought  thee  bright, 
Who  art  as  black  as  hell,  as  dark  as  night. 

O  me  !  what  eyes  hath  love  put  in  my  head. 
Which  have  no  correfpondence  with  true  fight ! 
Or,  if  thev  have,  where  is  ray  judgment  fled, 
That  cenfures  falfely  what  they  fee  aright? 
If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  falfe  eyes  dote, 
What  means  the  world  to  fay  it  is  not  fo? 
If  it  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 
i,ovc's  eye  h  not  fo  true  as  ail  men's :  no, 
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How  can  it  ?  O,  how  can  Love's  eye  be  true 

That  is  fo  vex'd  with  watching  and  with  tears? 

No  marvel  then  though  I  miftake  my  view; 

The  fun  itfelf  Tecs  not,  till  heaven  clears. 

O  cunning  Love  !  with  tears  thou  keep' ft  me  blindj 
Left  eyes  wcll-fceing  thy  foul  faults  ftiould  find, 

Can'ft  thou,  O  Ciuel!  fay  I  love  thee  not, 
When  I,  againft  mvfelf,  with  thee  partake  ? 
Do  [  not  think  on  thee,  when  I  forget 
Am  of  myfelf,  all  tyrant,  for  thy  fake  ? 
Who  hateth  thee,  that  I  do  caU  my  fi  ien.d  ? 
On  whom  frown' ft  thou  that  I  do  fawn  upon  ? 
Nay,  if  thou  low'tft  on  me,  d  i  I  not  fpend 
R^:^venge  upon  my'jeif  with  prefent  moan? 
What  merit  do  I  in  myfelf  refpe6t. 
That  is  fo  proud  thy  fervice  to  deCpilc, 
When  ail  my  beft  d>th  worfhip  thy  defcfl, 
Commanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes? 

But,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  1  know  thy  mind; 

Thofe  that  can  fee  thou  lov'ft,  and  lam  blind. 
O,  from  what  p:)werhaft  thou  this  powerful  might, 
With  infivtfic'ency  ray  hcait  to  fway  ^ 
To  make  me  give  the  lie  to  my  true  fight, 
And  fwear  that^brightnefs  doth  not  grace  the  day  ? 
Whence  haft  thou  this  becoming  of  things  ill. 
That  in  the  very  vefufe  of  thy  deeds 
There  is  fuch  ftrengthand  warrantife  of  fkill, 
That  in  my  mind  thy  worft  all  beft  exceeds  ? 
Who  taught  thee  how  to  make  me  love  thee  more, 
The  more  I  hear  and  fee  juft  caufe  of  hate  ! 
G,  though  I  love  what  others  do  abhor, 
With  others  thou  (hould'ft  not  abhor  my  ftatc; 

If  thy  unworthinefs  raife  love  in  me. 

More  worthy  I  to  be  bclov'd  of  thee. 
Love  is  too  young  to  know  what  confcience  is? 
Yet  who  knows  not,  confcience  is  born  of  love? 
Then,  gentle  cheater,  urge  not  my  amils. 
Left  guilty  of  my  faults  thy  fwcet  felf  prove. 
For,  thou  bctrayhig  me,  I  do  betray 
My  nobler  part  to  my  grofs  body's  trcafon ; 
My  foul  doth  tell  my  body  that  he  may 
Triumph  in  love  ;  flelh  ftays  no  farther  reafoa 
But  rifing  at  thy  name,  doth  point  out  thee 
As  his  triumphant  prize.    Proud  of  this  pride, 
He  is  contented  thy  poor  drudge  to  be, 
To  ftand  in  thy  affairs,  fall  by  thy  ftde. 

No  want  of  confcience  hold  it  that  I  call 

Her — love,  for  whofe  dear  love  I  rife  and  fall. 
In  loving  thee  thou  know' ft  I  am  forfworn. 
But  thou  art  twice  forfworn,  to  me  love  fwcaring  j 
In  a<ft  thy  bed-vow  broke,  and  new  faith  torn. 
In  vowing  new  hate  after  new  love  bearmg. 
But  why  of  two  oaths'  breach  do  I  accufe  thee. 
When  1  break  twenty  ?  I  am  perjur'd  moft ; 
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For  all  my  vows  are  oaths  but  to  mifufethee, 
And  all  my  honeft  faith  in  thee  is  loft  : 
For  I  have  fworn  deep  oaths  of  thy  deep  kindnef*^ 
Oaths  of  thjriove,  thy  truth,  thy  conftancy; 
And,  to  enlighten  thee,  gave  eyes  to  blindnefs,. 
Or  made  them  fwear  againft  the  thing  they  fee; 
For  I  have  fworn  thee  fair:  more  perjured 
To  fwear  againft  the  truth,  fo  foul  a  lie  \ 
Cupid  lay'd  by  his  brand,  and  feJl  afleep  : 
A  maid  of  Dian's  this  advant<ige  found, 
And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  fteep 
In  a  cold  valley -fountain  of  that  ground; 
Which  borrowed  from  this  holy  ore  of  love 
A  datelefs  lively  heat,  ftill  to  endure, 
And  grew  a  feething  bath,  which  yet  men  prove, 
Againft  ftrapge  maladies  a  fovereign  cure. 
But  at  my  miftrefs'  eye  love's  brand  new-fir'd. 
The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breaft  f 
I  fick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  defir'd, 
And  thither  hied,  a  fad  diftemperM  guc-ft, 
But  found  no  cure:  the  bath  for  my  help  lies 
Where  Cupid  got  new  fire ;  my  miftrefs'  eyes. 

The  little  love-god  lying  once  afleep, 
Laid  by  his  fide  his  heart-infiaming  brand, 

Whilft  many  nymphs  that  vowM  chafte  life  to  keep, 
Came  tripping  by  ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 

Thafaireft  votary  took  up  that  fire 

Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts,  had  warraM; 

And  fo  the  general  of  hot  dehre 

Was  lleeping  by  a  virgin  hand  difarmM. 

This  brand  (he  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by, 

Which  from  love's  fire  took  heat  perpetual. 

Growing  a  bath  and  healthful  rem^edy 

For  men  dileasM;  but  I,  my  miftrels'  thrall. 
Came  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  prove. 
Love's  fire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  love. 

Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  dear, 

And  we  will  revel  all  the  year. 

In  plains  and  groves,  on  hills  and  dales, 

Where  fragiant  air  breeds  fv/ectcft  gales. 

There  Ihall  you  have  the  beauteous  pine. 

The  cedar,  and  the  fpreading  vine, 

And  ail  tiie  woods  to  be  a  fkreen. 

Left  Phoebus  kifs  my  fummer's  queen« 

The  feat  of  your  difport  lhall  be 

Over  fome  river  in  a  tree  ; 

Where  filver  fands  and  pebbles  fing 

Eternal  ditties  to  the  fpring. 

Thei  e  ftiall  you  fee  the  nymphs  at  play, 

And  how  the  fatyrs  fpcnd  the  day  ; 

The  filhes  gliding  on  the  fands. 

Offering  their  bellies  to  your  hands  ; 

The  birds  with  heavenlv-tuncd  throats 

^ oflTcfs  woods  echoes  with  fweet  notes  ; 

Which  to  your  fcnfcs  will  impart 
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A  mufic  to  inflame  the  heart. 

Upon  the  bare  and  leaflefs  oak, 

The  ring-doves  wooings  will  provoke 

A  colder  blood  than  you  poffefs, 

To  play  with  me,  and  do  no  lefs. 

In  bowers  of  laurel  trimly  dighr, 

We  will  outwear  the  filent  ni>ht ; 

"While  Flora  bufy  is  to  fpread 

Her  richeft  treafure  on  our  bed. 

The  glow-worms  fliall  on  you  attend, 

And  all  their  fpai  kling  ligt/ts  (hall  fpcnd, 

All  to  adorn  and  beautify 

Your  lodging  with  m.oft  majefty. 

Then  in  my  arms  will  I  inclofe 

Lilies  fair  mixture  with  the  rofe; 

Whofe  nice  perfe£lions  in  love's  play, . 

Shall  tune  me  to  the  higheft  key. 

Thus  as  we  pafs  the  welcome  night 

In  fportful  pleafures  and  delight, 

The  nimble  fairies  on  the  grounds 

Shall  dance  and  fing  melodious  founds;' 

If  thefc  may  ferve  for  to  intice 

Your  prefence  to  Love's  paradife, 

Then  come  with  me,  and  be  my  dear, , 

And  we  will  ilrait  begin  the  year. 

Why  fhould  this  a  defavt  be. 

For  it  is  unpeopled  ?  No, 
TGng;ue  I'll  hang  on  every  tree. 

That  fhail  civil  layings  (how. 
Som.e-how  brief  the  life  of  man 

Runs  his  erring  pilgrim.age, 
That  the  irretching  of  a  fpan 

Buckles  in  his  fum  of  age. 
Some  of  violated  vows 

'Twixt  the  fouls  of  friend  and  friend. 
But  upon  the  faireft  boughs. 

Or  at  every  fentence  end, 
Will  I  Rofalinda  write  ; 

Teaching  all  that  read  to  know 
The  quintcfTence  of  every  fprite, 

Heaven  would  in  little  fhow. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  chang'd, 

That  one  body  fhould  be  fiU'd 
With  all  graces  wide  enlarged, 

Nature  prefently  diftili'd, 
Helen's  cheek,  but  not  her  heart, 

CJecpatra's  majefty  j 
Ar-danta's  better  part, 

Sad  Liicretia's  modcf^y. 
ThusRofalInd  of  many  parts, 

By  heavenly  fynods  was  devised, 
Of  many  faces,  eyes  and  hearts, 

To  have  the  touches  dcarcft  p.-iz'd. 
Keaven  would  thefe  gifts  fhe  fliould  havi 

And  I  to  live  and  di^  her  flave. 

K  2-. 


Paffmate  Pilgrim 


Sweet  Cytherea,  fitting  by  a  brook, 
With  young  Adonis,  lovely,  freih  and  green, 
Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  lovely  look, 
Such  looks  as  none  could  look  but  beauty's  queen. 
She  told  him  ftories  to  delight  his  ear  ; 
She  fhew'd  him  favour's  to  alkire  his  eye ; 
To  win  his  heart,  (he  touch' d  him  here  and  there  : 
Touches  fo  foft  flill  conquer  chaftity. 
But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit, 
Or  he  refus'd  to  take  her  ngur'd  proifer. 
The  tender  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait, 
But  fmile  and  jeft  at  every  gentle  offer : 
Then  fell  ftie  on  her  back,  fair  queen,  and  toward: 
He  rofe  and  ran  away ;  ah,  fool  too  frowaid  ! 
Scarce  had  the  fun  dried  up  the  dewy  morn. 
And  fcarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  lhadc, 
When  Cytherea,  all  in  love  forlorn, 
A  longing  tarriance  for  Adonis  made. 
Under  an  ozier  growing  by  a  brook, 
A  bro®k  where  Adon  us'd  to  cool  his  fpleen  : 
Hot  was  the  day  ;  (he  hotter  that  did  look 
For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 
Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  his  mantle  by, 
And  flood  Hark  naked  on  the  brooks  green  brim ; 
The  fun  look'd  on  the  wo:  Id  with  glorious  eye, 
Yet  not  fo  wiftly,  as  this  queen  on  him  : 

He  fpying  her,  bounc'd  in,  whereas  he  flondj 
O  Jove,  quoth  flie,  why  was  not  I  a  flood  ? 

Fair  was  the  morn,  when  the  fair  queen  of  love, 
*  *  *  *  , 

Paler  for  forrow  than  her  milk-white  dove, 
For  Adon's  fake,  a  youngfter  proud  and  wild 
Fler  fland  fhe  takes  upon  a  ilcep-up  hill : 
Anon  Adonis  comes  with  horns  and  hounds; 
She  filly  queen,  with  more  than  love's  good  will, 
Forbade  tiie  boy  he  fliould  not  pafs  thofe  grounds  ; 
Once,  quoth  fne,  did  I  fee  a  fair  fweet  y.  uth 
Here  in  thefe  brakes  decp-wounded  with  a  boar, 
Deep  in  the  thigh,  a  fpeitack  of  ruth  ! 
iice  in  my  thigh,  quoth  fhe,  here  was  the  'ore  : 
She  fliowcd  her's  ;  he  faw  more  wounds  than  one. 
And  blufhing  fled,  and  left  her  all  alone. 
Fair  Venus  with  Adonis  fitting  by  her. 
Under  a  myrtle  fl.ade,  began  to  avoo  him  ; 
She  told  the  youngling  how  god  Mars  did  try  her. 
And  as  he  fell  to  her,  fhe  fell  to  him. 
F.ven  thus,  quoth  fhe,  the  wailike  god  embrac'd  me  ; 
And  then  Ihc  clipp'd  Adonis  in  her  arms : 
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Even  thus,  quoth  (he,  the  warlike  god  unlacM  me, 

A  s  if  the  boy  Ihould  ule  like  loving  charms  : 
Even  thus,  quoth  fhe,  he  feized  on  my  lips, 
And  with  her  lips  on  his  did  a<ft  the  fejzure; 
And  as  fhe  fetched  breath,  away  he  fkips, 
And  would  not  take  her  meaning  nor  her  pleafure. 
Ah  !  that  1  had  my  lady  at  this  bay, 
To  kifs  and  clip  me  till  I  run  away. 
Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Cannot  live  together; 
Youth  is  full  of  pleafance, 

Age  is  full  of  care  : 
Youth  like  fummer  morn, 

Age  like  winter  weather  j 
Youth  like  fummer  brave. 

Age  like  winter  bare. 
Youth  is  full  of  fport. 
Age's  breath  is  Oiort, 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame: 
Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 
Age  is  weak  and  cold  ; 

Youth  is  wild,  and  age  is  tame. 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee, 
Youth,  I  do  adore  thee  ; 

O,  my  love,  my  love  is  young; 
Age,  I  do  defy  thee; 
O  fwect  fhepherd,  hie  thee. 

For  methinks  thou  flay' ft  too  long. 
Sweet  rofe,  fair  flower,  untimely  pluck'd,  foon  faded, 
Pluck'd  in  the  bud,  and  faded  in  the  fpring  ! 
Bright  orient  pearl,  alack  !  too  timely  {haded! 
Fair  creature,  kilPd  too  foon  by  death's  Iharp  fting  ! 
Like  a  green  plumb  tliat  hangs  upon  a  tree. 
And  falls,  through  wind,  before  the  fall  (hould  be. 

I  weep  for  thee,  and  yet  no  caufc  I  have; 

For  why  ?  thou  left'it  me  nothing  in  thy  will. 

And  yet  thou  left' ft  me  more  than  I  did  crave; 

For  why  ?  I  craved  nothing  of  thee  ftill : 
O  yes,  dear  friend,  I  pardon  crave  of  thee: 
Thy  difcontent  thou  didft  bequeath  to  me. 

Fair  is  my  love,  but  not  fo  fair  as  fickle, 
Mild  z-s  a  dove,  but  neither  true  nor  trufty ; 
Brighter  than  glafs,  and  yet,  as  glafs  is,  brittle, 
Softer  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rufty  : 
A  lily  pale,  with  damafk  die  to  grace  her, 
None  fairer,  nor  none  falfer  to  deface  her. 

Her  lips  to  mine  how  often  hath  fhe  joi n'd, 
Between  each  kifs  her  oaths  of  true  love  fwearing  ! 
How  many  tales  to  pleafc  me  hath  fhe  coin'd, 
Dreading  my  love,  the  lofs  thereof  ftill  fearing  1 
Yet  in  the  midft  of  all  her  pure  proteftings, 
Her  faith,  her  oalhs^  her  tears,  and  all  were  jcftinjs. 
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She  burn'd  with  love,  as  ftraw  with  fire  flamcth  \ 
She  burn'd  out  love,  as  foon  as  fi^iaw  out  burneth; 
She  ftam'd  the  love,  and  yet  flie  foil'd  the  framing 
She  bade  love  lalt,  and  yet  (he  fell  a  turning. 

Was  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether  r 

Bad  in  the  beft,  though  excellent  in  neither.  > 

Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye, 
'Gainft  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument, 
Perfuade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury  ? 
Vows  for  thee  broke  deferve  not  punilhment. 
A  woman  I  forfwore  j  but  I  will  prove, 
Thou  being  a  goddefs,  I  forfwore  not  thee  : 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love  ; 
Thy  grace  being  gain'd,  cures  all  difgrace  in  mc. 
My  vow  was  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is  ; 
Then  thou  fair  fun,  which  on  my  eaith  doll  fhine^  , 
Exhal'll:  this  vapour  vow  ;  in  thee  it  i»: 
If  broken,  then  it  is  no  f^ult  of  mine. 

If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  fo  wife 

To  break  an  oath,  to  win  a  ppradife? 

If  love  mr.kc  me  forfworn, . how  (hall  I  fv/ear  to  love?' 

O,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd  : 

Though  to  my felf  forfworn,  to  thet:  I'll  conftant  prove; 

Thofc  thoughts,  to  me  like  oaks,  to  thee  like  oziers  bow'd. 

Study  his  bias  leaves,  ar^d  makes  his  book  thine  eyes,. 

Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  can  comprehend. 

If  knowledge  be  the  maik,  to  know  thee  (hall  fuffice  ; 

We]]  learned  is  that  tongue  that  well  can  thee  command  ; 

Ail  ignorant  that  foul  that  fees  thee  without  wonder ; 

Which  is  to  me  forae  praife,  that  I  thy  parts  admire: 

Thine  eye  [ove's  lightning  feems,  thy  voice  his  dreadful  thunder,  . 

Which  (not  to  aiiger  bent)  is  muiic  and  fweet  fire. 
Cclcftial  as  thou  a:t,  O  do  not  love  that  wrong, 
To  fmg  the  heavens'  praife  with  fuch  an  earthly  tong:ue. . 

Be.iuty  is  but  a  vaifi  and  doubtful  good, 

A  Ihining  glofs,  that  fadeth  faddenly  ; 

A  fiov/er  that  dies,  when  firfr  it  'gins  to  bud  j . 

A  brittle  glafs,  that's  broken  prefently  ; 

A  douctful  good,  a  glofs,  a  g^afs,  a  flower. 

Loll,  fade  d,  broken,  dead  v/ithin  an  hour.  , 
And  as  goods  loft  are  feld  or  never  four.d. 
As  fr:ded  glofs  no  rubbing  will  rcfrefn, 
Ah  iloM'-ers  dcrd,  lie  withcr'd  on  the  ground, 
As  broken  glafs  no  cement  c?n  redrcfs, 

Sv:)  beauty  blemiOi'd  once,  for  ever's  lofl-, 

InH^pitc  of  phyfic,  pai-nting,  pain,  and  coft. 
Good  n'ght,  good  refr.   Ah  !  neither  be  my  (hare  j 
She  bade  good  night,  thiit  kept  my  reft  away  ; 
And  daff 'd  me  to  a  cabbin  hang'd  with  care, 
T^)  dcfcant  on  the  doubts  of  my  decay. 

Farewell,  quoth  (he,  and  come  again  to-morrow;. 

Fare  well  I  could  not,  for  1  n;pp*d  with  forrow. 
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Ytt  at  my  parting  fweetly  did  (he  fmile, 
In  fcoin  or  friendftiip,  nili  I  conftrue  whether: 
'Tmay  be,  (he  joy'd  to  ielt  at  my  exile, 
'Tmay  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither 
Wander,  a  word  for  (hadowslike  myfelf,^ 
As  take  the  pain,  bat  cannot  pluck  the  pelf. 
Lord,  how  mine  eyes  throw  gazes  to  the  eaft  1 
My  heart  doth  charge  the  watch  ;  the  morning  ri^fe 
Doth  cite  each  moving  lenfe  from  idle  refl. 
Net  daring  truft  the  office  of  mine  eyes, 

While  Pi:iilomela  /its  andfmgs,  1  fit  and  mark, 
And  wiih  her  lays  were  tuned  like  the  lark  j 

For  li  e  doth  welcome  day-light  with  her  ditty, 
Aad  drives  away  dark  difmal-dreaming  night : 
The  night  fo  pack'd,  I  poil  unto  my  pretty ; 
Heart  hath  his  hope,  and  eyes  their  wiftied  fight ; 

Sorrow  chang'd  to  folace,  fclace  mix'd  wiih  forrow  ; 

For  why  ?  flie  figh'd,  and  bade  me  come  to  ^morrow. 
Were  I  with  her,  the  night  v/ould  poft  too  foon  j 
But  now  are  minutes  added  to  the  hours ; 
To  fpite  me  now,  each  minute  feems  a  moon  ; 
Yet  not  for  mc,  (Line  fun  to  fuccour  flowers; 

Pack  night,  peep  day  ;  good  day,  of  night  now  borrow : 

Short,  night,  to-night,  and  length  thyfelf  to-morrow. 

It  was  a  lordiing's  daughter,  the  faireft  one  of  three. 

That  liked  of  her  m.aller  as  well  as  well  might  be, 

Till  looking  on  an  Englilhman,  the  faireft  eye  could  fee, 

Ker  fancy  fell  a  turning 
Long  was  the  combat  doubtful,  that  love  with  love  did  fight;, 
To  leave  the  mafter  lovelefs,  or  kill  the  gallant  knight: 
To  put  in  pra<flice  either,  alas  it  was  a  fpite 

Unto  the  filly  damfel, 
But  one  mull  be  refufed,  more  mickle  was  the  pain. 
That  nothing  could  be  ufed  to  turn  them  both  to  gain. 
For  of  the  two  the  trufty  knight  was  v/ounded  with  dlfdain : 

Alas  !  he  could  not  help  it ! 
Thus  art  with  arms  contending  was  vi<^tor  of  the  day, 
Which  by  a  gift  of  learning  did  bear  the  maid  away  ; 
Then  lullaby,  the  learned  man  hath  got  the  lady  gay  ; 

For  now  my  fong  is  ended. 

On  a  day  (alack  the  day)  * 
Love,  whofe  month  was  ever  May, 
SpyM  a  bloflujmpaihng  fair,  • 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air : 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 
All  unfeen,  'gan  paflage  find  ; 
That  the  lover,  fick  to  death, 
Wilh'd  himfelf  the  heaven's  breath. 
Air,  quoth  he,  thy  cheeks  may  blow; 
A.ir,  would  I  might  triumph  fo  ! 
But,  alas  !  my  hand  hath  fwcrn 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn : 
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Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet  j 
Youth,  fo  apt  to  pluck  a  fweet. 
Do  not  call  it  fin  ira  me, 
That  I  am  forfworn  for  thee ; 
Thou  for  whom  Jove  would  fwcar 
Juno  but  an  Ethiopc  were  ; 
And  deny  himfelf  for  Jove. 
Turning-  mortal  for  thy  love»: 

My  flecks  feed  not. 
My  cvv'es  breed  not, 
My  rr^ms  fpeed  not, 

All  is  amifs  : 
Love's  denying, 
Fnith's  defying, 
Heart's  renying, 

Caufer  of  this. 
All  my  merry  j-'gs  arc  quite  fcrgot, 
All  my  lady's  love  is  lolt,  God  wot : 
Where  her  faith  was  firmly  fix'd  in  love. 
There  a  nay  is  plac'd  without  remove. 
One  filly  crofs 
Wrought  all  my  lofs  ; 

O  frowning  fortune,  curfcd  fickle  dame  I 
For  now  I  fee 
Inconftancy 

More  in  women  than  in  men  rcmais. 

In  black  mourn  I, 
All  fears  fcorn  I, 
Love  hath  forlorn  me. 

Living  in  thrall ; 
Heart  is  bleeding, 
All  help  needing, 
(O  ci  ucl  fpeed  ing  !) 

Fraughted  with  gall. 
My  ihepherd's  pipe  can  found  no  deal, 
My  wethers'  beH'rings  doleful  knell; 
My  curtail  dog  that  v/ont  to  have  play'd, 
Play-s  not  at  all,  but  Iccms  afraid ; 
My  figbs  fo  deep, 
Procure  to  weep. 

In  howling-wife,  to  fee  my  doleful  plight. 
How  fighs  refound 
Thioug-li  harklefs  ground, 

Like  a  thoufand  vanquifh'd  men  m  bloody  fight  I 
Clear  wells  fpring  not, 
Sweet  birds  fing  not. 
Loud  bells  ring  not 

Chearfuliy  ; 
Herds  lland  wreping, 
Flocks  all  flceping, 
lymphs  back  creeping 
Fearfully: 

All  our  pleafure  known  to  us  poor  fwains>. 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plains,. 
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AU  our  evening  fpoit  from  us  is  fled, 
All  our  love  js  loft,  for  love  is  dead. 
Taiewell,  fwect  lafs, 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

For  a  fweet  content,  the  caufe  of  all  my  moan 
Poor  Coridon 
Muft  live  alone, 

Other  help  for  him  I  fee  that  there  is  none. 
When  as  thine  eye  hath  chofe  the  dame, 
And  ftaird  the  deer  that  thou  would' ftrike, 
Let  reafon  rule  things  worthy  blame, 
As  well  as  fancy,  partial  tike : 

Take  couniel  of  fome  wifer  head, 

Neither  too  young,  nor  yet  unwed. 

And  when  thou  com'ft  thy  tale  to  tell. 
Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  filed  talk, 
Left  flie  fome  lubtle  pra»flice  fmell ; 
(A  cripple  foon  can  hnd  a  halt :) 

But  plainly  fay  thou  lov'ft  her  well, 

And  fct  thy  pcrfon  forth  to  fell. 

And  to  her  will  frame  all  thy  ways  ; 
Spare  not  to  fpcnd,— and  chiefly  there 
Where  thy  defert  may  merit  praife. 
By  ringing  rdvv'ays  in  her  ear: 

The  ft  rongeft  caftle,  tower,  and  town, 
The  golden  bullet  beats  it  down. 
Serve  always  with  affured  truft. 
And  in  thy  fuit  be  humble,  true; 
Unlefs  thy  lady  prove  unjuft, 
Seek  never  thou  to  choofe  anew  : 

When  time  (hall  ferve  be  thou  not  flack 
To  proffer,  though  flie  put  thee  back. 

What  though  her  frowning  brows  be  bent, 
Her  cloudy  looks  will  clear  ere  night  j 
And  then'too  late  fl-ie  will  repent 
That  flie  diflembled  her  delight ; 
And  twice  defire,  ere  it  be" day, 
That  with  fuch  fcorn  Ihe  put  away. 
What  though  flie  ftrive  to  try  her  ftrength, 
And  ban  and  brawl,  and  fay  thee  nay, 
Her  feeble  force  wi)i  yield  at  length, 
When  craft  hath  taught  her  thus  to  fay, — 

Had  women  been  fo  ftrong  as  men, 

In  faith  you  had  not  hd.f\  it  then. 
The  wiles  and  gu'les  that  women  work, 
D'flenibled  with  an  outM'ard  Hiow, 
The  tricks  and  toyii  that  in  them  lurk, 
The  cock  that  treads  them  fliall  not  know. 

Have  you  not  heard  it  fa  id  full  oft^ 

A  woman's  nay  d  jth  ftand  for  nought-? 

Think,  women  love  to  match  with  men. 
And  not  to  live  fo  like  a  fuint : 


no 
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Here  is  no  heaven ;  they  holy  then 
Begin,  when  age  doth  them  attaint. 
Were  kifles  all  the  joys  in  bed, 
One  woman  would  another  wed. 

But  foft ;  enough,— too  much  I  fear; 
For  if  my  lady  hear  my  fong. 
She  will  not  mck  to  ring  mine  ear, 
To  teach  my  tongue  to  be  fo  long : 


Take,  oh,  take  thcfe  lips  away, 
That  fo  fweetly  weie  forfworn  j 

And  thofe  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 
Lights  that  do  mifiead  the  morn : 

But  my  kilTes  bring  again. 

Seals  of  love,  but  feal'd  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh,  h'.de  thofe  hills  of  fnow 
Which  thy  frozen  bofom  bears, 

On  whofe  tops  the  pinks  that  grow 
Are  of  thofe  that  April  wears : 

But  firft  fet  my  poor  heart  free, 

Bound  in  thofe  icy  chains  by  theCo 

Let  the  bird  of  loudeft  lay, 
On  the  fole  Arabian  tree. 
Herald  fad  and  trumpet  be, 
To  whofe  found  chafte  wings  obey. 
But  thou  (hrieking  harbingeri 
Foul  pie-currer  of  the  fiend, 
Augur  of  the  fever's  end, 
To  this  troop  come  thou  not  near  ! 
From  this  felTion  interdift 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing, 
Save  the  eagle,  feather'd  king: 
Keep  the  obfe.jUy  fo  ltri£l. 
Let  the  prieft  in  furplice  white, 
That  defun<5live  mulic  can, 
Be  the  d^ach-divining  fv^'an. 
Left  the  requiem  lack  his  right. 

And  ihou,  treble-dated  crow. 
That  thy  fable  gender  mak'ft 
With  the  bieatl)  thou  giv'ft  and  tak'ft, 
^Mongfl  our  mourners  (halt  thou  go. 

Here  the  anthem  doth  commence 
I^ove  and  conliancy  is  dead; 
Phoenix  ?nd  the  turtle  fled 
In  a  mutual  flame  from  hence. 

So  they  lov'd,  as  love  in  twain 
Had  th  ;  eficnce  but  in  one  ; 
Two  diO-incf  s.  divifion  none  : 
Number  there  in  love  was  flain. 
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Hearts  remote,  yet  not  alunder ; 
Diftance,  and  no  fpace  was  feen 
'Twixt  the  turtle  and  his  queen  ; 
But  in  them  it  were  a  wonder. 

So  between  them  love  did  fliine, 
That  the  turtle  faw  his  right 
Flaming  in  the  phoenix'  fight : 
Either  was  the  other's  mine. 

Property  was  thus  appall'd, 
That  the  felf  was  not  the  fame  ; 
Single  nature's  double  name 
Neither  two  nor  one  was  call'd. 
Reafon,  in  itfelf  confounded, 
Saw  divifion  grow  together ; 
To  themfelves  yet  either-neither, 
Simple  were  fo  well  compounded  ; 

That  it  cry'd,  how  true  a  twain 
Seemeth  this  concordant  one  ! 
Love  hath  reafon,  reafon  none, 
If  what  parts  can  fo  remain. 

Whereupon  it  made  this  threnej 
To  the  phoenix  and  the  dove, 
Co-fupremes  and  liars  of  love  ; 
As  chorus  to  their  tragic  fcene, 
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Beauty,  truth,  and  rarity, 
Grace  in  all  fimplicity. 
Here  inclos'd  in  cinders  lie; 
Death  is  now  the  phoenix'  neft; 
And  the  turtle's  loyal  breaft 
To  eternity  doth  rell, 

Leaving  no  pofterity : — 
Twas  not  their  infirmity, 
It  was  married  chaftity. 
Truth  may  feem,  but  cannot  be ; 
Beauty  biag,  'but  'tis  not  fhe; 
Truth  and  beauty  buried  be. 
To  this  urn  let  thofe  repair 
That  are  either  true  or  fair; 
For  thefe  dead  birds  figh  a  prayer. 
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ROM  off  a  hill  whofe  concave  womb  rc-wordvd 


A  plaintful  ftory  from  a  fiiiering  vale, 
My  ipiriis  to  attend  this  double  voice  accorded, 
And  down  I  lay  to  lift  the  fad~tun'd  tale  : 
Ere  long  elpy'd  a  fickle  maid  full  p  le, 
Taring  of  papers,  breaking  rings  a-twa:n, 
Storming  her  world  with  forrow's  wind  and  rain. 
Upon  her  head  a  platted  hive  of  ftraw, 
W  hich  fortified  her  vifage  from  the  fun, 
Whc.eon  the  thought  might  think  fome'ime  itfaw 
The  carcafe  of  a  beauty  fpent  and  done. 
Time  had  not  fcythed  all  that  youth  begun, 
Kor  youth  all  quit ;  but,  fpite  of  heaven's  fell  rage. 
Some  beauty  pecp'd  through  latUce  of  fear'd  age. 

Oft  d:d  (he  heave  her  napkin  to  her  C}  ne, 

Which  on  it  had  conceited  char.idlers, 

Laundring  the  filken  figures  in  the  brine 

That  feafon'd  wee  had  pelleted  in  tear"?. 

And  often  re?d5ng  what  contents  it  bears  ; 

As  often  fhrieking  undiliinguifh'd  woe, 

In  clamours  of  all  fize,  both  high  and  low. 

Sometimes  her  level' d  eyes  their  carriage  ria?,. 

As  they  did  battery  on  the  fpheres  intend  ; 

J^om^etimes  diverted  their  poor  balls  are  ty'd 

To  the  orbed  earth  ;  fometimes  they  do  extend 

Their  view  right  on  ;  anon  their  gazes  lend 

To  every  place  at  once,  and  no  where  fix'd, 

The  mind  and  figlit  dillr  clcdly  commix'd. 

Her  hair,  nor  loofc,  nor  ty'd  in  formal  plat, 

iVoclaimx'd  in  her  a  carelcis  hand  of  pride  ; 

For  fome,  untuck'd,  defccnded  her  foeav'd  hat,. 

Ranging  her  p^  le  and  pined  cheek  befide  ; 

Som.e  in  her  threaden  fillet  IVJI  d:d  bide, 

And,  true  to  bondage,  would  not  break  from  thence,. 

Thouv^h  Hackly  bra.ded  in  loofe  negligence. 

A  thoufand  favours  from  a  maund'flie  drew 

Of  amber,  cryftal,  and  of  bedd  d  jet. 

Which  one  by  one  (he  in  a  river  th'.ew, 

X^pon  whcfe  weeping  maigci.t  (he  was  fet ; 

J,.ke  ufury,  applying  wet  to  wet. 

Or  monarch's  hands,  that  let  n^^t  bounty  fall 

Whcie  want  cries  somf,  but  where  ej  ccfs  begs  all. 

Of  folded  fchedulcs  had  (he  many  a  one, 

Which  Ihe  pcrus'd,  fi[,h*d,  tore,  and  gave  tl.e  flood-;: 

Crack'd  many  a  ring  of  pofied  gold  and  bor.e, 

JbkUiing  them  fin^  their  fcpuichtcb  in  «.ud^ 
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Fou-nJ  yet  more  letters  f^dly  penn'd  in  bl  od, 
With  fl'eidcd  filk  feat  and  affeftedly 
Enfwath'd,  and  feal'd  to  curious  feerecy- 

Thefc  often  bath'd  (he  in  her  fluxive  eyes, 

And  often  kifs'd,  and  often  'gan  to  tear  ; 

Cry'd,  O  falfe  blood  '.  thou  regirter  of  lies, 

What  unapproved  witnefs  doft  thou  bear ! 

Ink  would  have  feem'd  more  black  and  damned  here 

This  faid,  in  top  of  rage  the  lines  llie  rents, 

Big  difcontent  fo  breaking  their  contents. 

A  reverend  man  that  graz'd  his  cattle  nigh, 

(Sometime  a  blufterer,  that  the  rutfle  knew 

Of  court,  of  city,  and  had  let  go  by 

The  fwifteft  hours,)  obferved  as  they  flew; 

Towards  this  afflided  fancy  faftly  drew  ; 

And,  privileg'd  by  age,  dtfires  to  know 

In  brief,  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

So  flides  he  down  upon  his  grained  bnt, 
And  comely-diftant  fits  he  by  her  (idej 
When  he  again  defires  her,  being  fat, 
Her  grievance  with  his  hearing  to  divide: 
If  that  from  him  there  may  be  aught  apply'd 
Which  may  her  fuuering  extacy  affuage, 
'Tis  promis'd  in  the  charity  of  age. 
Father,  fhe  fays,  though  in  me  you  behold 
The  injury  of  many  a  blafting  hour. 
Let  it  not  tell  your  judgment  lam  old  ; 
Not  age,  but  forrow,  over  me  hath  power: 
I  might  as  yet  have  been  a  fpreadi ng  flower, 
Frefh  to  myfelf,  if  I  had  felt-applv'd 
Xove  to  myfelf,  and  to  no  love  befide. 

But  woe  is  me  !  too  early  I  attended 

A  youthful  fuit  (it  was  to  gain  my  grace) 

Of  one  by  natures'  outwards  fo  commended. 

That  maidens'  eyes  fluck  overall  his  face : 

Lovelack'd  a  dwelling,  and  made  him  her  place; 

And  when  in  his  fair  p.irts  fhe  did  abide. 

She  was  new  lodg'd,  and  newly  deified. 

His  browny  locks  did  hang  in  crooked  curls  ; 
And  every  light  occafion  of  the  wind 
Upon  his  lips  their  filken  parcels  huils : 
What's  fweet  to  dn.  to  do  will  aptly  find  : 
Ea'^h  eye  that  faw  him  did  enchant  the  mind; 
F^oron  his  vifage  was  in  little  drawn, 
What  largenefs  thinks  in  paradife  was  fawn, 
^•rnall  fhow  of  man  was  yet  upon  his  chin  ; 
His  phcenix  down  began' but  to  appear; 
Like  unfhorn  velvet,  on  tliiit  termlefs  fkin, 
Whofc  bare  out-bungg'd  che  web  it  feem'd  to  wear^ 
Tfet  fliow'd  his  vifage  by  that  cofl:  mofl  dear ; 
A  nd  nice  afleai(;ns  wavering;  flood  in  doubt 
It  bell  'twere  as  it  w^s,  or  befl  without. 
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His  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  form, 

For  maiden-tongu'd  he  was,  and  thereof  free  ; 

Yet,  if  men  mov'd  him,  was  he  fuch  a  IVorm 

As  oft  'twixt  May  and  April  is  to  fee, 

When  winds  breathe  fweer,  unruly  though  they  be. 

His  rudenefs  fo  with  his  authoriz'd  youth 

Did  livery  falfenels  in  a  pride  of  truth. 

Well  could  he  ride,  and  often  men  would  fay, 
That  horfe  his  mettle  from  his  rider  takes  : 
Proud  of  fubjedlion,  noble  by  the  fway, 

"What  rounds,  what  bounds,  what  courfe,  what  flop  he  makes  ? 
And  cont  roverfy  hence  a  qucftion  takes, 
Whether  the  horfe  by  liim  became  his  deed, 
Or  he  his  manage  by  the  v/cU-doing  fteed. 

But  quickly  on  this  fide  the  verdiifl  went  j 
His  r:?.l  habitude  gave  life  and  grace 
To  appertain ings  and  to  ornament, 
Accomplifh'd  in  him.felf,  not  in  his  cafe: 
All  aids  themfelves  made  fairer  by  their  place  j 
Came  for  additions,  yet  their  purpos'd  trim 
rierc'd  not  his  grace,  but  were  all  grac'd  by  hina. 

to  on  the  tip  of  his  fubduing  tongue 
All  kind  of  arguments  and  queftion  deep, 
All  replication  prompt,  and  reafon  flrong, 
For  his  advantage  ftiil  did  wake  and  fleep  : 
To  miake  the  weeper  laugh,  the  laugher  weep, 
He  had  the  dialedl  and  difterent  (kill. 
Catching  all  pafTions  in  his  craft  of  will ; 

That  he  did  in  the  general  bofom  reign 
Of  young,  of  old  ;  and  fexes  both  enchanted, 
To  dwell  with  him  in  thoughts,  or  to  remain 
In  perfonal  duty,  "following  wheie  he  haunted  : 
Contents  bewitch'd,  ere  he  defire,  have  granted; 
And  dialogu'd  for  him  what  he  would  fay, 
Afk'd  their  own  wills,'  and  made  their  wills  obey. 

Many  there  were  that  did  his  pi<5lnre  get. 

To  ferve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  put  their  mind  ; 

Like  fools  that  in  the  imagination  fet 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 

Of  lands  and  maniions,  their's  in  thought  affign'd  ; 

And  labouring  in  more  pleafures  to  bei'tow  them, 

Than  the  true  gouty  landlord  which  doth  owe  them  r 

So  many  have,  that  never  touch'd  his  hand, 
'fiweetly  fupp;)s'd  them  milhcfs  of  his  heart. 
'My  woeful  felf,  that  did  in  freedom  iiand,, 

And  was  my  own  fee-fimph,  (not  in  pait'^) 

M^hat  with  his  art  in  youth,  and  youth  in  art, 

'J'hrew  my  aflPccSlions  in  his  ch  »  ined  power, 

Referv'd  the  flalk,  and  gave  him  ?il  my  flower. 

Yet  did  1  not,  as  fome  ray  equals  did, 
l^emand  of  him,  nor  being  dciircd,  yielded.; 
Finding  myfclf  in  honour  lo  foibid, 
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With  fafefl-  difVance  T  mine  honour  fhielded: 

Experience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 

Of  proofs  new-bieeding,  which  remain'd  the  foil 

Of  this  falfe  jewel,  and  his  amorous  fpoil. 

But  ah  !  who  ever  fhun'd  by  precedent 

The  deftin'd  ill  fhe  muft  herfeif  affay? 

Or  forc'd  examples,  'gainfi  her  own  content, 

To  put  the  by-pafs'd  perils  in  her  way  ? 

Couni'el  may  flop  a  while  what  will  not  ftay ; 

For  when  we  rage,  advice  is  often  feen 

By  blunting  us  to  make  our  wits  more  keen. 

Nor  gives  it  fatisfadlion  to  our  blood, 
That  we  muft  curb  it  upon  others'  proof; 
To  be  forbid  the  fwe?vs  that  feem  fo  good, 
For  fear  of  harms  that  preach  in  our  behoof. 
O  appetite  from  judgment  {land  aloof! 
The  one  a  palate  hath  that  needs  will  ta{le, 
Though  reafon  weep,  and  cry— -it  is  thy  laft- 
For  further  I  could  lay,  this  man's  untrue^ 
And  knew  the  p^*tterns  of  his  foul  beguiling  : 
Heard  where  his  plants  in  others'  orcharr's  grew^ 
Saw  how  deceits  were  gilded  in  his  fmih.  g ; 
Knew  vows  were  ever  brokcr-s  to  defiling; 
Thought,  chara(flcrs,  and  words,  merely  but  arty 
And  baftards  of  his  foul  adulterate  heart. 
And  long  upon  thefe  terms  I  held  my  city, 
Till  thus  he  'gan  bcfiege  me  :     Gentle  rnaid, 
Have  of  my  fuffeving  youth  fome  feeling  piry^ 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afraid  : 
That's  to  you  fworn,  to  none  was  ever  faid  ; 
For  feafts  of  love  I  have  been  cail'd  unto, 
Till  now  did  ne'er  invite,  nor  never  vow. 
-AH  my  offences  that  abroad  you  fee, 
Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind  ; 
T^ove  made  them  not :  with  allure  they  may  be. 
Where  neither  pai  ty  is  nor  true  nor  kind  : 
They  fought  their  ihame  that  fo  their  fhame  did  find 
And  fo  much  lefs  of  iharne  in  me  remains, 
By  how  mud\  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 
Among  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  feen. 
Not  one  whofe  flame  my  heart  fo  much  as  warm'd. 
Or  my  affe(ftion  put  tothe  fmalleft  teen, 
-Or  any  of  my  leiiures  ever  charra'd: 
Harm  have-I  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  harm'd; 
-  Kept  hearts  in  liveries,  but  miine  own  was  free, 
..And  reign'd,  commanding  in  his  monarchy. 
T-,ook  here,  what  tributes  wounded  fancies  fcnt  me. 
■Oi  paled  peails,  and  rubies  red  as  blood  ; 
Figuring  that  ciiey  their  pafTions  likcwifelent  mc 
'Of  grief  and  bluliics,  aptly  underfl-ood 
Jn  bioodlefs  whit?  and  the  encrmifon'd  mood  ; 
-EfFeils  of  terror  and  dear  modclly, 
■Encamp'u  in  bcarlSj  butEglit-ng  out;<S^ardly- 
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And  lo !  behold  thefe  talents  of  their  hair, 
With  twiflcd  metal  araoroufly;  impleach'd, 
I  have  rece)^  'd  from  many  a  leveral  fair, 
(Their  kind  icceptance  weepingiy  bcfeech'd;) 
With  the  annexions  of  fair  gems  enrich'd, 
And  deep'brain'd  fonnets,  that  did  amplify 
£ach  iftone's  dear  nature,  worth,  and  quality. 

The  diamond ;  why  it  'twas  beautiful  and  har^, 

"Whereto  his  invis'd  propeities  did  tend  ; 

The  deep-green  emen.ld,  in  whofe  frefh  regard 

"Weak  fights  their  fickly  radiance  do  amend  ; 

"The  heaven-hued  faphire  and  the  opal  blend 

"With  objedls  manifold;  each  feveral  ftone. 

With  wit  well  blazon'd,  fmil'd  or  made  fome  moan. 

Lo  !  all  thefe  trophies  of  afFeftions  hot. 
Of  penfiv'd  and  fubdued  defircs  the  tender, 
Kature  hath  charg'd  me  that  I  hoard  them  not,^ 
But  yield  them  up  where  1  myfelf  mui\  render. 
That  is,  to  you,  my  origin  ana  endcr : 
For  thefe,  of  force,  muft  your  oblations  be, 
Since  I  their  altar,  you  enpatron  m.e. 
O  then  advance  of  yours  that  phra^elefs  hand, 
Whofe  white  weighs  down  the  airy  fcale  of  prailej 
Take  all  thefe  fimiles  to  y^.ur  own  comm.and, 
HaJlow'd  with  fighs  that  burning  lungs  did  iaife; 
What  me  your  minifter,  for  you  obeys. 
Works  under  you  j  and  to  your  audit  comes 
Their  diftradl  parcels  in  combined  fums. 

Xo  !  this  devife  was  fent  from  a  nun. 
Or  fifter  fandified,  ot  bolieft  note; 
Which  late  her  noble  fuit  in  court  did  fliun, 
W^hofe rarefy  havings  made  the  bloffcnis  dote; 
For  (he  was  fought  by  fpirits  of  richell:  coat, 
But  kept  cold  diftance,  and  did  thence  remove, 
To  fpend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 

But  O,  my  fwect,  what  labour  is't  to  leave 

The  thing  we* have  not,  maliering  what  not  firives? 

Paling  the  place  which  did  no  form  receive;— 

Man  patient  fports  in  unconftrained  gyves : 

She  that  her  fame  fo  to  herfelf  contrives. 

The  fears  of  battJe  fcapeth  by  the  flight, 

iAnd  makes  her  abfence  valiant,  not  her  might. 

'O  pardon  me,  in  that  my  boafl  is  true; 

The  accident  which  brought  me  to  her  eye, 

TJp'in  the  moment  did  her  force  fubdue, 

And  now  fhe  would  the  caged  clnifler  fly  : 

B.cligious  love  put  out  religion's  eye : 

Not  to  be  tempted,  would  (he  be  immur'd, 

And  now,  to  tempt  all,  liberty  piocur'd. 

How  mighty  then  you  are,  O  hear  me  ttii  ! 

'The  broken  bofoms.t>hat  to  me  belong, 
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Have  emptied  all  their  fountains  in  my  well, 

And  mine  I  pou:  your  ocean  all  among  ; 

I  ftrong  o'er  them,  and  you  o'er  me  being  ftrong,, 

Muit  for  your  v'<5lory  us  all  con^oft, 

As  compoand  love  to  phydc  your  cold  bn  ail^ 

My  parts  had  power  to  chaim  a  facred  fuii, 
Who,  difcipliaM  and  dieted  in  grace, 
Believ'd  her  eyes,  .vhen  they  aiiail  to  begim^ 
All  vows  and  confecrations  giving  place  ; 
O  moft  pjtential  love !  vow,  bond,  nor  fpacc, 
In  thee  hath  neither  fiing,  knot,  nor  confine. 
For  thou  art  ail,  and  all  things  elie  are  thine. 

When  thou  imprelTeft,  what  are  precepts  worth 

Of  Hale  example?  When  thou  wilt  inflame, 

How  coldly  thofe  impediments  Hand  forth 

Of  wealth,  of  filial  tear,  law,  kindred,  fame? 

Love's  arms  arc  peace,  'gainft  rule,  'gainft  fenfe,  'gamft  fliame; 

And  fweetens,  in  the  fulTerintd;  pangs  it  bears, 

The  aloes  of  all  foxes,  Ihocks  and  fears. 

Now  all  thefe  hi-arts  that  do  on  mine  depend, 
Feeling  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pine; 
And  fupplicant,  their  fighs  to  you  extend. 
To  leave  the  battery  that  you  make  'galnit  mine^ 
Lending  foft  audience  to  my  fv/eet  Jefign, 
And  crcuient  foul  to  that  fivong  bonded  oath 
That  Ihal)  prefer  and  undin  trike  my  troth. '^ 

This  faid,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  difmount, 

Whofe  fights  till  then  were  level'd  on  nr-^y  face  j 

Each  chec  k  a  river  running  from  a  fount 

With  briniili  current  downward  flow'd  apace: 

O.  how       channel  to  the  ftream  gave  grace  1 

Who,  glaz'd  with  cryllal,  gate  the  glowing  rofes 

That  flame  through  water  which  their  hue  iaciofss. 

O  f  ither,  what  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies 

In  the  fmall  orb  of  one  particular  tear  I 

But  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes 

What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear? 

What  breait  To  cold  that  js  net  warmed  here? 

O  ckft  effcd  !  coid  modefty,  hot  wrath. 

Both  fire  from  hence  and  chill  extinfture  hath  I 

For  i )  i  his  paffion,  bat  an  art  of  craft, 

Even  there  refolv'tl  n^.y  r^afon  into  tears  ; 

There  my  white  ftoie  of  chaftity  J  daft''d, 

Shook  off  my  fober  guards,  and  civil  fears; 

Appear  to  him*  as  he  to  me  appears, 

Al!  melting  ;  (hough  our  drops  this  difTerence  bore,. 

His  poifon'd  me,  and  mine  did  him  reilore. 

In  him  a  plenitude  of  fubtle  matter. 

Applied  to  cautcls,  all  (trange  f;)rms  receives, 

Of  burning  bluQies,  or  of  weeping  water, 

Or  fwoonlng  palcuefs ;  and  he  takes  and  leaves, 
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In  cither's  aptnefs,  as  it  bed  deceives, 

To  blufti  at  fpeeches  rank^  to  weep  at  woes. 

Or  to  turn  white  aiid  fwoon  at  tragic  fnows ; 

That  not  a  heart  which  in  his  level  came. 
Could  fcape  the  hail  of  his  all  hurtihg  aim, 
Showing  fair  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame; 
And  veil'd  in  them,  did  win  whom  he  would  maim : 
Againft  the  thing  he  fought  he  would  exclaim: 
When  he  moll:  burn'd  in  heart-wifh'd  luxury, 
He  preach'd  pure  maid,  and  praised  cold  chaitity. 

Thus  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grace 
The  naked  and  concealed  fiend  he  covered; 
That  the  unexperienc'd  gave  the  tempter  place. 
Which,  like  a  cherubin,  above  them  hover*d. 
Who,  young  and  fimple,  would  not  be  fo  lovcr'd? 
Ah  me  !  I  fell ;  and  yet  do  queflion  make 
What  I  (hould  do  agam  for  fuch  a  iake. 

O,  that  infedted  moifturc  of  his  eye, 
O,  that  falfe  tire  which  in  his  cheek  fo  glowM, 
O,  that  forc'd  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fly, 
O,  that  fad  bieath  his  fpungy  lungs  beliowM, 
O  ,  all  that  borrow  d  motion,  feemiiig  ow'd, 
Woufd  yet  again  betray  the  fore-bctray'd^ 
And  new  pervert  a  reconciled  maid. 
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